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MORE TRAMPS ABROAD 


CHAPTER I 

/ 

A man may have no bad habits and have worse. 

Pudd^nhead Wilson's New Calendar^ 

The starting-point of this lecturing trip around the world W4as 
Paris, where we had been living a year or two. 

We ^led for America, and there made certain preparations. 
This took but little time. Two members of my family elected 
to go with me, also a carbuncle. The dictionary says a 
carbuncle is a kind of jewel. Humour is out of place, in a 
dictionary. 

i We started westward from New York in midsummer, with 
mSjf , Fond to' manage the platform business as far as the Pacific. 
It was warm work all the way, and the last fortnight of it was 
BufTocatingly smoky, for in Oregon and British Columbia the 
forest fires were raging. We had an added week of smoke at 
the seaboard, where we were obliged to wait awhile for our 
|hip. She had been getting herself ashore in the smoke, and 
It had to be docked and repaired. 

We sailed at last; and so ended a snail-paced march across 
te continent which had lasted forty days. 

We moved westward about mid-afternoon over a rippled 
id sparkling summer sea; an enticing sea, a clean and cooi^ 
aiid apparently a welcome sea to all on board; -it certainly 
to me, after the distressful dustings and smokings and 
telterings of the past weeks. The voyage would furnish a 
iree weeks* holiday, with hardly a break in it. We had the 
Padhc Ocean in front of us, with nothing ^o do but 
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do nothing and be comfortable. The city of Victoria ws 
twinkling dim in the deep heart of her smoke-doudj asSd» 
getting ready to vanish; and now we closed the field-glasses 
and sat down on our steamer chairs contented and at peace. 
But they went to wreck and ruin under us, and brought us to 
shame l^fore all the passengers. They had been furnished by 
the largest furniture-dealing house in Victoria, and were worth 
a couple of farthings a dozen, though they had cost us the 
price of honest chairs. In the Pacific and Indian oceans one 
must still bring his own deck-chair on board, or go without, 
just as in the old-forgotten Atlantic times—^those Dark Ages 
of sea travel. 

Ours was a reasonably comfortable ship, with the customary 
sea-going fare—plenty of good food, furnished by the Deity 
and cooked by the devil. The discipline observable on board 
was perhaps as good as it is anywhere in the Pacific and 
Indian oceans. The ship was not very well arranged for 
tropical service; but that is nothing, for this is the rule with 
ships which ply in the tropics. She had an over-supply of 
cockroaches, but this is also the rule with ships that do busi¬ 
ness in the summer seas—at least, with such of them as have 
been long in service. 

Our young captain was a very handsome man, tall, and 
perfectly formed, the very figure to show up a smart uniform’s 
finest effects. He was a man of the best intentions, and igas 
polite and courteous, even to courtliness. There was a soft 
grace and finish about bis manners which made whatever 
place he happened to be in seem, for the moment, a drawing¬ 
room. He avoided the smoking room. He had no vices. 
He did not smoke, or chew fiabacco, or take snuff; he did not 
swear, or use slang, or rude or coarse or indelicate language, or, 
make puns, or tell anecdotes, or laugh intemperately, or raise 
his voice above the moderate pitch enjoined by the canons jof 
good form. When he rave an order, his manner modified it 
to a request. After dinner he and his officers joined the 
ladies and gentlemen in tl^e ladies’ saloon, and shared in th< 
singing and piano-playing, and helped turn the music. 
had a sweet and sympathetic tenor voice, and used it with 
taste and effect. After the music he played whist thefe^. 
ilwayv with the same partner and opponents, until the hdlieif 
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The ^ectzk Hghts burned there as late.as the. ladies 
their friends might dedre^ but they were not allowed to 
b|}m ^ the smoldng room after eleven. There were many laws 
on the ship^s statute book, of course; but so far ^ I could see, 
thipimd one other were the only ones that were rigidly enforced. 
Tim captain explained that he enforced this one because his 
own cabin adjoined the smoking room, apd the smdl df tobacco 
smoke made him sick. I did not see how our smoke could 
teach him, for the smoking room and his cabin were on the 
U{^)^ deck, targets for all the winds that blew ; and besides, 
there was no crack of communication between them, no open¬ 
ing of any sort in the solid intervening bulkhead. Still, to a 
delicate stomach even imaginary smoke can convey damage. 

The captain, with his gentle nature, his polish, his sweet- 
ness, his moral and verbal purity, seemed pathetically out of 
place in his rude and autocratic vocation. It seemed another 
instance of the irony jof Ifate. 

^ He was going home under a cloud. The passengers knew 
about his trouble, and were sorry for him. Approaching 
Vancou^r through a narrow and difficult passage densely 
befc^ged with smoke from the forest fires, he had had the ill 
luck to lose his bearings and get his ship on the rocks. A 
matter like this would rank merely as an error with you and 
me; it ranks as a crime with the directors of steamship 
companies. The captain had been tried by the Admiralty 
Ciiirt at Vancouver, and its verdict had acquitted him of blame. 
But that was insufficient comfort. A sterner court would 
examine the case in Sydney—the court of directors, the lords 
of a company in whose ships the captain had served as mate 
during a number of years. This #as his first voyage as captain. 

The officers of our ship were hearty and companionable 
young men, and they entered into the general amusements 
and helped the passengers pass the time. Voyages in the 
Padfic and Indian oceans are but pleasure excursions for all 
bands. Our purser was a young Scotchman who was equipped 
wi^b a grip that was remarkable. He was an invalid, and 
loc^^ it, as far as his body was concerned, but illness could 
not ^bdue bis spirit He was full of life, and had a gay and 
' le tongue. To all appearances he was a sick man without 
AWe of it, for be did not taXIs, about his ailments, and 
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Ills ^dng and conduct were those oT ,% fientbii ia lol^ 
health; yet he was the prey« at intervdsi of ghasdy siqgM’^ 
pain in his heart These l^ted ihany hours, and wt^e tt^ 
attack cotitinued he could neither sit nor He. lit one iti^tanee 
he stood on his feet twenty-four hours fighting for his life with 
these sharp agonies, and yet was as full of life and cheer and 
activity the next day as if nodiing had happened. 

The brightest passenger in the ship, and the most Interest¬ 
ing and felicitous talker, was a young Canadian who was not 
able to let the whisky bottle alone. He was of a rich and 
powerful family, and could have had a distinguished career 
and abundance of effective help toward it if he could have 
conquered his appetite for drink; but he could not do £f$\so 
his great equipment of talent was of no use to him. He had 
often taken the pledge to drink no more, and was a good 
sample of what that sort of unwisdom can do for a man with: 
anything short of an iron will. The system is wrong in two 
ways: it does not strike at the root of the trouble, for one* 
thing, and to make a pledge of any kind is to declare against 
nature; for a pledge is a chain that is always clanking and 
reminding the wearer of it that he is not a free man. 

1 have said that the system does not strike at the root of 
the trouble, and I venture to repeat that. The root is not the 
drinkings but the desire to drink. These are very different 
things. The one merely requires will—and a great deal olj! it, 
both as to bulk and staying capacity—the other merely requires 
watchfulness, and for no long time. The desire, of course, 
precedes the act, and should have one*s first attention. It can 
do but little good to refuse the act over and over again, always 
leaving the desire unmolested, unconquered j the desire will 
continue to assert itself, and will be almost sure to win in the 
long run. When the desire intrudes, it should be at once 
banished out of the mind. One should be on the watch for 
it all the time—othci wise it will get in. It must be taken in 
time and not allowed to get a lodgment. A desire constantly 
repulsed for a fortnight should die then. That should cure the 
drinking habit. The system of refusing the mere act of drink¬ 
ing, and leaving the desire in full force, is unintelligent war 
tactics it seems to me. 

I used to take pledges, and soon violate them. My ^ 
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; not. stmog» and I could nc^ belp it And then, to be tied 
waf natutally irks an otbenMse tree person andjopakes 
in his bonds and want'to net his liberty. But when 
I Unally ceased from taking definite pledges, and meiely 
resjf^)^ that X would kill an ii^urious desire, but leave myself 
j(h» to resume the de^re and the habit whenever I should 
choose to do so, I had no more trouUe. In five days X drove 
out the desire to smoke, and was not obliged to keep watch 
after that; and I never experienced any strong desire to 
snaokeagain. At the end of a year and a quarter of idleness 1 
began to write a book, and presently found that the pen was 
stmngely reluctant to go. 1 tried a smoke to see if that 
would help me out of tlie difficulty. It did. I smoked eight 
or ten cigars and as many pipes a day for five months; finished 
the book, and did not smoke again until a year had gone by 
and another book had to be begun. 

, X can quit any of my nineteen injurious habits at any time, 
and without discomfort or inconvenience. I think that the 
Dr. Tanners and those others who go forty days without eating, 
do it bjT resolutely keeping out the desire to eat, in the 
beginning; and that after a few hours the desire is discouraged 
and comes no more. 

Once I tried my scheme in a large medical way. I had 
been confined to my bed several days with lumbaga My case 
refused to improve. Finally the doctor said : 

* My remedies have no fair chance. Consider what they 
have to fight besides the lumbago. You smoke extravagantly 
don’t you ?' 

* Yes.* 

‘You take coffee immoderately?* 

‘ Yes.’ 

‘And some tea?* 

•Yes.* 

- ‘You eat all kinds of things that are dissatisfied with each 
Other’s company ? * 

‘ Yes.* 

‘You drink two hot Scotches every night ? * 

•Yes.* 

‘Very well, there you see what I have to contend against 
We can*t make progress the way the matter stands. You must 
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a r^ucdon in these things) foa Cut 4otra 
e^nsumption of them considerably fm: some days.* 

* 1 can’t, doctor.’ 

* Why can’t you?’ 

* I lack the will-power, I can cut them off entirelyi but I 
Can’t merely moderate them.’ 

He said that that would answer, and said he would come 


around in twenty-four hours and begin work again. He was' 
taken ill himself and could not come; but I did not need him* 
1 cut off all those things for two days and nights; in fact, I cut 
off all kinds of food, too, and all drinks except water,'and at 
the end of the forty-eight hours the lumbago was discouraged 
and left me. I was a well man; so I gave thanks and tc^ to 


those delicacies again. 

It seemed a valuable medical course, and I recommend^ 


it to a,^y. She had run down and down and down, and had 
at last reached a point where medicines no longer had any 
helpful effect upon her. 1 said I knew I coulff put her upon 
her feet in a week. It brightened her up, it filled with 


hope, and she said she would do everything I told her to do. 
So 1 said she must stop swearing and drinking, and smoking 
and eating for four days, and then she would be all right again. 
And it would have happened just so, I know it; but she said 
she could not stop swearing, and smoking and drinking, because 
she had never done those things. So there it was. She had 


neglected her habits, and hadn’t any. Now that they would 
have come good, there were none in stock. She had nothing 
to fall back on. She was a sinking vessel, with no freight in 
her to throw overboard and lighten ship withal. Why, even 
one or two little bad habits could have saved her, but she was 
just a mond pauper. When she could have acquired their she 
was dissuaded by her parents, who were ignorant people though 
reared in the best society, and it was too late to t^gin now. 
It seemed such a pity ; but there was no help for It. Uvese 
things ought to be attended to while a person is youngs 
otherwise when age and disease come, there is nothing effectual 
to fight them with. 

When I was a youth I used to take all kinds of pledges* 
and do my best to keep them ; but I never Could, because 1 
didn’t strike at the root of the habit—4he ^sire ; t generally 
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w^ia month. Onc^ I tried limiting a habit, 
woriced ^Imbl)^ weU lot a whiljt. I pledged myself to 
* «meke but one dgai a day.' I kept the dgar waiting tih 
time^*then 1 had a luxurious time with it. But desire per* 
^^ted me every day and all day long; so, within the week I 
found myself hunting for larger cigars than X had been used to 
smoke; then larger ones still, and Utiil larger ones. Within 
the fortnight 1 was getting cigars made for me—on a yet larger 
pattern. They still grew and grew in size. Within the month 
my dgar had grown to such proportions that I could have used 
it as a crutch. It now seemed to me that a one-cigar limit was 
no real protection to a person, so I knocked my pledge on the 
head and resumed my liberty. 

To go back to that young Canadian. He was a ' remittance 
man ’—the hrst one I had ever seen or heard of^ Passengers 
explained the term to me. They said that dissipated ne’er-do- 
weels belonging to important families in England and Canada 
were not cast*off by their people while there was any hope of 
reforming them, but that when that hope perished at last, the 
ne’er-ddf weel was sent abroad to get him out of the way. He 
was shipped off with just enough money in his pocket—no, in 
the purser’s pocket—for the needs i>f the voyage—and when he 
reached his destined port he would hnd a remittance awaiting 
him there. Not a large one, but just enough to keep him a 
month, A similar remittance would come monthly thereafter. 
It was the remittance man’s custom to pay his month’s board 
and lodging straightway—a duty which his landlord did not 
allow him to forget—then spree away the rest of his money in 
a single night, then brood and mope and grieve in idleness tU 
next remittance came. It is a pathetic life. 

We had other remittance men on board, it w^ said* At 
least tjiey said they were R.M.’s. There w’ere two. But they 
did riot resemble the Canadian; they lacked his tidiness and 
his brains, and his gentlemanly ways, and his resolute spirit, 
and his humanities and generosities. One of them was a lad 
of nineteen or twenty, and he was a good deal of a ruin as to 
"tlotiies and morals and general aspect. He said he was a 
sdon of a ducal house in England, and had been shipped to 
. Canada for the house’s relief; that he had fallen into trouble 
the)^ and was now being shipped to Australia. He said he 
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bad no tide. 3^ond this lemai;^ he ^ ^c^huoal ^0^ 
trntk The fitst thing he did in Ansttalla was to get hito ^ 
ibcl-up, and the ne3ct thing be did was to^ioOdaim himself < an 
in the police court in the monimg and fail to prove It 


CHAPTER II 

m 

When in doubtj teH the truth.— Wilsm's Nleit> Ca&nday, 

About four days out from Victoria w^e plunged intOf^ot 
weather, and aU the male passengers put on white linen 
clothes. One or two days later w'e crossed the twenty-fifth 
parallel of north latitude, and then, by order, the officers of the 
ship laid away their blue uniforms and came out in white linen 
ones. All the ladies were in white by this time. This preva* 
lence of snowy costumes gave the promenade deck an invitingly 
cool, and cheerful, and picnicky aspect. * 

From my diary; 

* There are several sorts of ills in the world from which a 
person can never escape altogether, let him journey as far as he 
will. One escapes from one breed of an ill only to encounter 
another breed of it. We have come far from the snake liar 
and the hsh liar, and there was rest and peace in the thought; 
but now we have reached the realm of the boomerang liar, and 
sorrow is with us once more. The hrst officer has seen a man 
try to escape from his enemy by getting behind a tree , but the 
enemy sent his boomerang sailing into the sky far above aAd 
beyond the tree; then it turned, descended, and killed the 
man. The Australian passenger has seen this thing done to 
two men, behind twQ trees—and by the one throw. This 
being received with a large silence ^at suggested doubt, he 
buttressed it with the statement that his brother once saw the 
boomerang kill a bird, away off a hundred yards, and Mrtg it 
t& the thrower. But these are ills which must be borne; ttoe 
is no other way.’ 

Ihe talk passed from the boomerang to dreams*—U 5 ua% 
a fruitful subject,^aftoat or ashore—but this time the output was 







t%e!i It {)i^ss6d to itistaiaces of extraotdmary ni^moxy— 
Jiif& beller resulb* Blind Tom, tho negro pianist, md spoken 
'($ and it wasi said that Be could accuratdy play any piece of 
tnusicfliowsoever long and difficult, aft^ hiring it once^ and 
diat six. months later he could accurately play it again, without 
having touched it in the intervaL One of the roost sti^ng of 
the stones told was furnished by a gentleman who had served 
On the staff of the Viceroy of India. He read the details from 
his note-book, and explained that he had written them down, 
right after the consummation of the incident which they 
descried, because he thought that if he did not put them down 
in black and white he might presently come to think he had 
dreamed them or mvented them. 

The Viceroy was making a progress, and among the shows 
offered by the Maharajah of Mysore for bis entertainment was 
. a memory exhibition. The Viceroy and thirty gentlemen of his 
suite sat in a row, and the memory-expert, a high caste Brah¬ 
min, was thought in and seated on the floor in front of them. 
He said he knew but two languages, the English and his own, 
but woulS not exclude any foreign tongue from the tests to be 
applied to his memory. Then he laid before the assemblage 
bis program me—a sufficiently extraordinary one. He propos^ 
that one gentleman should give him one word of a foreign 
sentence, and tell him its place in the sentence. He was 
furnished with the French word ahd was told it was second 
in a sentence of three words. The next gentleman gave him 
the German word verhren^ and said it was the third in 
a sentence of four words. He asked the next gentleman 
for one detail in a sum in addition; another for one detail 
in a sum in subtraction; others for single details in mathe¬ 
matical problems of various kinds. He got them. Inter¬ 
mediates gave him single words from sentences in Gredk, 
I^D, Spanish, Portuguese, Italian, and other languages, and 
told him their places in the sentences. When at last every¬ 
body had furniKhed him a single rag from a foreign sentence 
or a figure from a problem, he went over the ground again, 
. and got a second word and a second figure, and was told 
their places in the sentences and the sums; and so <ni, and 
so OIL He went over the ground again and again until be 
had ccffiected all riie parts ^ the sums and all the parts of 
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the sentences^^ml all In disorder, of ootirse^' not in d^lr 
proper rotation. This had occupied two hours. 4 • 

The Brahmin now sat silent and thtnldng awhil^ then 
began and repeated all the sentences, placing the words In 
their proper order, and untangled the disordered arithmetical 
problems, and gave accurate answers to them all 
^ In the beginning he had asked the company to throw 
almonds at him during the two hours, he to remember how 
many each gentleman threw; but none were thrown, for the 
Viceroy said that the test would be a sufficiently severe strain 
without adding that burden to it 

General Grant had a fine memory for all kinds of things^ 
including bven names and faces, and 1 could have furifished 
an instance of it if I had thought of it The first time 1 ever 
saw him was early in his first term as President 1 had just 
arrived in Washington from the Pacific coast—a stranger, and 
wholly unknown to the public—and was passing the White 
House one morning, when I met a friend, a senator from 
Nevada. He asked me if I would like to see the President 
1 said I should be very glad; so we entered. I sup[K)sed that 
the President would be in the midst of a crowd, and that 1 
could look at him in peace and security from a distance, 
as another stray cat* might look at another king. But it was 
in the morning, and the senator was using a privilege of bis 
office which 1 had not heard of—the privilege of intruding 
upon the chief magistrate's working hours. Before 1 knew it, 
the senator and I were in the presence; and there was none 
there but we three. General Grant got slowly up from his 
table, put his pen down, and stood before me with the iron 
expression of a man who had not smiled for seven years, and 
was not intending to smile for another seven. He looked me 
steadily in the eyes; mine lost confidence and fell. 1 had 
never confronted a great man before, and was in a desolate 
state of funk and inefficiency. The senator said: 

* Mr. President, iray 1 have the privilege of introdudng 
Mr. Clemens?' 

The President gave my hand an unsympathetic wag and 
dropped it. He did not say a word, but just stood. In my 
trouble I could not think of anything to say; I merely wanted 
to resign. There was an awkward pause, a dreary pauses a 



I thchii^ <!>f someth^t lUid locked up 
.li^ tmyieldixilg fiuise timidly 

«Mk Fresideulf am ^barrassed* Ase you ? * 
||i5'&ce bmke, just a lilde^ wee s^imm^'—the monk^ 
tmy dick^ of a summer^HghtniUg smile seven years ahead 
time } and I was out and gone as soost as // ms. 

' Ten years passed away before 1 saw him die second time. 
‘Meantime I was becmne a notorious person, and was one 
of the people aj^inted to respond to toasts at a banquet 
given to General Grant in Chicago by the Army of the 
Tennessee when he came back from hts tour around the world. 
I arrived late at night and got up late in the morning. All the 
corridors of the hotel were crowded with people waiting to get 
a glimpse of General Grant when he should pass to the place 
wl^ce he was to review the great procession. I worked my 
way by the suite of packed drawing-rooms, and at the comer 
of the house I found a window open‘where there was a roomy 
l^atform decorated with flags and carpeted. I stepped out on 
it, and saw below me millions of people blocking all the 
streets, other millions caked together in all the windows 
and on all the house-tops around. These masses took me for 
General Grant, and broke into volcanic explosions of cheers. 
But it was a good place to see the procession, and I stayed. 

Presently 1 h^ud the distant blare of militaiy music, and 
far up the street X saw the procession come in sight, cleaving 
its way through the hurzaing multitudes, with Sheridan, the 
most martial hgure of the war, riding at its head in the dress 
uniform of a lieutenant-general. 

And now General Grant, arm-in-arm with Mayor Carter 
XXarrison, stepped out on the platform, followed two and two 
by the badged and uniformed Reception Committee. General 
Chant was looking exactly as he had looked upon that trying 
occasion of ten years before, all iron and bronze self-possession. 
Mr. Harrison came over and led me to the G^eral and 
formally Introduced me. Beforb Z could put together the 
pr<^r remark, General Grant said : 

. *Mt. Clemens, I am not embarrassed, are you?’ and that 
little, seven-year smile twinkled a^oss his ^ce again. 

, Seventeen years have gone by since then, and to-day, in 
jNew York, the streets are a crudi of people who are there to 
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the fe^iM of the great seedier as the^ pass ip tls# 
filial resting phee uoder the monoiisent; and the air is, ket0fi 
with diiges and the boom of aitiUery, and all dite miQi|^ of 
Ameripa are thinking of the man who restored the Unimi and 
the fiag, and gave democratic govemmait a new lease ^ 
life, an4 as we may hope and do believe, a pennanent place 
among the beneficent institutions of men. 

' f i« 

A DELICATEtV IMPROPER TALE 

We had one game in the ship which was. a good time* 
passer—at least it was at night in the smoking room, when^the 
men were getting freshened up from the day’s monotonies Imd 
dulnesses. It was the completing of non-completed stories. 
That is to say, a man would tell all of a story except the finish, 
then the others would try to supply the ending out of their own 
'invention. When every one who wanted a chance had had it, 
the man who bad introduced the story would give it its original 
ending, then you could take your choice. Sometimes the new 
endings turned out to be better than the old one. ^ut the 
story which called out the most persistent, and determined, and 
ambitious effort was one which no ending, and so there was 
nothing to compare the new-made endings with. The man 
who told it said he could furnish the particulars up to a certain 
point only, because that was as much of the tale as he knew. 
He had read it in a volume of sketches twenty-five years ago, 
and was interrupted before the end was reached. He would 
give any one fifty dollars who would finish the story to the 
satisfaction of a jury to be appointed by ourselves. We ap» 
pointed a jury and wrestled with the tale. We invented plenty 
of endings, but the jury voted them aU down. The jury was 
right. It was a tale which the author of it- may possibly have 
completed satisfactorily, and if he really had that good fortune 
1 would like to know what the ending was. Any ordinary man 
will find that the story’s strength is in its middle^ ahd that diere 
is apparently no way to transfer it to the close, where, of coui^ 
it ought to be. In substance, the storiette was as fellows : 

John Brown, ^ed thirty^one, good, gentle^ basl^l, tM4 
lived in a quiet village in Missouri He was snpetintendent 
of riie Presbytaian Sunday-school It was but a humble dm- 



i ftiU, H iras Ids only oHdal ott^ and liewas iiK)de^ly 
0 f iVa&d W9& devoted to its work aiid itsititoesfs. ThO 
txti:o|lie kindliness of nis nature was recognised by all $ in &ct» 
ssld that he was .made enthely oat of good imptdses 
and basbfulness ; lhat he could always be counted upon for 
bei^ when it was needed, and for bashbdness both whenit was 
needed and when it wasn’t 

Maty Taylor, twenty-three, modest, sweet, winning, and in 
diaiacter and person beautiful, was all in all to him, and he 
was very nearly all in all to her. She was wavering, his hopes 
were high. Her mother had been in opposition from the first 
But she was wavering, too, he could see it She was being 
touched by his warm interest in her two chanty protigki^ and 
by his contributions towards their support. These were two 
forlorn and aged sisters who lived in a log hut in a lonely place 
up a cross road four miles from Mrs. Taylor’s farm. One of 
the sisters was crazy, and sometimes a little violent, but not 
often. 

/ 

At l£^t the time seemed ripe for a final advance, and Brown 
gathered his courage together and resolved to make it He 
would take along a contribution of double the usual size and 
win the mother over ; with her opposition annulled, the rest of 
the conquest would be sure and prompt. 

He took to the road in the middle of a placid Sunday 
afiemooh in the soft Missourian summer, and he was equipped 
prc^rly for his mission. He was clothed all in white linen, 
with a Wue ribbon for a necktie, and he had on dressy tight 
boots. His horse and buggy were the finest that the livery 
Stable could furnish. The lap-robe was of white inen, it was 
new, and it had a hand-worked border that could not be 
rivalled in that region for l>eauty and elaboration. 

‘ When he was four miles out on the lonely road, and was walk¬ 
ing his horse over a wooden bridge, his straw hat blew off and fell 
the creek, and floated down and lodged against a bar. He 
did not quite know what to do j he must have the hat, that was 
numifest, but how was he to get it ? 

, Thm he had an idea. The roads were emp^% nobody was 
Ves, he .would risk it. He led the horse to the road- 
set it to cropping the grass, then he undressed and 
ipot ids dothes in the buggy, petted the horse a moment to 
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stream. He swam out and soon bad tbe hat. Wbeii 
to the top of the bank the horse was gone f ^ 

^is legs almost gave way under him. The horse 
walking leisurely along,the road Brown trotted after k, saylr^' 
‘Wo, wo, there’s a good fellow 1’ but whenever he got near 
enough to chance a jump for the buggy, the horse quickened 
its pace a little and defeated him. And so this went ou the 
naked man perishing with anxiety, and expecting every moment 
to see people come in sight He tagged on and on, implorii^ 
the horse, beseeching the horse, till he had left a mile behind 
him and was closing up on the Taylor premises, then at last he 
was successful, and got into the buggy. He dung on his shirt, ^ 
his necktie, and his coat, then reached for his—tmt he was too 
late; he sat suddenly down and pulled up the lap>robe, for he 
saw some one coming out of the gate—woman, he thought 
He wheeled the horse to the left and struck briskly up the 
cross-road. It was perfectly straight and exposed on both 
sides, but there were woods and a sharp turn three miles ahead, 
and he was very grateful when he got there. As fie passed 
around the turn he slowed down to a walk and reached for his 
tr-; too late again. 

He had come upon Mrs. Enderby, Mrs. Glossop, Mrs. 
Taylor, and Mary. They were on foot, and seemed tired and 
excited. They came at once to the buggy and shook hands, 
and all spoke at once, and said eagerly and earnestly, how glad 
they were that he was come, and how fortunate it was. And 
Mrs. Enderby said impressively : 

* It /ooJh like an accident his coming at such a time,, but let 
no one profane it with such a name—he was sent—sent from 
on high.* 

They were all moved, and Mrs. Glossop said in an awed 
voice: 

‘ Sarah Enderby, you never said a truer word in your life. 
This is no accident; it is a special Providence. He imAr sent 
He is an angel—an angel as trufy as ever angel was; an angel 
of deliverance. /. say Sarah Enderby, and'wUl have no 
other word. Don’t let anyone ever say to me agma that 
there’s no such things as special Providences; for if this isn't 
ODCt tiiem account for it that can/ 
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worship you*^I co^d go down on my toees to yoti. 
p|dn% something tell you—(fidn’t yoa;fe/ that you Sent ? 

{ oOidd kiss the hem of you UiNrobe.' 

He was not able to speak; he was hdpless with shame ano 


d^fght 

, Mrs, Taylor went on: ^ 

^ ‘Why, just look at it all around, Julia Glossop. 
cetson can see the hand of Providence in it. Here, at nooi^ 
what do we see? We see the smoke rising. I s^k up and 
say, “That’s the Old Popple’s cabin afire.” Didnt I, Jmia 

Glo^op ? * . ; 

‘ The very words you said, Nancy Taylor. I was as'doM 

to you as I am now, and I heard them. You may have said 

hut instead of cabin, but in substance it’s the same. And you 

were looking pale, too.* ^ 

‘ Pale ? I was that pale that if—why, you just compare it 

^th this lap-robe. Then the next thing I said was, « 

Taylor, tell the hired man to rig up the team. We ll go to tne 
rescue.” *And she said, “Mother, don’t you know you told 
him he could drive to see his people and stay over Sunday t 
And it was just so. I declare for it, I had forgotten it. 

“ Then,” said I, “ we’ll go afoot.” And go we did, and found 

Sarah Enderby on the road.’ ^ ^ . jr a 

‘And wc all went together,* said Mrs. Enderby, and found 
the cabin set fire to and burnt down by the crazy one, and the 
poor old things so old and feeble that they couldn’t go afoot. 
And we got them to a shady place, and made them as com¬ 
fortable as we could, and began tb w'onder which way to mm 
to find some way to get them conveyed to Nancy Taylofs 
house. And I spoke up and said—now, what did I sayf 

Didn’t I say, “Providence wiU provide”?* ^ ^ 

‘ Why, sure as you live, so you did i I had forgotten it. 
‘So had I,* said Mrs. Glossop and Mrs. Taylor j ‘but you 
certainly said it. Now, wasn*t that remarkable! 

■ ^ Yes, I said it. And then we went to Mr. Moseley s—two 
mifos-^and all of them were gone to the camp meeting over 
m Stony Fork, And then we came all the way back—two 
stj^Sba-Hand then here--*anotber mile. And Providence ruts 
prpnderi; you see it yourselves.* 
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gazed ai each other, awe-stradt, eod Ihlejl ;tbeh 
h^4s and said in unison r * r 

* It’s per-fectly wonderful * * ^ 

* And then,* said Mrs. Glossop, * what do you think we had: 
better dp»let Mr. Brown drive the Old People to Nancy 
Taylor’s one at a time, or put both of them in the buggy, and: 
him lead the horse?’ 

Brown gasped. 

* Now then, that’s a question,’ said Mrs. Enderby. * You 

see, we axe all tired out, and any way we fix it it’s going to be 
difficult. For if Mr. Brown takes both of them, at least one of 
us must go back to help him, for he can’t load them into the 
buggy by himself, and they so helpless.’ ^ 

* That is so,’ said Mrs. Taylor. * It doesn’t look—oh, ho¥‘ 

would this do ?—one of us drive there wtiA Mr. Brown, and 
the rest of j^ou go along to my house and get things ready. I'll 
go with him. He and I together can lift one of the Old 
People into the buggy; then we can drive her to my house 
and-’ , 

’But who will take care of the other one?’ said Mrs. 
Enderby. * We mustn’t leave her there in the woods alone^ 
you know—especially the crazy one. There and back is eight 
miles, you see.’ 

They had all been sitting on the grass beside the bu^ 
for awhile now, trying to rest their weary bodies. They 5 bU 
silent a moment or two, and struggled in thought over the 
baffling situation; then Mrs. Enderby brightened and said: 

‘ I think I’ve got the idea now. You see, we walk 
any more. Think what we’ve done: four miles ther^ two to 
Mosel^s is six, then back to here—nine miles since noon, and 
not a bite to eat. I declare I don’t see how we’ve done it; 
and as for me, 1 am just famishing. Now, somebody’s got to 
go back, to help Mr. Brown—there’s no getting around that; 
but whoever goes has got to ride, not walk. So my idea is 
this: one of us to ride back with Mr. Brown, then ride to 
Nancy Taylor’s house with one of the Old People^ leaving 
Mr. Brown to keep die other old one company. You all to go 
now to Nancy’s and rest and wait; then one of you drive back 
and get the other one and drive her to Nancy’s, and Mr, 
Brown walk.* 
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perfectly.’ And they all said th«tt Mrs. jSnderby Ittd 
tile be$| head for planning in the company; abd Said ^ey 
< tjiohde^d that they hadn’t thougfht of this simple plan them¬ 
selves; They hadn’t meant to take back compliment, 
jgoOd tingle souls, and didn’t know they had done it After a 
oonsultation, it was decided that Mrs. Endert^ should drive 
back with Brown, she being entitled to the distinctioh because 
Ehe had'invented the plan. Everything now being satisfactorily 
arranged and settled, the ladies rose, relieved and happy, and 
bribed down their gowns, and three of them started home¬ 
ward. Mrs. Enderby set her foot on the bu^-step and was 
about to climb in, when Brown found a remnant of his voice 
and gasped out: 

* Pl^se, Mrs. Enderby, call them back—I am very weak 
I can’t walk, I can’t indeed.* 

* Why, dear Mr. Brown ! You do look pale; I am ashamed 
of myself that I didn’t notice it sooner. Come back—all of 
you 1 Mr* Brown is not well. Is there anything I can do 
for you, Mr, Brown ? I’m real sorry. Are you in pain ? ’ 

* No, madam, only weak; I am not sick, but only just 
weak—lately; not long, but just lately.’ 

The others came back and poured out their sympathies 
and commiserations, and were full of self-reproaches for not 
having noticed how pale he was. And they at once struck out 
a new plan, and soon agreed that it was by far the best of all. 
They would all go to Nancy Taylor’s house and see to Brown’s 
needs first. He could lie on the sofa in the parlour, and 
ydule Mrs. Taylor and Mary took care of him the other 
two ladies would take the buggy and go and get one of the 
Old People and leave one of themselves with the other one, 
and- 


By this time, without any solicitation, they were at the 
horse’s head and were beginning to turn him around. The 
danjger was imminent, but Brown found his voif% again and 
saved himsdf. He said : 

* But, ladies, you are overlooking something which makes 
plan impracticable. You see, if you bring one of them 
hctdikf. and one remains behind with the other, there will be 
three persons there when one of you comes back for that other, 

c • 
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home in it' ^ ' 

They all exclaimed, * Why, surely that is so I* and *h!?y were 
all perplexed again. 

'Dear, dear, what can we do?* said Mrs. dossop; ^itis 
the most mix^-up thing that ever was. The fox and^'die 
goo^ and the com and things—oh dear, they are nothing 
to it' 

They sat wearily down once more, to further torture th^ 
tormented h^ds for a plan that would work. Presently Mary 
offered a plan ; it was her first effort She said: 

* I am yodng and strong, and am refreshed now. Take 
Mr. Brown to our house and give him help—^you see ^w 

;^lainly he needs it I will go back and take care of the Old 
People; I can be there in twenty minutes. You can go on 
and do what you first started to do—wait on the main road at 
our house until somebody comes along with a waggon ; then 
send and bring away the three of us. You won’t have“to wait 
long; the farmers will soon be coming back from town now. 
I will keep old Polly patient and cheered up—the crazy one 
doesn’t need it.* 

This plan was discussed and accepted ; it seemed the best 
that could be done in the circumstances, and the Old Pec^le 
must be discouraged by this time. 

Brown felt relieved, and was deeply thankful. Let him 
once get to the main road and he would find a way to 
escape. 

Then Mrs. Taylor said : 

* The evening^ chill will be coming bn pretty soon, and 
those poor old bumt-out things will need some kind of cover¬ 
ing. Take the lap-robe with you, dear.* 

‘ Very well, mother, I will.’ 

She stepped to the buggy and put out her hand to take 


it- 


That was the end of the tale. The passenger who told It 
said that when he read the story twenty-five years ago in a 
train he was intemipted at that point, the train jumpii^ off 
a bridge. 

At first we thought we could finish the story quite eai^i 
and we set to work with confidence, but it soon begsn lb 
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tfuit it was not a simple things but difficult and baffling. 
Tiis was^on account of Brown's character—great generosity 
and kiiidliness, but complicated with unusual shyness and 
diffidence, particularly in the presence of ladies. There was 
his love for Mary in a hopeful state but not yet secuie—just in 
a condition, indeed, where its affair must be handled with great 
tact, and no mistakes made, no offence given. And there was 
the mother—wavering, half-willing—by adroit and flawless 
diplomacy to be won over, now, or perhaps nm’cr at all. Also, 
there were the helpless Old People yonder in the woods wait¬ 
ing-* their fate and Brown's happiness to be determined by 
what Brown should do within the next two seconds. Mary 
was reaching for the lap-robe; Brown must decide, there was 
no time to be lost. 

Of course, none but a happy ending of the story would be 
accepted by the jury ; the finish must find Brown in high 
credit with all the ladies, his behaviour without blemish, his 
modesty unwounded, his character for self-sacrifice maintained, 
the Old Pfiople rescued through him their benefactor; all the 
party proud of him, happy in him, his praises on all their 
tongues. 

We tried to arrange this, but it was with persistent and 
irreconcilable difficulties. We saw that Brown’s shyness would 
not allow him to give up the lap-robe. This would offend 
Mary and her mother, and it would surprise the other ladies, 
partly because this stinginess towards the suffering Old People 
would be out of character with Brown, and partly because he 
was a special providence, and could not properly act so. If 
asked to explain his conduct, his shyness would not allow him 
to tell the truth, and lack of invention and practice would find 
him incapable of contriving a lie that would wash. We worked 
at the troublesome problem until three in the morning. 

Meantime Mary was still reaching for the lap-robe. We 
gave it up, and decided to let her continue to reach. It is the 
reader’s privilege to determine for himself how the thing came 
out. 

On the seventh day out we saw a dim vast bulk standing up 
out of the wastes of the Pacific, and knew that that spectral 
ptotnontory was Diamond Head, a piece of this world which 1 
had not seen before for twenty-nine years. So we wetje neanng 

ca • 
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HonolulUi the capital city the Sand^ch l 6 land 2 --‘t!K^ 
iblands which to me were Paradise; a paradise which t had 
been longing all those yesu-s to see again. Not anj 
thing in the world could have stirred me as the sight of that 
great rock did. 

In the night we anchored a mile from shore. Through wy 
port 1 could see the twinkling lights of Honolulu and the 
dark bulk of the mountain range that stretched away right and 
left. 1 could not make out the beautiful Nuuana* valleyt but 
I knew where it lay, and remembered how it was used to look 
in the old times. We used to ride up it on horseback in those 
days—^we young people—and branch off and gather bones in a 
sandy region where one of the first Kamehameha’s battles 
fought. He was a remarkable man for a king, and he was &bo 
a remarkable man for a savage. He was a mere kinglet, and 
of little or no consequence at the time of Captain Cook’s arrival 
in 1778 , but about four years afterwards he conceived the idea 
of enlarging his sphere of influence. That is a courteous 
modern phrase which means robbing your neighbour—for your 
neighbour’s benefit, and the great theatre of its benevolences is 
Africa. Kamehameha went to war, and in the course of ten 
years he whipped out all the other kings and made himself 
master of every one of the nine or ten islands that form the 
group. But he did more than that. He bought ships, freighted 
them with sandal wood and other native products, and sent 
them as far as South America and China ; he sold to his savages 
the foreign stuffs, and tools and utensils which came back in 
these ships, and started the march of civilisation. It is 
doubtful if the match to this extraordinary thing is to be found 
in the history of any other savage. Savages are eager to learn 
from the white man any new way to kill each other, but it is not 
their habit to seize with avidity and apply with energy the 
larger and nobler ideas which he offers them. The details of 
Kamehameha’s hist'^ry show that he was always hospitably 
ready to examine the white man’s ideas, and that he exercised 
a tidy discrimination in making his selections from the samples 
placed on view. 

A shrewder discrimination than was exhibited by his son and 
successor, Liholiho, 1 think. Liholiho could have quaHfied as a 
reformer, perhaps, but as a king he was a mistake. A mistake 
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because he tried to be both kipg and reformer. Tliis is 
tmxiog fire and gunpowder together. A king has no proper 
bttsine* with reforming. His best policy is to keep things as 
they are; and if he can’t do that, he ought to try to make them 
worse th^ they are. This is not guess work ; 1 have thought 
Over this matter a good deal, so that if I should ever have a 
chance to become a king, I would know how to conduct the 
business in the best way. 

When Liholiho succeeded his father, he found himself 
possessed of an equipment of royal tools and safeguards which 
a wiser king would have known how to husband, and 
judiciously employ and make profitable. The entire country 
-was under the one sceptre, and his was that sceptre. There 
was an Established Church, and he was the head of it. There 
was a standing army, and he vras the head of that ; an army of 
114 privates, under command of 27 generals and a field* 
marshal There was a proud and ancient hereditary nobility. 
There was still one other asset. This was the tabu —an agent 
endowed with a mysterious and stupendous power, an agent 
not found among the propeities of any European monarch, a 
tool of inestimable value in the business. Liholiho was head 
master of the tabu. The tabu (it means a thing that is for¬ 
bidden) was the most ingenious and effective of all the inven¬ 
tions that has ever been djviscd for keeping a people’s privileges 
satisfactorily restricted. 

It required the sexes to live in separate houses. It did not 
allow people to eat in either house; they must eat in another 
place. It did not allow a man’s woman folk to enter his house. It 
did not allow the sexes to eat together; the men must cat first, and 
the women must wait on them. Then the women could eat what 
was left—^if anything was left—and wait on themselves. I mean, 
if anything of a coarse or unpalatable sort was left, the women 
could have it But not the good things, the fine things, the 
choice things, such as pork, poultry, bananas, cocoanuts, the 
choicer varieties of fish, and so on. By the tabu, all these were 
sacred to the men; the women spent their lives longing for them, 
and wondering what tliey might taste like; and they died with¬ 
out finding out 

Tbese rules, as you see, were quite simple and clear. It 
was easy to remember them, and useful For the penalty for 
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in&ingii^g any rule in the whole list wa$ death. Those wointo 
easily learned tO put up witk shark, and taro^ and dog for aifiet 
when the other things were so expensive. < 

tt was death for any one to walk upon tabu’d ground or 
defile a tabu’d thing with his touch; or foil in due servility to 
a chief; or step upon the king’s shadow. The nobles, and the 
king and the priests were always suspending little rags here and 
there and yonder, to give notice to the people that the decorated 
spot or thing was tabu, and death lurking near. The struggle for 
Itfe was difficult and chancy in the islands in those days. 

Thus advantageously was the new king situated. Will it 
be believed that the first thing he did was to destroy his 
Established Church, root and branch? He did, indeed* do 
that. To state the case figuratively, he was a prosperous 
sailor who burnt his ship and took to a raft. This church 
was a horrid thing. It heavily oppressed the people; it kept 
them always trembling in the gloom of mysterious thrcatenings; 
it slaughtered them in sacrifice before its grotesque idols of 
wood and stone; it cowed them, it terrorised thorn, it made 
them slaves to its priest, and through the priest to the king. 
It was the best friend a king could have, and the most de¬ 
pendable. To a professional reformer who should annihilate 
so frightful and devastating a power as this church reverence 
and praise would be due; but to a king who should do it 
could properly be due nothing but reproach; reproach softened 
by sorrow, sorrow for his unfitness for his position. 

He destroyed his Established Church, and his kingdom is 
a republic to-day in consequence of that act. 

When he destroyed the church and burned the idols he 
did a mighty thing for civilisation and for his people’s weal; 
but it was not ‘business.’ It was unkingly, it was inartistic. 
It made trouble for his line. The American missionaries 
arrived while the burned idols were still smoking. They found 
the nation without a religion, and they repaired the defect 
They offered their own religion, and it was gladly received. 
But it was no support to arbitrary kingship, and so the kingly 
power began to weaken from that day. Forty-seven yearn 
later, when I was in the islands, Kamehameha V. was trying to 
repair Liholiho’s blunder, and not succeeding. He had set op 
an Estaliished Church and made himself the head of it But 
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k <mfy a pincbbeck thing, an unitation, a bauble, an empty 
show* It had no power, no value for a )ung. It could not 
harry,a^r burn, or slay; it in no way resembled the admirable 
hiachine which Liboliho destroyed. It was an Established 
Church without an establishment; all the people were 
Dissenters. 

Long before that the kingship had itself become, but a 
name, a show. At an early the missionaries had turned 
it into something very much like a republic; and here lately 
the business whites have turned it into something exactly like it 

In Captain Cook’s time (1778) the native population of the 1 
islands was estimated at 400,000; in 1836 at something short ^ 
of 200,000; in 1866 at 50,000; it is to-day, per census, 
25,000. All intelligent people praise Kamehameha I. and * 
Liboliho for conferring upon their people the great boon of 
civilisation. I would do it myself, but my intelligence is out of * 
repair now from overwork. 

' When I was in the islands nearly a generation ago, I was 
acquainted with a young American couple, who had among 
their belongings an attractive little son of the age of seven— 
attractive, but not practically companionable with me, because 
he knew no English. He had played from his birth with the 
little Kanakas on his father’s plantation, and had preferred 
their language and wouM learn no other. The family removed 
to America a month after I arrived in the islands, and 
straightway the boy began to lose his Kanaka and pick up 
English. JBy the time he was twelve he hadn’t a word of 
Kanaka left; the language had wholly departed from his 
tongue and from his comprehension. Nine years later, when 
he was twenty-one, 1 came upon the family in one of the lake 
towns of New York, and the mother told me about an 
adventure which her son had been having. By trade he was 
now a professional diver. A passenger boat had been caught 
in a storm on the lake, and had gone down, carrying her people 
with her. A few days later the young diver descended, with 
his armour on, and entered the berth-saloon of the boat, and 
stood at the foot of the companionway, with his hand on the 
rail, peering through the dim water. Presently something 
touched him on the shoulder, and he turned and found a dead 
1^ swaying and bobbing about him and seemingly inspectiiig 
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him Inquiringly. He i^s paralysed whh Hie : 

had disturbed the.water, and now he disceri^.niiumbet:^, 
dim corpses making for him and waggii^ thSr heads / 
swaying their bodies like sleepy people trying to dance.' Hk 
senses forsook him, and'in that condition he was dmwn'to t’^W; ‘ 
aurface. He was put to bed at home, and was soon very i!t 
During some days he had seasons of delirium which la^ed 
several hours at a time; and while* they lasted he talked 
Kanaka Incessantly and glibly, and Kanaka only. He wasi 
still very ill, and he talked to me in that tongue, but I did not' 
understand it, of course. The dpctor-books tell us that cases 
like this are not uncommon. Then the doctors ought tp study 
the cases and find out how to multiply them. Many laiigtip|ge$°^^ 
and things get mislaid in a person’s head, and stay misl^ for 
lack of this remedy. 

Mmiy memories of my former^visit to the islands came up 
in my mind while we lay at anchor in front of Hondulu that 
night. And pictures—pictures—pictures—an enchanting pro 
cession of them 1 1 was impatient for the morning come. 


CHAPTER III 

, t 

It is more trouble to make a maxim than it is to do right. 

Pudd'nhead WilsQiCs New Caiendar, 

When it came it brought disappointment, of course. Cholera 
had broken out in the town, and we were not allowed to have 
any communication with the shore. Thus suddenly did my 
dream of twenty-nine years go to ruin. Messages came fiom 
friends, but the friends themselves I was not to have any sight 
of. My lecture-hall^ was ready, but I was not to see tha^ 
either. . 

Several of our passengers resided in Honolulu, and these 
were sent ashore; but nobody could go ashore and reteim 
There were people on shore who were booked to go with us to 
Australia, but we could not receive them, to do it woM cb|t 
us a quarantine term in Sydney. They could have escaped 
the dayl^fore by ship to San Francisco; but the bars 
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been put up now, and they might have to wait beibm 
any ship could venture to give them a passage any whitbel. 
And there were hardships for others. An aged lady auid her 
son, recreation-seekers from Massachusetts, had wandered 
westward further and further from home, always intending to 
take the return track, but always concluding to go still a littk 
further; and now here they were at anchor before Honolulu— 
positively their last westward-bound indulgence—they had 
made up their minds to that, but where is the use in making 
up your mind in this world ? It is usually a waste of time to do 
it. These two would have to stay with us as far as Australia; 
then they could go on around the world or go back the way 
they had come; the distance and the accommodations^ and 
outlay of time would be just the same, whichever of the two 
routes they might elect to take. Think of it; a projected 
excursion of five hundred miles gradually enlarged, without 
any elaborate degree of intention, to a possible twenty-four 
thousand. However, they-were used to extensions by this 
time, and did not mind this new one much. 

And we had with us a lawyer from Victoria, who had been 
sent out by the Government on an international matter, and he 
had brought his wife with him and left the children at home 
with the servants—and now what was to be done ? Go ashore 
amongst the cholera and take the risks ? Most certainly not! 
They decided to go on to the Fiji Islands, wait there a fort¬ 
night for the next ship, and then sail for home. They couldn’t 
foresee that they wouldn’t see a homeward-bound ship again 
for six weeks, and that no word could come to them from the 
children, and no word go from them to the children in all that 
time. It is easy to make plans in this world, even a cat can 
do it; and when one is out in those remote oceans it is 
noticeable that a cat’s plans and a man’s are worth about the 
same. Theie is much the same shrinkage in both, in th^ 
matter of values. 

There was nothing Tor us to do but sit about the decks in 
the shade of the awnings and look at the distant shore. .We 
«lay in luminous blue water; shoreward the water was green~* 
green and brilliant; at the shore itself it broke in a long white 
nifBe, but with no crash, no sound that we could hear. The 
town was, buried under a mat of foliage that looked like e 
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of ittioss. Tibo ^siHef locmnt^m^ dotted in soft 
Ili^gptendoufS of tiidtmg co!onr» and some of die c^ -w^&e 
viMMIn slanting mists. 1 recognised it ali It wa^ just as 1 
'had seen it long before, with notfaiiig of its beauty nothing 


^ iia charm wanting. 

^ ' A diange had come, bnt that was political, and not visible 
ftom the ship. The monarchy of my day was gone^ and a 
r(^ublic was sitting in its seat It was not a material change. 

old imitation pomps, the fuss and feathers have departed, 
and the royal trade-mark, that is about all that one could miss, 

I suppose. That imitation monarchy was grotesque enough 
In my time; if it had held on another thirty years it would 
have been a monarchy without subjects of the king^s race. 

We had a sunset of a very fine sort The vast plain of the 
sea was marked off in bands of sharply contrast^ colours; 
great stretches of dark blue, others of purple, others of polished 
bronze; the billowy mountains showed all sorts of dainty 
browns and greens, blues and purples and blacks, and the 
rounded velvety backs of certain of them made one want to 
stroke them, as one would the sleek back of a cat The long- 
sloping promontory projecting into the sea at the west turned 
dim and leaden and spectral, then became suffused with pnk, 
dissolved itself in a pink dream, so to speak, it kerned so airy 
and unreal. Presently the cloud-rock was flooded with fiery 
splendours, and these were copied on the surface of the sea, 
and it made one drunk with delight to look upon it 

From talks with certain of our passengers whose home was 
Honolulu, and from a sketch by Mrs. Mary H. Krout, 1 was 
able to perceive what the Honolulu of to-day is as compared 
vdth the Honolulu of my time. In my time it was a beautiful 
litde town, made up of snow-white wooden cottages, delldously 
smothered in tropical vines and flowers, and trees and shrubs ; 

Its coral roads and streets were hard and smooth, and as 
white as the houses. The outside aspect of the place 
’iti|^ested the presence of a modest and comfortable prosperity 
general prosperity—^perhaps one might strengthen the 
Item smd say universal. Th^e were no fine houses, no finer 
lismdtiWe; there were no decorations. Tallow candles 
Iliirnished the light for the bedrooms, a whale oil lamp furnished 
It lor die parlour. Native matting served as caipetiqg. In the 
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patkmr'one t^ld tel two or three ltthpgm|»h9'oii : 

|)orhait8 as 'a rule: Kamehameha IV,, Louis Kosstttli' |eni(fcr^; 
lind, and^maybe an engraving or two ; HeB^cca at ■ 

Hoses smiting the rock, Joseph’s servants iihding the cup tii 
Benjamin’s sack. There would be a centre table, with boo^ dP 
a &anquil sort on it: * The Whole Duty of Man,’ ’Baxter’s Saints 
Best,* * Fox’s Martyrs,* * Tupper's Proverbial Philosophy,* lx>und 
copies of‘The Missionary Herald * and of ‘Father Damoh%, 
Seaman’s Friend.* A melodeon, a music stand, with ‘Willie,wo 
have missed you,* * Star of the Evening,* * Roll on, silver moon,* 

- ‘Are we almost there ? ’ ‘ I would not live alway,* and other songs 
of love and sentiment, together with an assortment of hymj^ 
A what-not, with semi-globular glass paper-weights enclosing 


miniature pictures of ships, New England rural snow-storms, 
and the like; sea shells, with Bible texts carved on them in 
cameo style, native curios, whale’s tooth with full-rigged ship 
carved on it. There was nothing reminiscent of foreign parts, 
for nobody had been abroad Trips were made to San 
Francisco, but that could not be called going abroad Com¬ 
prehensively speaking, nobody travelled. 

But Honolulu has grown wealthy since then, and, of course, 
wealth has introduced changes ; some of the old simplicities 
have disappear^. Here is the modern house, as pictured by 
Mrs. Krout: 

* Almost every house is surrounded by extensive lawns and 
gardens enclosed by walls of volcanic stone, or by thick hedges 
of the brilliant hybiscus. 

* The houses are most tastefully and comfortably furnished, 
the floors are of hard wood covered either with rugs or with 
fine Indian matting, while there is a preference, as in most 
warm countries, for rattan or bamboo furniture ; there are the 
usual accessories of bric-k-brac, pictures, books and curios 
from all parts of the w^rld, for these island dwellers are inte 
fatigable travellers. 

‘ Nearly every house has what is called a lanat\ It is a 1 a^ 
apartnient, roofed, floored, open on three sides, with a door 6t 
a draped archway opening into the drawing-room. Frequent^ 
the roof is formed by the thick interlacing bou^ of the te 
tree^ impervious to the sun and even to the rain, except hi 
violent stems. Vines ate trained about the sides—te 
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or 6ok»« one of t 3 ie oowitlessfxagianl end blossom- 
2 hg trailers inrhicih abound in the islands. There axe also 
cuxtaiits of matting that may be dramt to exclude the sun or 
tain. The floor is bare for coolness, or partially covered with 
rugs, and the ^nai is prettily fumiidied with comfortable chairs, 
sola^ and tables loaded with flowers, or wonderful ferns in pots. 

*The /anai is the favourite reception room, and here at any 
social function the musical programme is given, and cakes and 
ices are served ; here morning callers are received, or gay 
riding parties, the ladies in pretty divided skirts, worn for con¬ 
venience in riding astride—the universal mode adopted by 
Europeans and Americans, as well as by the natives. 

* The comfort and luxury of such an apartment, especially at 
a sea-shore villa, can hardly be imagined. The soft breezes 
sweep across it, heavy with the fragrance of jasmine and 
gardenia, and through the swaying boughs of palm and mimosa 
there are glimpses of ru^ed mountains, their summits veiled 
in douds, of purple sea with the white surf beating eternally 
against the reefs—whiter still in the yellow sunlight or 
the magical moonlight of the tropics.* 

There you see, rugs, ires, pictures, lanais, worldly books, 
sinful bric-k-brac, fetched from everywhere, and the ladies 
riding astride. These are changes indeed. In my time the 
native women rode astride, but the white ones lacked the 
courage to adopt their wise custom. In my time ice was 
seldom seen in Honolulu. It sometimes came in sailing 
vessels from New England as ballast, and then, if there 
happened to be a man-of-war in port, and balls and suppers 
ra^ng by consequence, the ballast was worth six hunted 
dollars a ton, as is evidenced by reputable tradition. But the 
ice machine has travelled all over the world now, and brought ice 
within everybody's reach. In Lapland and Spitzbergen no one 
uses native ice in our day, except the bears and the walruses. 

The bicycle is not mentioned. It was not necessary. We 
know that it is there, without inquiring. It is everywhere. 
But for it people could never have had summer homes on the 
summit of Mont Blanc *, before its day, property up there bad 
but a nominal value. The ladies of the Hawaiian capital 
learned too late the right way to occupy a horse—too late to 
get much benefit from it The riding horse is retiring from 
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bttuxiess eveiywhere in the world. In Honoliilu a km ytsm 
tan now he will be only a tradition. * 

We all know about Father Damien, the French priest who 
voluntarily forsook the world and went to the leper island of 
Molokai to labour among its population of sorrowful exiles who 
wait there^ in slow-oonsuming misery, for death to come and 
rele&se them from their troubles ; and we know that the thing 
which he knew beforehand would happen, did happen; that hO 
became a leper himself, and died of that horrible disease. 
There was still another case of self-sacrifice, it appears. 1 
asked after * Billy ’ Eagsdale, interpreter to the Parliament in 
my time—a half-white. He was a brilliant young fellow, and 
very popular. As an interpreter he wot^d have been hard 
match anywhere. He used to stand up in the parliament ana 
turn the English speeches into Hawaiian and the Hawaiian 
speeches into English with a readiness and a volubility that 
were astonishing. I asked after him, and was told that bis 
prosperous career was cut short in a sudden and unexpected 
way, just as he was about to marry a beautiful half^ste girl. 
He discovered, by some nearly invisible sign about his skin, 
that the poison of leprosy was in him. The secret was his 
own, and might be kept concealed for years; but he would not 
be treacherous to the girl that loved him; he would not marry 
her to a doom like his. And so he put his affairs in order, 
and went around to all his friends and bade them good-bye, 
and sailed in the leper ship to Molokai. There he died ta 
loathsome and lingenng death that all lepers die. 

In this place let me insert a paragraph or two from *The 
Paradise of the Pacific ’ (Rev. H. H. Gowen). 

* Poor lepers ! it is easy for those who have no relatives or 
friends among them to enforce the decree of segregatipn to the 
letter, but who can write of the terrible, the heart-breaking 
scenes which that enforcement has brought about ? 

*A man upon Hai.mi was suddenly taken away after a 
summary arrest, leaving behind him a helpless wife about to 
give bir^ to a babe. The devoted wUe, with great pmn and 
risk, came the whole journ^ to Honolulu, and pleaded, until 
the authorities were unable to resist her entreaty, that she 
might gp and live hke a leper with her leper husband 

* A wpman in the prime of life and activity is condemned 







lepl^, Wdi^y temoted from her home, ^nd 
HSk| )m4>and returns to find hk two helpless babes moaning 
lost mother.^ 


^ Ihiagine it I The case of the babes is hard, but hs 
(i^tterhess is a tnfle->-less than a trifie>-less than nothing— 
coidapared to what the mother must suffar; and sufier minute 
hf minute, hour by hour, day by day, month by month, year 
by year, without respite, relief, or any abatement of her pain 
till she dies. 


*One woman, Luka Kaaukau, has been living with her 
leper husband in the settlement for twelve years. The man 
scarcely a joint left \ his limbs are only distorted ulcerated 
stumps 5 for four years his wife has put every particle of food 
into his mouth. He wanted his wife to abandon his wretched 
carcase long ago, as she herself was sound and well, but Luka 
said that she was content to remain and wait on the man she 
loved till the spirit should he freed from its burden. 

* 1 mysclf have known hard cases enough; of a girl, 
apparently in full health, decorating the church with me at 
l^ter, who before Christmas is taken away as a confirmed 
leper; of a mother hiding her child in thi mountains for 
years, so that not even her dearest fnends knew that she had 
a child alive, that he might not be taken away; of a respectable 
white man taken away from his wife and family, and compelled 
to become a dweller in the Leper Settlement, where he is 
counted dead, even by the insurance companies' 


And one great pity of it all is, that these poor sufierers are 
innocent The leprosy does not come of sins which they 
committed, but of sins committed by their ancestors, who 
euaped the curse of leprosy! 

Mr. Gowen has made record of a certain very strikiDg 
tcitcumstance. Would you expect to find in that awful Leper 
.^Settlement a custom worthy to be transplanted to your own 
ibc^try } They have such, and it is inexpressibly touching 
.aitd b^^ifut Wh 60 ,^^th sets open the prison door of life 
.1%ere, the band saltites. the freed soul with a burst oi dad 
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CHAPTER nr 

A dozen direct censures are easier to bear than one mori^nade 
compliment.— Pudd^nkead WilsorCs New Calendar, 

Sailed from Honolulu. From diary : 

September 2.—^Flocks of flying-fish—slim, shapely, graceful, 
and intensely white. With the sun on them they look like a 
flight of silver fruit knives. They are able to fly a hundred 
yards. 

September 3.—In 9® 50' north latitude at breakfast. Ajijt-^ 
proaching the equator on a long slant. Those of us who have 
never seen the equator are a good deal excited. I think I 
would rather see it than any other thing in the world. e 
entered the * doldrums ’ last night—variable winds, bursts of 
rain, intervals of calm, with chopping seas and a wobbly and 
drunken motion to the ship—a condition of things findable 
in other regions sometimes, but present in the^ doldrums 
always. The globe-girdling belt called the doldrums is 20 
degrees wide, and the thread called the equator lies along the 
middle of it. * 

September 4.—Total eclipse of the moon last night. At 
7.30 it began to go off. At total—or about that—it was like a 
rich rosy cloud with a tumbled surface framed in the circle and 
projecting from it—a bulge of strawberry-ice, so to speak. At 
half-eclipse, the moon was like a gilded acorn in its cup. 

September 5.—Closing in on the equator this noon. A 
sailor explained to a young girl that the ship^s speed is poor 
because we are climbing up the bulge toward the centre of the 
globe, but that when we should once get over, at the equator, 
and start downhill, we should fly. When she asked him the 
other day what the fore yard was, he said it was the front yard, 
the open area in the front end of the ship. That man has a 
good deal of learning stored up, and the girl is likely to get it all. 

Afternoon ,—Crossed the equator. In the distance it lodied 
like a blue ribbon stretched across the ocean. Several passen¬ 
gers kodak’d it. We had no fool ceremonies, no fantasdes, 
no honse play. All that sort of thing has gone out In old 
times a sailor, dressed as Neptune, used to come in ov^ the 
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lus suite, and kdier-tlp and shave everybody who 
crossing the equator for the first time, and then deanse these 
. utifcfftunates by swinging them from the yardarm and ducking 
them three times in the sea. This was considered funny. 
Nobody knows why. No, that is not true. We do know why. 
Sudi a thing could never be funny on land; no part of the 
old-time grotesque performances gotten up on shipboard to 
celebrate the passage of the line could ever be funny on shore. 

. would seem dreary and witless to shore people. But the 
shore people would change their minds about it at sea, on a 
long voyage. On such a voyage, with its eternal monotonies, 
p^ple’s intellects deteriorate ; the owners of the intellects soon 
reach a point where they almost seem to prefer childish things 
to things of a maturer degree. One is often surprised at the 
juvenilities^ which grown people indulge in at sea, and the 
interest they take in them, and the consuming enjoyment they 
get out of them. This is on long voyages only. The mind 
gradirally becomes inert, dull, blunted ; it loses its accustomed 
interest in intellectual things ; nothing but horse-play can^rouse 
it, nothingl)Ut wild and foolish grotesqueries can entertain it. 
On short voyages it makes no such exposure of itself; it hasn’t 
time to slump down to this sorrowful level. 

The short-voyage passenger gets his chief physical exercise 
out of ‘ horse-bil]iards ’—shovel board. It is a good game. We 
play it in this ship. A quartermaster chalks off a diagram like 
this on the deck : 
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player uses a cue that is like a broom handle'^ with a 
qi|S|tterrmoQn of wood fastened to the end of it With this be 



V i J 



HOKE TRAWS 


shov^ woddeu disks, the size of a eau^» he ;gi^ the ^ 
^gorous shove and sends it fifteen or twenty alcsjg;;|i^ . ■ 
de<^ and lands it in one of the squares if he can. If git : 
there till the inning is played out, it will count as many poh^ / 
in the game as the figure in the square it has stopped in feptOt' 
sents. The adversary plays to knock that disk out and leave 
his own in its place, particularlyif it rest upon the 9 or to qr 
some other of the high numbers ; but if it rests in the * 10 off*, 
he backs it up, lands his disk behind it a foot or two, to ^ 
it difficult for its owner to knock it out of that damaging place 
and improve his record. When the inning is played out it may 
be found that each adversary has placed his four disks wh^e 
they count; it may be found that some of them are touching 
chalk lines and not counting j and very often it will, be found 
that there has been a general wreckage, and Chat not a disk has 
been left within the diagram. Anyway, the result is recorded, 
whatever it is, and the game goes on. The game is 100 points, 
and it takes from twenty minutes to forty to play it, according 
to luck and the condition of the sea. When the ship is rolling 
a good deal, nice calculations are required—of force, direction, 
and when to shove. If the ship is rising toward you, you must. ’ 
shove hard, since your disk must travel up hill j if she is falling 


from you, you should reserve your fire, for you can’t promisingly 
calculate the force required on a down-hill shot; if she is 
rolling sidewise, both force and direction must be calculated ; 
for instance, if she is wallowing down to the right, you must 
aim well up to the left, of the diagram, and if you hai^peti to 
apply just the proper force, your disk will make a rainbow 
curve and slide down into the diagram. It is an exciting game, 
and the crowd of spectators furnish'abundance of applause, fpf 
fortunate shots and plenty of laughter for the other kind. It is 
a game of skill, but at the same time the uneasy motion of the t 
ship is constantly\ interfering with skill; this makes it a chancy 
game, and the eleibent of luck comes largely in. . * 

You will observ,e that the diagram is ingeniously contdved* 
The easiest numbCT to play for is the largest but one. 
easy number is the 9. It is cunningly placed just b^DOd %' 
number which is still easier than itself to play for—sq 
With your first shot you may fall just short of the 
were aft^, and stop in the to off and stay there till the 
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. 4 ^ 7 ^ begtifl ^dur^me with a loss of loj 

jiffirio i?io yoto will have' to muke tio Wore the other man. 
•p^^Unoo/ The game is chan^ in another way. Your 
advensanes may have deposited disks? in low numbers—say, 
the" 5 *®id the r, with the 9 left empty and a disk of your 
partner's occupying the 8. You play to land in the 9. By a 
.flight miscalculation of forces, direction, and the movement of 
dm ship, you may drive the adversary’s 5 and i into the 10, 
mising his score by 14 points, and knock your own 8 out and 
get nothing for yourself—except derisive applause. You have 
scored 14 for the other side, and 8 against your own—in effect^ 
sta for the enemy; nearly a quarter of the game, and all with 
one shove of your cue. 

We had a couple of grand tournaments to determine who 
should be ‘Champion of the Pacific’; they included among 
the participants nearly all the passengers of both sexes and the 
dicers of the ship, and they afforded many days of stupendous 
interest and excitement and murderous exercise, for horse- 
Hlliards is sPphysically violent game. 

The figures in the following record of some of the closing 
games in the first tournament will show, better than any 
description, how very chancy the game is. The losers here 
represented had all been winners in the previous games of the 
s€»'les, some of them by fine majorities ; 
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And' so on, until but three couples of winners were left, 
"irhen I beat my man, young Smith beat his man, and Thomas 
bek^ bis. This reduc^ the combatants to three. Smith and 
Tf the deck, and 1 led off. At the close of the first 
I was 10 worse than nothing, and Smith had scored 7. 
luck continued against me. When I was 57, Smith was 
3 of out The luck changed then. He picked up 
or so, and couldn’t recover. 1 beat him. * 
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The next game would end tournament No, i. 

Mr. Thomas and I were the contestants. He wOn to 
lead and went to the bat, so to speak. And there he stood, 
with the crotch of his pue resting against his disk, while ^e 
ship rose slowly up, sank slowly down, rose again, sank ag;ain. 
She never seemed to rise to suit him exactly. She started up 
once more ; and when she was nearly ready for the turn, he let 
drive and landed his disk just within the left-hand end of the 
10. [Applause.] The umpire proclaimed ‘a good 10,* and the 
game-keeper set it down. I played. My disk grazed the edge of 
Mr. Thom.'is’s disk and went out of the diagram. [No applause.] 
Mr. Thomas played again and landed his second disk 
alongside of the first, and almost touching its right-hand pidfc 
‘Good lo.’ [Great applause.] 

I played and missed both of them. [No applause.] 

Mr. Thomas delivered his third shot, and landed h’s disk 
just at the right of the other two. ‘Good 10.* [Immense 
applause.] 

There they lay, side by side, the three in a low. It did 
not seem possible that anybody could miss them. Still, I did 
it. [Immense silence.] 

Mr. Thomas played his last disk. It seems incredible, 
but he actudly landed that disk alongside of the others, and 
just to the right of them—a straight solid row of four disks. 
[Tumultuous and long-continued applause.] 

Then I played my last disk. Again it did not seem possible 
that anybody could miss that row—a row which would 
have been 14 inches long if the disks had lieen clamped 
together 5 whereas, with the spaces separating them, they made 
a longer row than that. But I did it. It may be that I was 
getting nervous. 

I think it unlikely that that innings has ever had its parallel 
in the history of horse-billiards. To place the four disks side 
by side 4n the 10 was an extraordii ary feat; indeed, it 
was a kind of miracle. To miss them was another 
miracle. It will take u century to produce another man who 
can place the four disks in the xo ; and longer than that tO 
find a man who can’t knock them out I was ashamed of nxf 
performance at the time, but now that I reflect upon it 1 flOi 
that it was rather fine and difficult 
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Kn Thomas kqpt his ludc, and won the game, and later the 
championship. 

l)a^a minor tournament 1 von the prize, which was a 
Waterbuiy watch. 1 put it in my trunk. In Pretoria, South 
Africa, nine months afterwards, my proper watch broke down, 
and I took the Waterbury out, wound it, set it by the great 
clock on the Parliament House (8.05), then went l^ck to my 
room and went to bed, tired from a long railway journey. I'he 
parliamentary clock had a peculiarity which 1 was not aware of 
at the time—a peculiarity which exists in no other clock, and 
would not exist in that one if it had been made by a sane 
person ; on the half-hour it strikes the succeeding hour^ then 
strikes the hour a^ain at the proper time. 1 lay reading and 
smoking awhile, then, when 1 could hold my eyes open no 
longer, and was about to put out the light, the great clock began 
to boom, and 1 counted ten. I reached for the Waterbury to 
see how it was gettmg along. It was maiking 9.30. It seemed 
rather poor speed for a three dollar watch, but I supposed that 
the climate jvas affecting it I shoved it half an hour ahead, 
and took to my book and waited to see what would 
happen. At ten the great clock struck ten again. 1 looked, 
the Waterbury was marking half past ten. This was too much 
speed for the money, and it troubled me. 1 pushed the hands 
back a half hour and waited once more; I ^d to, for I was 
vexed and restless now, and my sleepiness was gone. By and 
by the great clock struck eleven, the Waterbury was marking 
10.3a I pushed it ahead half an hour, with some show of 
temper. By and by the great clock struck eleven again. The 
Waterbury showed up 11.30 now, and 1 beat her brains out 
against the bedstead. 1 was soiry next day, when I found 
out. 

To return to the ship. The average human being is a per¬ 
verse creature, and when he isn’t that, he is a practical joker. 
The result to the other person concerned is about the same, that 
is, he is made to suffer. The washing down of the decks begins 
at a Very early hour in all ships; in but few ships are any measures 
taken to protect the passengers, either by waking and warning 
them, or by sending a steward to close their ports. And so the 
deck-washers have their opportunity, and they use it. They send 
a bucket of water slashing along the side of the ship and into 
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thii ports, drenchifig the passengers* dothes, and often' thft 
passenger hiinsel£ This good old custom prevailed in <jhe 
ship, and under unusua^ljr favourable drcumstonces, fci| in the 
blazing tropical regions a removable zinc thing like a sugar 
sho\'el projects from the port to catch the wind and bring it in $ 
this thing catches the wash-water and brings it \n, too—and in 

flooding abundance. Mrs. J- y an invalid, had to sleep on 

the locker-sofa under her port, and every time she overslept 
and thus failed to take care of herself, the deck-washers drowned 
her out 

And the painters, what a good time they had I This ship 
would be going into dock for a month in Sydney for repairs; 
but no matter, painting was going on all the time somewhere 
or other. The ladies’ dresses were constantly getting ruined, 
nevertheless protests and supplications went for nothing. 
Sometimes a lady taking an afternoon nap on deck near a 
ventilator or some other thing that didn’t need painting, would 
wake up by and by and find that the humorous painter had 
been noiselessly daubing that thing and had spkittered her 
white gown all over with little greasy yellow spots. 

The blame for this untimely painting did not lie with the 
ship’s cffi.ers, but with custom. As far back as Noah’s time it 
became law that ships must be constantly painted and fussed 
at when at sea ; custom grew out of the law, and at sea custom 
knows no death. This custom will continue until the sea goes 
dry. 

SepUmher 8, Sunday. —We are moving so nearly south that 
we cross only about two meridians of longitude a day. This 
morning we were in longitude 178 west from Greenwich, and 
57 degrees west from San Francisco. To-morrow we shall be 
close to the centre of the globe, the 180th degree of west 
longitude and 180th degree of east longitude. 

And then we must drop out a day—lose a day out of our 
lives, a day ne\'er to be found again. We shall all die one day 
earlier than from the beginning of time we were foreordained 
to die. We shall be a day behind hand all through eternity* 
We shall always be saying to the other angels, ‘ Fine day to-day/ 
and they will be always retorting, * But it isn’t to-day, it’s to¬ 
morrow.* We shall be in a state of confusion aU time^ 
and shall never know what true happiness is. 
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i?«y*’*-‘Sure enough, it has happened. Yesterdiy it 
Wis September 8, Sunday; to-day, per the bulletin-board at 
the he^d of the companion way, it is September ic^ Tuesday* 
There is something uncanny about it, and uncomfortable. In 
. nearly unthinkable, and wholly unrealisable, when one 
iomes to consider it While we were crossing the 180th 
meridian it was Sunday in the stem of the ship where my 
fiimily were, and Tuesday in the bow, where I was. They 
were there eating the half of a fresh apple on the 8th, and I 
was at the same time eating the other half of it on the loth, 
and 1 could notice how stale it was already. The family were 
the same age that they were when I had l^t them hve minutes 
before, but I was a day older now than 1 was then. The day 
they were living in stretched behind them half way around the 
globe, across the Pacific and America and Europe ; the day I 
was living in stretched in front of me around the other half to 
meet it They were Stupendous days for bulk and stretch; 
apparently much larger days than we had ever been in before. 
All previo^ days had been but shrunk-up little things by 
comparison. The difference in temperature between the two 
days was very marked, their day being hotter than mine because 
it was closer to the equator. 

Along about the moment that we were crossing the Great 
Meridian a child was born in the steerage, and now there is no 
way to tell which day it was born on. The nuise thinks it was 
Sunday, the surgeon thinks it was Tuesday. The child will 
never know its own birthday. It will always be choosing first 
one and then the other, and will never be able to make up its 
mind permanently. This will breed vacillation and uncertainty 
in its opinions about religion and politics, and business and 
sweethearts, and everything, and will undermine its principles 
and rot them away, and make the poor thing characterless and 
its success in life impossible. Everyone in the ship says so, 
Aod this is not all, in fact not the worst. For there is an 
enormously rich brewer in the ship who said as much as ten 
days ago that it the child was bom on his birthday he would 
give it ten thousand dollars to start its little life with. His 
larthday was Monday, September 9. 

Xf the ships all moved in the one direction—westward, 1 
mean—the world would suffer a prodigious loss in tl^e matter 
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6 f valuable time through the dumping overboard on theOveid 
Meridian of such multitudes of days by ships* crews and p^ 
sengers. But fortunately the ships do not ^ sail west,rhalf of 
them sail east So there is no real loss. These latter pick up 
the discarded days and add them to the world’s stock again; 
and about as g0(^ as new, too ; for, of course, the salt water 
preserves them. 


CHAPTER V 

Koise proves nothing. Often a hen who has merely laid an egg cat ides 
as if she had laid an asteroid .—JPudtPnhmi IVilsst^s New Ca/eitdar, 

Wednesdayi September ii.—^In this world we often make 
mistakes of judgment. We do not, as a rule, get out of them 
sound and whole, but sometimes we do. At dinner yesterday 
evening—present, a mixture of Scotch, English^ American, 
Canadian, and Australasian folk—a discussion broke out about 
the pronunciation of certain Scottish words. This was private 
ground, and the non-Scotch nationalities, with one exception, 
discreetly kept still. But I am not discreet, and 1 took a hand. 
1 didn’t know anything about the subject, but 1 toQjc a band 
just to have something to do. At that moment the word in 
dispute was the word three. One Scotchman was claiming 
that the peasantry of Scotland pronounced it ihree^ his adver** 
saries claimed tliat they didn’t—that they pronounced it thraut. 
The solitary Scot was having a sultry time of it, so I thought I 
would enrich him with my help. In my position I was neces¬ 
sarily quite impartial, and was equally as well and as ill equipped 
to fight on the one side as on the other. So 1 spoke up and 
said the peasantry pronounced it three not threw. It was an 
error of judgment, '^'here was a moment of astonished and 
ominous silence, then weather ensued. The storm rose and 
spread in a surprising way, and 1 was snowed under in a very 
few minutes. It was a bad defeat for me, a kind of Waterloo* 
It promised to remain so, and 1 wished I had had better sense 
than to enter upon such a forlorn enterprise. But just then X 
had a sa^jmg thought, at least a thought that offered a chance. 
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the storm was still xaging I made ttp a Scotch couplet, 
aSd then spolce up and said— 

* ypry well, don’t say any more, I confess defeat I thought 
1 knew, but 1 see my mistake^ I was deceived by one of your 
Scotch poets.’ 

* A Scotch poet 1 Oh, come 1 Name turn.’ 

* Robert Rums.* 

It is wonderful the power of that name. These irien looked 
doubtful—but paralysed all the same. They were quite silent 
for a moment; then one of them said—with the reverence in 
his voice which is always present in a Scotchman’s tone when 
he utters the name— 

‘Does Robbie Burns say- ivhat does he say?’ 

‘Thi| is what he says: 

. There were nae bairns but only tliree— 

Ane at the breast, twa at the knee.* 

It ended the discussion. There was no man there profane 
enough, di^oyal enough, to say any word against a thing which 
Robert Burns had settled. I shall always honour that great 
name for the salvation it brought me in this time of my sore 
need. 

It is my belief that nearly any invented quotation, played 
with confidence, stand? a good chance to deceive. There are 
people who think that honesty is always the best policy. This 
is a superstition ; there are times when the appearance of it is 
worth six of it. 

We are moving steadily southward—getting further and 
further down under the projecting paunch of the globe. 
Yesterday evening we saw the Big Dipper and the North Star 
sink below the horizon and disappear from our world. No, 
not ‘we,’ but they. They saw it—somebody saw it—and told 
me about it. But it is no matter, 1 was not caring for those 
things, 1 am tired of them anyway. I think they are well 
enough, but one doesn’t want* them always hanging around. 
My interest was all in the Southern Cross. I had never seen 
that I had heard about it all my life, and it was but natural 
that 1 should be burning to see it. No other constellation 
makes so much talk. 1 had nothing against the Big Dipper 
—^d naturally couldn’t have anything against it, since it is a 
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citjbten of our owa sky mid the property of the Ututed 
but I did went it to move out of the ivay mid give this foreigtMit 
a chance. Jud^ng by the size of the talk which the Seibert) 
Cross had made, 1 supposed it would need a sky all to Itself* 
But that was a mistake. We saw the Cross to-night, and it 
is not large. Not large, and not strikingly bright But it was 
low down toward the horizon, and it may improve when it gets 
up higher in the sky. It is ingeniously named, for it looks 
just as a cross would look if it looked like something else. 
But that description does not describe ; it is loo vague, too 
general, too indefinite. It docs after a fashion suggest a cross 
—a cross that is out of repair—or out of drawing; not correctly 
shaped. It is long, with a short cross-bar, and the cro^bm 
is canted out of the straight line. 


It consists of four large stars and one little one. The little 
one is out of line and further damages the shape. It should 
have been placed at the intersection of the stem and the^cross- 
bar. If you do not draw an imaginary line from star to star 
it does not suggest a cross—nor anything in particular. 


One must ignore the little star and leave it out of the 
combination—it confuses everything. If you leave it out, then 
you can make out of the four stars a sort of cross-^out of true | 
or a sort pf kite—out of true; or a sort of coffin^-out of trua 
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0»nstel!aticn& hav$ alit^jrs been troublesome things to name, 
{fjrpu give one of them a fanciful name, it will always refuse to 
live ti{i^to it; it will always persist in not resembling the thing 
it has been named for. Ultimately, to satisfy the public^ the 
landful name has to be discarded for a common<sense one^ a 
manifestly descriptive one. The Great Bear remained the 
Great Bear—and unrecognisable as such->for thousan<^ of 
years; and people complained about it all the time, and quite 
properly; but as soon as it became the property of the United 
States, Congress changed it to the Big Dipper, and now every¬ 
body is satisfied, and there is no more talk about riots. 1 
would not change the Southern Cross to the Southern Coffin, 
X would change it to the Southern Kite; for up there in the 
general emptiness is the proper home of a kite, but not for 
coffins, and crosses, and dippers. In a little whOe now—1 
cannot tell exactly how long it will be—the globe will belong 
to the English-speaking race, and, of course, the skies also. 
Then the constellations will be reorganised, and polished up, 
and renamed—the most of them * Victoria,' I reckon, but this 
one will sail thereafter as the Southern Kite, or go out of 
business. Several towns and things, here and there, have been 
named for her Majesty already. 

In these past few days we are plowing through a mighty 
milky way of islands. 1 hey are so thick on the map that one 
would hardly expect to find room between them for a canoe, 
yet we seldom glimpse one. Once wc saw the dim bulk of a 
couple of them, far away, spectral and dreamy things ; members 
of the Horne group—Alofa and Fortuna. On the larger one 
are two rival native kings—and they have a time together. 
They are Catholics; so are their people. The missionaries 
there are French priests. 

From the multitudinous islands in these regions the 
'recruits* for the Queensland plantations were formerly 
drawn j are still drawn from them, 1 believe. Vessels fitted 
up like old-time slavers came here and carried off the natives 
to serve as labourers in the great Australian province. In the 
beginning it was plain, simple man-stealing, as per testimony 
ofihe missionaries. This has been denied, but not disproven. 
Afterward it was forbidden by law to * recruit * a native without 
his consent, and government^ agents were sent in all recruiting 
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vessels to see that the law was obeyed^which they did* 
according to the recruiting people; and which they sometio^ 
didn’t, according to the missionaries. A man could be hwihlly 
recruited for a three-years’ term of service; he could volunteer 
for another term if he so chose; when his time was up he 
could return to his island. And would also have the means 
to do it; for the Government required the employer to put 
money in its hands for this purpose before the recruit was 
delivered to him. 

Captain Wawn was a recruiting shipmaster during many years. 
From his pleasant book one gets the idea that the recruiting 
business was quite popular with the islanders, as a >rule. 
And yet that did not make the business wholly dutt'a.nd 
uninteresting, for one finds rather frequent little breaks in 
the monotony of it—like this, for instance : 

* The afternoon of our arrival at l.eper Island the schooner 
was lying almost becalmed under the lee of the lofty central 
portion of the island, about three-quarters of a mile from the 
shore. The boats were in sight at some distance. The 
recruiter-boat had run into a small nook on the rocky coast, 
under a high bank, above which stood a solitary hut backed 
by dense forest The Government agent and mate in the 
second boat lay about 400 yards to theVestward. 

* Suddenly we heard the sound of firing, followed by yells 
from the natives on shore, and then we saw the recruiter-boat 
push out with a seemingly diminished crew. The mate’s boat 
pulled quickly up, took her in tow, and presently brought her 
alongside, all her o^vn crew being more or less hurt It seems 
the natives had called them into the place on pretence of 
friendship. A crowd gathered about the stem of the boat, 
and several fellows even got into her. All of a sudden our 
men were attacked with clubs and tomahawks. The recruiter 
escaped the first blows aimed at him, making play with his 
fists until he had an opportunity to draw his revolver. ** Tom 
Sayers,” a Mar^ man, received a tomahawk blow on the head 
which laid the scalp open but did not penetrate his skull, 
^hrt^unately. ** Bobby Towns,” another Mar^ boatman, had 
both bis thumbs cut in warding off blows, one of them being 
so nearly severed from the hand that the doctor had to finish 
that opetation, Lihu, a Lifu boy, the recruiter’s spe<^ 
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Jackm an unlucky Tanna necruit, who h^d boen 
to act as boatman, received an arrow through bis 
fomtn, the head of which—a piece of bone seven or eight 
^h^ loi^—was still in the limb, protruding from both sid^s, 
mhm the boats returned. The recruiter himself would have 
got oSr scot'free had not an arrow pinned one of his fingers 
to the loom of the steering-oar just as they were getting oft 
liie fight had been short but sharp. The enemy lost two 
m^, Ixith shot dead.’ 

The truth is, Captain Wawn furnishes such a crowd of 
insmncel^ of fatal encounters between natives and French and 
English recruiting crews (for the French are in the business 
lor the plantations of New Caledonia), that one is almost 
persuaded that recruiting is not thoroughly popular among the 
islanders ; else why this bristling string of attacks and blood¬ 
curdling slaughter ? The captain lays it all to * Exeter Hall 
influence.’ But for the meddling philanthropists the native 
fathers aii^ mothers would be fond of seeing their children 
carted into exile and now and then the grave, instead of weeping 
about it, and trying to kill the kind recruiters. 


CHAPTER VI 

Hist(Mry is better than prophecy. In fact history ts prophecy. AnU 
history says that wherever a weak and ignorant people possess a thing 
wiiich a strong and enlightened people want, it must be yielded up peace* 
aHy.— PiuUPnhtad Wihat^s New Calendar 

Captain Wawn is crystal-clear on one point; he does not 
approve of missionaries. They obstruct his business. They 
-paake '* recruiting,’ as he calls it (* slave-catching,’ as f/u^y call 
it in their frank way), a trouble, when it ought to be just a picnic 
liiid a pleasure excursion. The missionaries have their opinion 
■hbput the manner in which the Labour Traffic is conducted, 
• and ibout the recruiter’s evasions of the law of the traffic, and 
ilboi^t the traffic itself; and it is distinctly uncomplimentary 
. 141 ^ tnMc and to everything connected with it, including fht 
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Uw for its r^latioo. Captain Wawn’s book of r&y r&digit 
date. I have by me a pamphlet of still later date—hot frem 
the press, in fact, by Rev, W. Gray, a missionary; ffnd the 
book and the pamphlet taken together moke exceedingly in¬ 
teresting reading, to my mind. 

Interesting, and easy to understand—except in one detail, 
which 1 will mention presently. It is easy to understand why 
the Queensland sugar planter should want the Kanaka recruit; 
he is cheap, very cheap, in fact. These are the figures paid 
by the planter : 20/. to the recruiter for getting the Kanaka—or 
* catching ’ him, as the missionary phrase goes; 3/, to the 
Queensland Government for ‘ superintending * the importation ; 
5/. deposited vrith the Government for the Kanaka’s passage 
home when his three years are up, in case he shall live that 
long ; about 25/. to the Kanaka himself for three years’ wages 
and clothing; total payment for the use of a man three years, 
53/.; or, including diet, 60/. Altogether a hundred dollars a 
year. One can understand why the recruiter is fond of the 
business; the recruit costs him a few cheap presetfts (given to 
the recruit’s relatives, not to the recruit himself), and the 
recruit is worth 20/. to the recruiter when delivered in Queens¬ 
land. All this is clear enough; but the thing that is not clear 
is, what there is about it all to persuade the recruit ? He is 
young and brisk, life at home in his beautiful island is one lazy 
long holiday to him ; or if he wants to work, he can turn out a 
couple of bags of copra per week and sell it for four or fire 
shillings a bag. In Queensland he must get up at dawn and 
work from eight to twelve hours a day in the cane fields—in a 
much hotter climate than he is used to—and get less than four 
shillings a week for it. 

I cannot understand his willingness to go to Queensland. 
It is a deep puzzle to me. Here is the explanation from the 
planter’s point of view ; at least, I gather from the missionary’s 
pamphlet that it is the planter’s : 

* When he comes from his home he is a savage pure and 
simple. He feels no shame at his nakedness and want of 
adornment. When he returns home he does so well dressed, 
sporting Waterbury watch, collans, cuffs, boots, and jewellery. 
He takes with him one or more boxes * well fill^ with clotbingi 

1 * Box * is English for trunk. 
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i ^uacal instrument or two, periiimeiyj and other artides of 
xdScuiy he has learned to appreciate.^ 

Fo^ just one moment we have d seeming flash of compre¬ 
hension of the Kanaka’s reason for exiling himself ; he goes 
awajr to acquire dvUisation. Yes, he was naked and not 
ashamed, now he is clothed and knows how to be ashamed ; 
be was unenlightened, now he has a Waterbury watch; he was 
unrefined, now he has jewellery, and something to make him 
smell good; he was a nobody, a provincial, now he has been 
,to far countries and can show off. 

It all looks plausible—for a moment. Then the missionary 
takes hold of this explanation and pulls it to pieces, and dances 
on it, and damages it beyond recognition. 

‘Admitting that the foregoing description is the average 
, one, the average sequel is this : The cuffs and collars, if used 
at all, are carried off by youngsters, who fasten them round the 
leg, just below the knee, as ornaments. The Waterbury, 
broken and dirty, finds its way to the trader, who gives a trifle 
for it; or tlw inside is taken out, the wheels strung on a thread 
and hung round the neck. Knives, axes, calico, and handker¬ 
chiefs are divided among friends, and there is hardly one of 
these apiece. The boxes, the keys often lost on the road home, 
can be bought for zs. 6 d. They are to be seen rotting outside 
in almost any shore village on Tanna. (1 speak of what 1 
have seen.) A returned Kanaka has been furiously angry with 
me because 1 would not buy his trousers, which he declared 
were just my fit. He sold them afterwards to one of my 
Aniwan teachers for gd, worth of tobacco—a pair of trousers 
that probably cost him 8 j. or lor. in Queensland. A coat or 
a shirt is handy for cold weather. The white handkerchiefs, 
the ‘ senet ’ (perfumery), the umbrella, and perhaps the hat, are 
kept. The boots have to take their chance, if they do not 
happen to fit the copra trader. * Senet ’ on the hair, streaks 
of paint on the face, a dirty white handkerchief round the neck, 
strips of turtle shell in the ears, a belt, a sheath and knife, and 
at^ umbrella constitute the rig of the returned Kanaka at home 
the day after landing.’ 

A hat, an umbrella, a belt, a neckerchief-otherwise, stark 
naked, AU in a day the hard-earned ‘ civilisation ’ has melted 
4way to this. And even these perishable things must ptesently 
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go, Xndeedi there |s but a single detail of his civilisatioo that 
can be depended on to stay by him; according to the nfif- 
sionaryi he has learned to Swear* This is art, and art ^ lon£^ 
as the poet says. 

In all countries the laws throw light upon the past. The 
Queensland law for the regulation of the Labour Traffic is a, 
confession. It is a confession tliat the evils charged by the 
missionaries upon the traffic had existed in the past, and that 
they still existed when the law was made. The missionaries 
make a further charge : that the law is evaded by the recruiters^, 
and that the Government agent sometimes helps them to do 
it Regulation 31 reveals two things: that sometimes a young 
fool of a recruit gets his senses back, after being persuaded^to 
sign away his liberty for three years, and dearly wants to get 
out of the engagement and stay at home with his own people 
and that threats, intimidation, and force are used to keep him 
on board the recruiting-ship and hold him to his contract. 
Regulation 31 forbids these coercions. The law requires that 
he shall be allowed to go free; and another clause of it 
requires the recruiter to set him ashore—per boat, because of 
the prevalence of sharks. Testimony from Rev. Mr, Gray : 

‘ There are “ wrinkles ” for taking the penitent Kanaka. My 
first experience of the traffic was a case of this kind in 1SS4. 
A vessel anchored just out of sight of our station, word was 
brought me that some boys were stolen, and the relatives 
wished me to go and get them back. The facts were, as I 
found, that six boys had recruited, had rushed into the boat, 
the Government agent informed me. They had all “ signed,” 
and, said the Government agent, “ on board they shall remain.” 
I was assured that the six boys were of age and willing to 
go. Yet oh getting ready to leave the ship I found four of the 
lads ready to come ashore in the boat! This I forbade. 
One of them jumped into the water and persisted iu coming 
ashore in my boat. When appealed to, the Government agent 
suggested that we go and leave him to be picked up by the 
ship’s boat, a quarter mile distant at the time 1 ’ 

The law and the missionaries feel for the repentant recruit 
-^and properly, one may be permitted to think, for he is only e 
youth, and ignorant and persuadable to his hurt; but sympai^ 
tor him is not kept in stock by the recruiter. Rev* Mr* Gray saj^ s 
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*Acaptain many yeata in the tra^ explained to me how 
a^euitent coaid be ts^cn. ** When a boy jumps overboard we 
jost tahe a boat and pull e^ead of him, then lie between him 
and the shore. If he has not tired hhnself swimming, and 
passes the boat, keep on heading him in this way. The dodge 
,^kiarely fails. The boy generally tires of swimming, gets into 
the boat of his own accord, and goes quietly on board.” * 

Yes, exhaustion is likely to make a boy quiet. If the 
distressed boy had been the speaker's son, and the captors 
savages, the speaker would have been surprised to see how 
diiferently the thing looked from the new point of view. 
However, it is not our custom to put ourselves in the other 
pa:son's place. Somehow there is something pathetic about 
that disappointed young savage’s resignation. 1 must explain 
here that in the traffic dialect *boy’ docs not always mean 
boy } it means a youth above sixteen years of age. That is by 
Queensland law the age of consent, though it is held that 
recruiters allow themselves some latitude in guessing at ages. 

Captain iVawn of the free spirit chafes under the annoyance 
of * cast-iron regulations.* They and the missionaries have 
poisoned his life. He grieves for the good old days, vanished 
to come no more. See him weep ; herr him cuss between the 
lines ! 


* For a long time we were allowed to apprehend and detain 
all deserters who had signed the agreement on board ship, but 
the “cast-iron” regulations of the Act of 1884 put a stop to 
that, allowing the Kanaka to sign the agreement for three years* 
service, travel about in the ship in receipt of the regular rations, 
cadge all he could, and leave when be thought fit, so long as 
he did not extend his pleasure trip to Queensland.’ 

Rev. Mr. Gray caUs this same restrictive cast-iron law a 
‘farce.* ‘There is as much cruelty and injustice done to 
natives by Acts that are legal as by deeds unlawful The 
regulations that exist are unjust and inadequate—unjust and 
inadequate they must ever be.’ He furnishes his reasons for 


his position, but they are too long for reproduction here. 

However, if the most a Kanaka advantages himself by a 
three-years* course in civilisation in Queensland is a necklace 
and an umbrella, and a showy imperfection in the art of swearing, 


jjt must be that aU the profit of the traffic goes to the white 
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man. This could be twisted into a pkosibb aiisiiment tbfil 
the traffic ought to be squarely abolished. ** * 

« However, there is reason for hope that that can be ^(tabne 
to achieve itself. Il is claimed that the traffic will depopulate 
its sources of supply within the next twenty or thirty yeat& 
Queensland is a very healthy place for white pe<^le*~dea!^ 
rate 12 in 1,000 of the population—but the Kanaka death*rate 
is away above that The vital statistics for X893 pbce it at 52; 
for 1894 (Mackay district), 68. The first six months of the 
Kanaka's exile are peculiarly perilous for him because of the 
rigors of the new climate. The death-rate among the new 
men has reached as high as x8o in the x,ooo. In the Kanaka's 
native home his death-rate is 12 in time of peace and 3^ in 
time of war. Thus exile to Queensland—with the opportunity 
to acquire civilisation, an umbrella, and a pretty poor quality 
of profanity—is twelve times as deadly for him as war. 
Common Christian charity, common humanity, docs seem to 
require, not only that these people be returned to their homes, 
but that war, pestilence, and famine be introcjjuced among 
them for their preservation. 

Concerning these Pacific i&les and their peoples an eloquent 
prophet spoke long years ago— five-and-fifty years ago. In fact, 
he spoke a little too early. Prophecy is a good line of busi¬ 
ness, but it is full of risks. This prophet was the Right Rev. 
M. Russell, LL.D., D.C.L., of Edinburgh. 

*Is the tide of civilisation to roll only to the foot of the 
Rocky Mountains, and is the sun of knowledge to set at last 
in the w'avcs of the Pacific? No, the mighty day of four 
thousand years is drawing to its close, the sun of humanity has 
performed its destined course; but long ere its setting rays 
are extinguished in the vrest, its ascending beams have 
glittered on the isles of the eastern seas. ... And now we see the 
race of japhet setting forth to people the isles, and the seeds 
of another Europe and a second England sown in the regions 
of the sun. But maik the words of the prophecy ; “ He shall 
dwell in the tents of Shem, and Canaan shall be his servant** 
It is not said Canaan shall be his s/ave. To the Anglo-Saxcm 
race is given the sceptre of the globe, but there is not givK^ 
either the lash of the slave driver or the rack of the execution. 
The East will not be stained with the same atrocitbs a# Hie 
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the frightful gangrene of an inthialled race is not to mar 
'' tb!^ destinies of the family of Japhet in the Oriental world; 
'humai^ing, not destreying, as they advance; uniting with, not 
< enslaving, the inhabitants with whom they dwell, the British 
xace may,’ &c. &c. 

And Jiie closes his vision with an invocation from 
* Thomson: 

Come, bright improvement! on the car of time. 

And rule the spacious world from clime to clime. 

Very well. Bright Improvement has arrived, you see, with 
her civilisation, and her Watetbury, and her umbrella, and her 
third-quality profanity, and her humanising, not destroying 
machinery, and her hundred and eighty death-rate, and every¬ 
thing is going along just as handsome. 

But the prophet that speaks last has an advantage over the 
pioneer in the business. Key. Mr. Gray says ; 

*What I am concerned about is that we, as a Christian 
nation, should wipe out these races to enrich ourselves.* ^ 

And he doses his pamphlet with a grim indictment which is 
as eloquent in its flowerless, straightforward English as is the 
hand-painted rhapsody of the early prophet. 

* My indictment of the Queensland Kanaka Labour Traffic 
is this 

* I. It generally demoralises and always impoverishes the 
Kanaka, deprives him of his citizenship, and depopulates the 
islands fitted to his home. 

* 3. It is felt to lower the dignity of the white agricultural 
labourer in Queensland, and beyond a doubt it lowers his 
wages there. 

* 3. The whole system is fraught with danger to Australia 
and the islands on the score of health. 

*4. On social and political grounds the continuance of the 
Queensland Kanaka I.dbour Traffic must be a barrier to the 
true federation of the Australian colonies. 

*5. The Regulations under which the traffic exists in 
Queensland are inadequate to prevent abuses, and in the nature 
yj things they must remain so. 

The whole system is contrary to the spirit and doctrine 
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of (he Gospel of Jesus Christ. The Gospel requires 
help the weak, but the Kanaka is fleeced and trodden down. ^ 

‘ 7. The bed-rock of this traffic is ttat the life and liberty 
of a black man is of less value than those of a white man. And 
a traffic that has grown out of “ slave-hunting ” will certainly 
remain to the end not unlike its origin.* * 


CHAPTER VII 

Honesty is often the best policy, but sometimes the appearance of It It 
wortli six of it.-^PudePnAead Wihon^s New Cedevdar, 

From Diary : For a day or two we have been plowing among 
an invisible vast wilderness of islands, catching now and tlben 
a shadowy glimpse of a member of it. There does seem to be 
a prodigious lot of islands this year; the map of this region 
is freckled and fly-specked all over with them. Xheir number 
would seem to be uncountable. We are moving among the 
Fijis now—224 islands and islets in the group. In front of 
us, to the west, the wilderness stretches toward Australia, then 
curves upward to New Guinea, and still up and up to Japan; 
behind us, to the east, the wilderness stretches sixty degrees 
across the wastes of the Pacific; south of us is New Zealand. 
Somewhere or other among these myriads Samoa is concealed, 
and not discoverable on the map. Still, if you wish to go there, 
you will have no trouble about finding it if you follow the 
directions given by Robert Louis Stevenson to Dr, Conan 
Doyle and to Mr. J. M. Barrie. * You go to America, cross 
the continent to San Francisco, and then it’s the second turning 
to the left.* To get the full flavour of the joke one must take a 
glance at the map. 

Wednesday, ^ptember ii.—^Yesterday we passed close to 
an island or so, and rcccgnised the published Fiji characteristics: 
a broad belt of clean white coral sand around the islandbac^ 
of it a graceful fringe of leaning palms, with native huts nestling 
cosily among the shrubbery at their bases ; back of these a 
stretch of level land clothed in tropic vegetation; back of that^ 
rugged and picturesque mountains. A detail of the immediato 
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completes the composlhoni and makes the pictaie 
ai||^ic|^y perfect 

N,In the afternoon we sighted Suva^ the capital of the groap, 

,and threaded onr way into the secluded little harbour—a placid 
hasih of brilliant blue and green water tucked snugly in among 
die sheltering hills. A few ships rode at anchor in it—*oife of 
them a sailing vessel flying the American flag; and they said 
she came from Duluth! There*s a journey I Duluth is 
Several thousand miles from the sea, and yet she is entitled to 
the proud name of Mistress of the Commercial Marine of the 
United States of America. There is only one free, independent* 
unsubsidised American ship sailing the foreign seas, and 
Duluth owns it. All by itself that ship is the American Fleet 
All by itself it causes the American name and power to be 
respected in the far regions of the globe. All by itself it 
certifies to the world that the most populous civilised nation in 
the earth has a just pride in her stupendous stretch of sea< 
front, and ^ determined to assert and maintain her rightful 
place as one of the Great Maritime Powers of the Planet. All 
by itself it is making foreign eyes familiar with a Flag which 
they have not seen before for forty years outside of the 
museum. For what Duluth has done, in building, equipping, 
and maintaining at her sole expense the American Foreign 
Commercial Fleet, and in thus rescuing the American name 
from shame and lifting it high for the homage of the nations, 
we owe her a debt of gratitude which our hearts shall confess 
with quickened beats whenever her name is named henceforth. 
Many national toasts will die in the lapse of time, but while 
the flag flies and the Republic survives, they who live under 
their shelter will still drink this one, standing and un- 
<x>vered : * Health and prosperity to thee, O Duluth, American 
Queen of the Alien Seas ! ’ 

Row boats began to flock from the shore; their crews 
were the first natives we had seen. These men carried no 
.^veii^us of clothing, and this was wise, for the weather was 
fhot. Handsome great dusky men they were, muscular, cle^- 
,^Jimbed, and with faces full of character and intelligence. It 
^ WObld be herd to find their superiors anywhere among the dark 
’ faces, I should think. 
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Eireiybody went ashore to look atoundi and out tSkO 
land, and have that luxury of luxuries to sea-voyag^ a laM 
dinner. And there we saw more natives i wrinkled oldcwomon 
with their flat mammals flung over the shoulder or hanging 
down in front like the cold-weather drip from the molasses- 
iaucet; plump and smily young girls, blithe and content, easy 
and*graceful, a pleasure to look at; young matrons, tall, 
straight, comely, nobly built, sweeping by with chin up, and a 
gait incomparable for unconscious stateliness and dignity j 
majestic young men—athletes, for build and muscle—dothed 
in a loose arrangement of dazzling white, with bronze breast 
and bronze legs naked, and the head a cannon-swab of solid 
hair combed straight out from the skull and dyed a rich bridk- 
red. Only sixty years ago they were sunk in darkness; now 
they have the bicycle. 

We strolled about the streets of the white folk’s little town 
and around over the hills by paths and roads among European 
dwellings, and gardens, and plantations, and past clumps of 
hibiscus that made a body blink, the great blosssms were so 
intensely red; and by and by we stopped to ask an elderly 
English colonist a question oi two, and to sympathise with him 
concerning the torrid weather; but he was surprised, and said: 

‘This? This is not hot. You ought to be here in the 
summer time once.’ 

* We supposed that this was summer; it has the ear-marks 
of it. You could take it to almost any country and deceive 
people with it. But if it isn’t summer, what does it lack?* 

* It lacks half a year. This is midwinter.’ 

I had been suffering from colds for several months, and a 
sudden change of season like this could hardly fail to do me 
hurt. It brought on another cold. 

It is odd, these sudden jumps from season to season. A 
fortnight ago we left \merica in midsummer, now it is midwinter; 
about a week hence we shall arrive in Australia in the spring. 

After dinner I found in the billiard room a resident whom 
I bad known somewhere else in the world, and presently made 
some new friends and drove with them out into the country to 
visit his Excellency, the head of the State, who was occup^g 
his country residence to escape the rigors of the winter weathci^ 
I suppose, for it was on breezv, high ground, and much more 
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than the iQwer regions where the town is, and 
twhere the winter has full swing, and often sets a person's hair 
afire when he takes off his hat to bow. There is a noble and 
beautiM view of ocean and islands and castellated peaks from 
the governor’s high-placed house, and its immediate sur¬ 
roundings lie drowsing in that dreamy repose and serenity 
which are the charm of life in the Pacific islands. 

One of the new friends who went out there with me was a 
large man, and I had been admiring his size all the way. 1 
was still admiring it as be stood by the governor on the verandah, 
talking. Then the Fijian butler stepped out there to announce 
tea and dwarfed him. Maybe be did not quite dwarf him, but 
at any rate the contrast was quite striking. Perhaps that dark 
giant was a king in a condition of political suspension. 1 
think that in the talk there on the verandah it was said that in 
Fiji, as in the Sandwich Islands, native kings and chiefs are 
of much giandcr size and build than the commoners. This 
man was clothed in flowing white vestments, and they were 
just the thyjg for him; they comported well with his great 
stature and his kingly port and dignity. European clothes 
would have degraded him and made him commonplace. I 
know that, because they do that with everybody that wears them 

It was said that the old-time devotion to chiefs and reverence 
for their persons still survive in the native commoner, and in 
great force. The educated young gentleman who is chief oi 
the tribe that live in the region about the capital dresses in tlie 
fash son of high-class European gentlemen, but even his clothes 
cannot damn him in the reverence of his people. Their pride 
in his lofty rank and ancient lineage lives on, in spite of his 
lost authority and the evil magic of his tailor. He has no 
need to defile himself with work, or trouble his heart with the 
sordid cares of life; the tribe will see to it that he shall not 
want, and that he shall hold up his head and live like a gentle¬ 
man. 1 had a glimpse of him down in the town. Perhaps he 
is a descen^nt of the last king—the king with the difficult 
name, whose memory is preserved by a notable monument of 
cut stone which one sees in an enclosure in the middle of the 
town. Tbakombau—I remember, now; that is the name. Xt 
easier to preserve it on a granite block than in your head. 

Fiji was ceded to England by this king in 18^4. One of 
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the gentlemen piedent at the governor’^ quested axematk mad* 
by the king at the time of the cession—a neat retort, and 
a touch of pathos in it, too. The English commissioner had 
offered a crumb of comfort to Thakombau by saying tfiat the 
transfer of the kingdom to Great Britain was merely ‘a sort 
hermit-crab formality, you know.' * Yes,* said poor Thakombau, 
* but with this difference—the crab moves into an unoccupied 
shell, but mine isn’t* 

However, as far as I can make out from the books, the 
king was between the devil and the deep sea at the time, and 
hadn’t much choice. He owed the United States a large debt 
—a debt which he could pay if allowed time, but time was 
denied him. He must pay up right away, or the warshi|>s 
would be upon him. To protect his people from this disaster 
he ceded his country to Britain, with a clause in the contract 
which provided for the ultimate payment of the American debt. 

In old times the Fijians were fierce fighters; they Were 
very religious, and worshipped idols ; the big chiefs were proud 
and haughty, and they were men of great style in many ways; 
all chiefs had several wives, the biggest chiefs sometimes had 
as many as fifty. When a chief was dead and ready for buxia), 
four or five of his wives were strangled and put in the grave 
w’ith him. In 1804 twenty-seven British convicts escaped 
fiom Australia to Fiji, and brought guns and ammunition with 
them. Consider what a power they were, armed like tliat, 
and what an cppoitunity they had. If they had been energetic 
men and sober, and had had brains and known how to use 
them, they could have achieved the sovereignty of the Archi¬ 
pelago—twenty-seven kings, and each with eight or nine islands 
under his sceptre. But nothing came of their chance. They 
lived worthless lives of sin and luxury, and died without honour 
-—in most cases by violence. Only one of them had any 
ambition ; he was an Irishman named Connor. He tried to 
raise a family of fifty children, and scored forty-eight. He 
died lamenting his faihire. It was a foolish sort of avarice. 
Many a father would have been rich enough with forty. 

‘They are a fine race, the Fijians, with brains in their heads, 
and an inquiring turn of mind. 

It appears that their savage ancestors had a doctrine of 
unmortality in their scheme of religion—with limitations. Ittit 
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it to their 4 ead friend would go to a happy hereafter if he 
ooadd bo accumulated, but not otherwise. They^dxew the 
line; they thought that the missionary’s doctrine was too 
sweeping, too comprehensive. They cdled his attention to 
certain facts. For instance, many of their friends had been 
devoured by sharks; the shs^ks, in their turn, were caught and 
eaten by other men; later, these men were captured in war, 
and eaten by* the enemy. The original persons had entered 
into the composition of the sharks ; next, they and the sharks 
had become part of the flesh and blood and bone of the 
cannibals. How, then, could the particles of the original men 
be searched out from the final conglomerate and put together 
again? The inquirers were full of doubts, and considered that 
the missionary had not examined the matter with the gravity 
and attention which so serious a thing deserved. 

The missionary taught these exacting savages many valu¬ 
able things, and got from them one—a very damty and poetical 
idea : Those wild arid ignorant poor children of Nature 
believed tha^the flowers, after they perish, rise on the winds 
and float away to the fair fields of heaven, and flourish there 
for ever in immortal beauty 1 


CHAPTER VIII 

He was as shy as a newspaper is when referring to its own merits. 

Pudd^nhead Wtlsoris New CaHeruhr, 

When one glances at the map the members of the stupendous 
i&land wilderness of the Pacific seem to crowd upon each 
other; but’no, there is no crowding, even in the centre of 
a group; and between groups there are lonely w'ide deserts of 
sea. Not everything is known about the islands, their peoples, 
and their languages. A startling reminder of this is furnished 
by the fact that in Fiji, twenty years ago, were living two strange 
a^ solitary beings who came from an unknown country and 
spoke an unknown language. They were picked up by a 
passing vessel many hundreds of miles from any known land^ 
floaUng in the same tiny canoe in which they had been blown 
out to sea. When found they were but skin and bone. No 
one could understand what ^ey said, and they have never 
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named thmr cotmtiy; or, if they havt^ the name does not 
correspond with th^ of any island on any chart They Ire 
now &t and sleek, and as happy as the day is long.«In the 
ship’s log there is an entry of the latitude and longitude in 
which they were found, and this is probably all the clue they 
wdl ever have to their lost homes. ^ 

What a strange and romantic episode it is ; and how one 
is tortured with curiosity to know whence thdse mysterious 
creatures came, those men without a country, errant waits 
who cannot name their lost home, wandering children of 
Nowhere. 

Indeed, the island wilderness is the very home of romance, 
and dreams, and mystery. The loneliness, the solemnity, the 
beauty, and the deep repose of this wilderness have a cha m 
which is all their own for the bruised spirit of men who have 
fought and failed in the struggle for life in the great wotld $ 
and for men who have been hunted out of the great world for 
crime; and for other men who love an easy and indolent exist¬ 
ence ; and for others who love a roving free life, and stir, and 
change, and adventure ; and for yet others who love an easy 
and comfortable career of trading and money-getting, mixed 
w’ith plenty of loose matrimony by purchase, divorce without 
trial or expense, and limitless spieeing thrown in to make life 
ideally perfect 

We sailed again, much refreshed. ^ 

The most cultivated person in the ship vras a young 
Englishman whose home was in New Zealand. He was a 
naturalist. His learning in his specialty was deep and thorough, 
his interest in his subject amounted to a passion, he had an 
easy gift of speech ; and so, when he talked about animals it 
was a pleasure to listen to him, and profitable, too, though 
he was sometimes difficult to understand, because now and then 
he used scientific technicalities which w^ere above the reach of 
some of us. They were pretty sure to be above my reach, but 
as be was quite willing to explain them 1 always made it a 
point to get him to do it. I had a fair knowledge of his subject 
—layman’s knowledge—to begin with, but it was his teach*^ 
ings which crystallised it into scientific form and clarity—^in a 
word, gave it value. 

> Forbes’ Two Years in Fiji. 
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I' Bli special interest was tiie feana of Aitstiala^ and his 
kilbpdedge of the matter was as exhaustive as it was accurate, 
k aihea(]y knew a good deal about the rabbits in Australasia, 
«nd their marvellous fecundity, but in my talks with him 1 
Ibnnd that my estimate of the great hindrance and obstruction 
inQifated by the rabbit>pest upon traffic and travel was far short 
of the facts. He told me that the first pair of rabbits imported 
into Australasia bred so wonderfully that within six months 
rabbits were so thick in the land that people had to dig trenches 
through them to get from town to town. 

He told me a great deal about worms, and the kangaroo, 
and other coleoptera, and said he knew the history and 
ways of all such pachydermata. He said the kangaroo had 
pockets, and carried its young in them when it couldn’t get 
apples. And he said that the emu was as big as an ostrich, 
and looked like one, and had an amorphous appetite and would 
eat bricks. Also, that the dingo was not a dingo at all, but 
just a wild dog ; and that the only difference between a dingo 
and a dodo ^sas that neither of them barked; otherwise they 
were just the same. 

He said that the only game bird in Australia was the 
wombat, and the only song-bird the larrikin, and that both 
were protected by Government. The most beautiful of the 
native birds was the bird of Paradise. Next came the two 
kinds of lyres, not spelt the same. He said fhe one kind was 
dying out, the other thickening up. He explained that the 
* sundowner * was not a bird, it was a man ; sundowner was 
merely the Australian equivalent of our word tramp. He is a 
loafer, a hard drinker, and a sponge. He tramps across the 
country in the sheep-shearing season, pretending to look for 
work, but he always times himself to arrive at a sheep-run just 
at sundown, w'hen the day’s labour ends; all he wants is 
whisky and supper and bed and breakfast; he gets them,-and 
then disappears. The naturalist spoke of the bell-bird, the 
O^ature that at short mtervals all day rings out its mellow and 
exquisite peal from thtf deeps of the forest. It is the favourite 
and best friend of the weary and thirsty sundowner j for he 
knows that wherever the bell-bird is, thi^e is water, and he 
goes somewhere else. The naturalist said that the oddest bird. 

Australasia was the laughing jackass, and the biggest the 



MORE TRAMPS ABROiO) 


6q 

DOW extinct great moa. The moa stood thirteen feethig^, and 
could step over an ordinary man*s head or kich bis hat dETi 
and his head toO) for that matter. He said it was winglessi 
but a swift runner. The natives used to ride it ft could 
make forty miles an hour, and keep it up for four hundred 
miles and come out reasonably fresh. It was still in existence 
when the railway was introduced into New Zealand, still in 
existence, and carrying the mails. The railroad began with 
the same schedule it has now r two expresses a week—time, 
twenty miles an hour. The company exterminated the moa to 
get the mails. 

Speaking of the indigenous coneys and Bactrian camels, the 
naturalist said that the coniferous and bacteriological output of 
Australasia was remarkable for its many and curious departtiuDs 
from the accepted laws governing these species of tubercles, 
but that in his opinion Nature’s fondness for dabbling in the 
erratic was most notably exhibited in that curious combina* 
tion of bird, fish, amphibian, burrower, crawler, quadruped, and 
Christian, called the ornithorhyncus—grotesques^ of animals, 
king of the animalculse of the world for versatility of character 
and make-up. Said he— 

* You can call it anything you want to, and be right It is 
a fish, for it lives in a river half the time; it is a land animal, 
for it resides on the land half the time ; it is an amphibian, 
since it likes both and does not know which it prefers } it is a 
hybernian, for when times are dull and nothing much going on, 
it buries itself under the mud at the bottom of a puddle, and 
hybernates there a couple of weeks at a time ; it is a kind of 
duck, for it has a duck-bill and four webbed paddles; it is fish 
and quadruped together, for in the water it swims with the 
paddles, and on shore it paws itself across country with them ; 
it is a Idnd of seal, for it has a seal’s fur; it is carnivorous, 
herbivorous, insectivorous, and vermifuginous, for it eats fish, 
and grass, and butterflies, and in the season digs worms out of 
the mud and devours them; it is clearly a bird, for it lays eggs 
and hatches them; it is clearly a mammal, for it nurses its 
young; and it is manifestly a kind of Christian, for it keeps the 
sabbath when there is anybody around, and when there isn% 
doesn’t. It has all the tastes there are, except refined ones j 
has all the habits there are, except good ones. 
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^ It 18 a survival-^ survival of tbe fittest Mr. Darwin ln« 
wAted tfie theory that goes by that name, but the ornithorhyncus 
was thcafirst to put it to actual experiment and prove that it 
could be done. Hence it should have as much of the credit 
as Mr. Darwin. It was never in the Ark, you will find no 
mention of it there; it nobly stayed out and worked the theory^ 
Of all creatures in the world it was the only one properly 
equipped for the test. The Ark was thirteen months afloat, 
and all the globe submerged, no land visible above the flood, 
no vegetation, no food for a mammal to eat, nor water for a 
mammal to drink, for all mammal food was destroyed, and 
when the pure floods from heaven and the salt oceans of the 
earth mingled, their waters rose above the mountain tops. The 
result was a drink which no bird or beast of ordinary construc¬ 
tion could use and live. But this combination was nuts 
for the ornithorhyncus, if 1 may use a term like that without 
oflence. Its river home had always been salted by the flood- 
tides of the sea. On the face of the Noachian deluge in¬ 
numerable Sorest trees were floating. Upon these the 
ornithorhyncus voyaged in peace, voyaged from clime to clime, 
from hemisphere to hemisphere, in contentment and comfort, 
in virile interest in the constant charge of scene, in humble 
thankfulness for its privileges, in cver-increasing enthusiasm in 
the development of the great theory upon whose validity it had 
staked its Ufe, its fortune, and its sacred honour, if 1 may use 
such expressions without impropriety in connection with an 
episode qf this nature. 

* It lived the tranquil and luxurious life of a creature of 
independent means. Of things actually necessary to its 
existence and its happiness not a detail was wanting. When it 
wished to walk it scrambled along the tree-trunk ; it mused in 
the shade of the leaves by day, it slept in their shelter by 
night; when it wanted the refreshment of a swim, it had it; it 
ate leaves when it wanted a vegetable diet; it dug under the 
bark for worms and grubs ; when it wanted flsh it caught them, 
when it wanted eggs it laid them. If the grubs gave out in one 
tree ft swam to another, and as for fish, the very opulence of 
the supply was an embarrassment. And finally, when it was 
Ihiisty it smacked its chops in gratitude over a blend that 
ironld have slain a crocodile 
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* When at last, after thhteen months of travel and reseattli ^ 
in all the zones, it went aground on a mountain summif, It« 
strode ashore, saying in its heart, ** Let them that com^aitertne 
invent theories and dream dreams about the Survival of the 
Fittest if they like, but I am the first that has it." 

* This wonderful creature dates back, like the kangaroo and 
many other Australian hydrocephalous invertebrates, to an ago 
long anterior to the advent of man upon the earth ; they date 
back, indeed, to a time when a causeway hundreds of miles 
wide and thousands of miles long joined Australia to Africa, 
and the animals of the two countries were alike, and all 
belonged to that remote geological epoch known to science as 
the Old Red Grindstone Post-Pleosaurian. Later, the cause* 
way sank under the sea ; subterranean convulsions lifted 
African continent a thousand feet higher than it was before^ 
but Australia kept her old level. In Africa’s new climate the 
animals necessarily began to develop and shade off into new 
forms, and families, and species, but our animals of Australia as 
necessarily remained stationary, and have so remained until 
this day. In the course of some millions of years the African 
ornithorhyncus developed, and developed, and developed, and 
sluffcd off detail after detail of its make-up until at last the 
creature became wholly disintegrated and scattered. Whenever 
you see a bird or a beast, or a seal or an otter in Africa, you 
know that he is merely a sorry surviving fragment of that 
sublime original of whom I have been speaking—that creature 
which was everything in general and nothing in particular—the 
opulently endowed jS Pluribus Unum of the animal world, 

* Such is the history of the most hoary, the most ancient, 
the most venerable creature that exists in the earth to-day 
—Ornithorhyncus Platypus Exiraordinariensis —^whom God 
preserve I ’ 

When he was strongly moved he could rise and soar like 
that with ease. And not only in the prose form but in the ' 
poetical as well. He had written many pieces of poetry in his 
time, and these manuscripts he lent around among the 
passengers, and was willing to let them be copied. It seemed 
to me that the least technical one in the series, and the 
which reached the loftiest note, perhaps, was his 
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mVOCATIOS 

Come forth from thy oozy coudi 
O, Ornithorhyncus dear i 

And greet with a cordial claw 
The stianger that longs to hear 

From thy own own lips the tale 
Of thy origin all unknown. 

Thy ini<iplacLd bone where flesh should be 
And flesh where ^ould be bone; 

And fl^hy fln where should be pawi 
And bea\cr-trowel tail, 

And snout of beast equipp'd with teeth 
Where gills ought to pre\ail. 

Come, Kangaroo, the good and true 1 
Foreshortened as to legs. 

And body tapered like a churn, 

* And sack marsupial, i’fegs. 

And tell us why you linger here, 

Thou lelic of a %anuhcd ti us, 

When all your friends ns fossils sleep. 

Immortalised in hmc I 

Perhaps no poet is a conscious plagiarist; but there seems 
to be warrant for suspecting that there is no poet who is not at 
one time or another an unconscious one. Ihe above verses 
are indeed beautiful, and in a way, touching; but there is a 
haunting something about them which unavoidably suggests the 
Sweet Singer of Michigan. It can hardly be doubted that the 
author had read the works of that poet and been impressed by 
them. It is not apparent that he has borrowed from them any 
word or yet any phrase, but the style and swing, and mastery 
end melody of the Sweet Singer are all there. Compare this 
Invocation with * Frank Dutton —particularly stanzas first and 
seventeenth—and I think the reader will feel coinincedthathe 
who wrote the one had read the other.^ 


^ 2^ Smtimntal Sooli, By Mis. Julia Moore, p. 
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Frank DuUoa ivas as fine a lad 
As ever you wii^ to see, 

And he was drowned in Fine Idand Lake— 
On earth no more will he be. 

His age was near fifteen years, 

And he was a motherless boy— 

He was living with his grairdmother 
When he was drowned, poor boy. 

XVII 

He was drowned on Tuesday afternoon— 
On Sunday he was found, 

And the tidings of that drowned boy 
Was lieard fur miles around. 

His form was laid by his mother's side. 
Beneath the cold, cold ground— 

His friends for him will drop a tear 
When they view his little mound. 


CHAPTER IX 

Pity is fur the living, envy is for the dead. 

Pud(rnhead Wiison^s New CaUndat^ 

September 15— Night —Close to Australia now. Sydney fif^ 
miles distant 

That note recalls an experience. The passengers were sent 
for to come up in the bow and see a fine sight It was very 
dark. One could not follow with the eye the surface of the 
sea more than fifty yards in any, direction—it dimmed away 
and became lost to sight at about that distance from us. But 
if you patiently gazed into the darkness a little while, there was 
a sure reward for you. Presently, a quarter of a mile away, you 
would see a blinding splash or explosion of light on the water— 
a Hash so sudden and so astonishingly brilliant that it would 
make you catch your breath; then that blotch of light would 
instantly extend itself and take the corkscrew shape and 
imposing length of the fabled sea-serpent, with every curve of 
its body and the * break * spreading away from its he^ and the 
wake following behind its tail clothed in a fierce splendour of 
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living 0 fe. And my, but it was coming at a lightning gait 1 
, Almost before you could think, this monster of light, fifty feet 
long, would go flaming and storming by, and.suddenly dis¬ 
appear. And out in the distance whence he came you would 
see another flash ; and another, and another, and another, and 
see them turn into sea-serpents on the instant; and once six¬ 
teen flashed up at the same time and came tearing toward us, 
a swarm of wriggling curves, a moving conflagration, a vision of 
bewildering beauty, a spectacle of fire and energy whose equal 
the most of those people will not see again until after they are 
dead. 

It was porpoises—porpoises aglow with phosphorescent 
light. They presently collected in a wild and magnificent 
jumble under the bows, and there they played for an hour, 
leaping and frolicking and carrying on, turning summersaults 
in front of the stem or across it, and never getting hit, never 
making a miscalculation, though the stem missed them only 
about an inch as a rule. They were porpoises of the ordinary 
length—eight pr ten feet, but every twist of their bodies sent a 
long corkscrew of glowing curves astern. That fiery jumble 
was an enchanting thing to look at, and we stayed out 
the performance; one cannot have surh a show as that twice 
in a life-lime. The porpoise is the kitten of the sea; he never 
has a serious thought, he cares for nothing but fun and play. 
But 1 think I never saw him at his winsomest until that night. 
It was near a centre of civilisation, and he could have been 
drinking. 

By and by, when we had approached to somewhere within 
thirty miles of Sydney Heads, the great electric light that is 
posted on one of those lofty ramparts began to show, and in 
time the little spark grew to a great sun and pierced the firma¬ 
ment of darkness with a far-reaching sword of light. 

Sydney harbour is shut in behind a precipice that extends 
some miles like a wall, and exhibits no break to the ignorant 
stranger. It has a break in the middle, but it makes so little 
show that even Captain Cook sailed by it without seeing it. 

by that break is a false break which resembles it, and 
which used to make trouble for the mariner at night, in the 
early days before the place was lighted. It caused the 
mexhoiabh disaster to the Duncan Dunbar, one of the most 

r 
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pathetic tragedies in the history of thsit pitiless ru6San the set« 
The ship was a sailing vessel; a fine and favourite passenler** 
packet^ commanded by a popular captain of high rc^utatiqn. 
She was due from England, and Sydney was waiting* and 
counting the hours; counting the hours, and making ready to 
give her a heart-stirring welcome; for she was bringing back a 
great company of mothers and daughters, the long-missed light 
and bloom and life of Sydney homes ; daughters that had been 
years absent at school, and mothers that had been with them 
all that time watching over them. Of all the world only India 
and Australasia have by custom freighted ships and fleets with 
their hearts, and know the tremendous meaning of that phrase $ 
only they know what the waiting is like when this freightage is 
entrusted to the flcklc winds, not steam, and what the joj^ is 
like when the ship that is returning this treasure comes safe to 
port and the long dread is over. 

On board the Duncan Dunbar^ flying towards Sydney 
Heads in the waning afternoon, the happy home comers made 
busy preparation, for it was not doubted that thfiy would be in 
the arms of their friends before the day was done. I'hey put 
away their sea-going clothes and put on clothes meeter for the 
meeting, their richest and their loveliest, these poor brides of 
the grave. But the wind lost force, or there was a miscalcula¬ 
tion, and before the Heads were sighted the darkness came on. 
It was said that ordinarily the captain would have made a safe 
offing and waited for the morning, but this was no ordinary 
occasion; all about him were appealing faces, faces pathetic 
with disappointment. So his sympathy moved him to try the 
dangerous passage in the dark. He had entered the Heads 
seventeen times, and believed he knew the ground. So 
steered straight for the false opening, mistaking it for the true 
one. He did not find out that he was wrong until it was too 
late. There was no saving the ship. The great seas swept 
her in and crushed her to splinters and rubbish upon the rock 
tushes at the base of the precipice. Not one of all that &ir 
and gracious company v.as ever seen again alive. 

The tale is told to every stranger that passes the spot, and 
it will continue to be told to all that come, for generatiems« 
but it will nevei grow old, custom cannot stale it, the beaif* 
l»^*tbat is in it can never perish out of it. 
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There were two hundred t>ersotis id die shipi and but one 
itt^ved the disaster. He was a sailor. A huge sea flung turn 

the ^ce of the precipice and stretched him on a narrow 
welf of roch midway between the top and bottom, and there 
' be lay all night. At any other time he would have lain there; 
for the rest of his life, without chance of discovery; but next 
morning the ghastly news swept through Sydney that the 
J^uftian Dunbar had gone down in sight of home, and straight¬ 
way the walls of the Heads were black with mourners; and 
one of these, stretching himself out over the precipice to spy 
out what might be seen below, discovered this miraculously 
preserved relic of the wreck. Ropes were brought and the 
nearly impossible feat of rescuing the man was accomplished. 
He was a person with a practical turn of mind, and he hired a 
hall in Sydney and exhibited himself at sixpence a head till he 
^exhausted the output of the gold-fields for that year. 

We entered and cast anchor, and in the morning went 
oh ing and ah-ing in admiration up through the croolu and 
turns of the spacious and beautiful harbour—a harbour which is 
the darling of Sydney and the wonder of the world. It is not 
surprising that the people are proud of it, nor that they put 
their enthusiasm into emphatic words. A returning citizen 
asked me what I thought of it, and I testified with a cordiality 
which I judged would b'* up to the market rate. I said it was 
beautiful—superbly beautiful. Then, by a natural impulse, I 
gave God the praise. The citizen did not seem altogether 
satisfied. He said: 

‘ It is beautiful, of course it*s beautiful—the harbour; but 
that isn’t all of it, it’s only half of it; Sydney’s the other half, 
and it lakes both of them together to ring the supremacy-bell. 
Cod made the harbour, and that’s all right, but Satan made 
Sydney,* 

Of course I made an apology and asked him to convey it 
to bis friend. He was right about Sydney being half of it. It 
would be beautiful without Sydney, but not above half as 
beautiful as it is now, with Sydney added. It is shaped some¬ 
what like an oak-leaf—a roomy sheet of lovely blue water, 
With narrow offshoots of water running up into the country 
Oh both sides between long fingers of land, high wooded ridges 
fitli aides sloped like graves* Handsome villas are perched 

W9 
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here and there on these ridges, snuggling amongst the foUage^ 
and one catches alluring glimpses of them as the ship swWs 
by toward the city. The city clothes a cluster of hHls and 9 ^ 
ruiHe of neighbouring ridges with its undulating masses of 
masonry, and out of these masses spring towers and spires an4 
other architectural dignities and grandeurs that break the 
lowing lines and give picturesqueness to the general effect 
The narrow inlets which 1 have mentioned go wandering 
out into the land everywhere and hiding themselves in it, and 
pleasure launches are always exploring them with picnic parties 
on board. It is said by*trustworthy people that if you explore 
them all you will find that you have covered seven hundred 
miles of water-passage. But there are liars everywhere tjiis 
year, and they will double that when their works are in good 
going order. 


CHAPTER X 

It is your human environment that mahe^ climate. 

PiiiLf nluad IVthons New Calendar* 

October was close at hand, spiing was come. It was really 
spring—everybody said so ; but you could have sold it for 
summer in Canada, and nobody would have suspected. It 
was the very weather that makes our home summers the per¬ 
fection of climatic luxury; I mean, when you are out in the 
woods or by the sea. But these people said it was cool now ; 
a person ought to see Sydney in the summer time if he wanted 
to know what warm weather is ; and he ought to go north ten 
or fifteen hundred miles if he wanted to know what hot weather 
is. They said that away up there toward the equator the hens 
lay fried eggs. 

Captain Sturt, the great explorer, gives us a sample of the 
heat: 

* The wind, which had been blowing all the morning from 
the N.E., increased to a heavy gale, and I sliall never forget 
its withering effect. I sought shelter behind a large gum tree^ 
but tbe blasts of heat were so terrific that I wondered Viff 
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M take fire* This really was nothing ideal; every* 
thing, both animate and inanimate^ gave w'ay before it; the horses 
stood ^ith their backs to the wind and their noses to the 
ground, without the muscular strength to raise their heads} the 
birds were mute, and the leaves of the trees under v hich we were 
sitting fell like a snow shower around us. At noon 1 took a 
thermometer, graduated to 127°, out of my box, and observed 
that the mercury was up to 125**. Thinking that it had been 
unduly influenced, I put it in the fork of a tree close to me, 
sheltered alike from the wind and the sun. I went to examine 
it about an hour afterwards, when I found that the mercury 
had risen to the top of the instrument and had burst the bulb^ 
a circumstance that I believe no traveller has ever before had 
to record. I cannot find language to convey to the readers’ 
mind an idea of the intense and oppressive nature of the heat 
that prevailed.’ 

That hot wind sweeps over Sydney sometimes, and brings 
with it what is called a *dust storm.’ It is said that most 
Australian tov|{ps are acquainted with the dust storm. 1 think 
1 know what it is like, for the following description by Mr. 
Gane tallies very well with the alkali dust storm of Nevada—if 
you leave out the ‘shovel* part Still, the shovel part is a 
pretty important part, and seems to indicate that my Nevada 
storm is but a poor thing after all: 

‘ As we proceeded the altitude became less, and the heat 
proportionately greater until we reached Dubbo, which is only 
600 feet above sea level. It is a pretty town, built on an ex¬ 
tensive plain. . . . After the effects of a shower of rain have 
passed away, the surface of the ground crumbles into a thick 
layer of dust, and occasionally, when the wind is in a particular 
quarter, if is lifted bodily from the ground in one long t^aque 
eleud. In the midst of such a storm nothing can be seen a few 
yards ahead, and the unlucky person who happens to be out 
at the time is compelled to seek the nearest retreat at hand. 
When the thrifty housewife sees in the distance the dark 
'column advancing in a steady whirl towards her house, she 
closes the doors and windows with all expedition. A drawing¬ 
room, the window of which has been carelessly left open during 
a dust storm, is indeed an extraordinary sight A lady who 
bgs resided in Dubbo for some years says that the dust lies so 
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thick on th^ carpot that it is necessaty to ttse a shovi^ hD 
remove it* * 

And probably a waggon. I was m{staken> I have pot seen 
a nroner dust storm. 


CHAPTER XI 

Everything hum^ is pathetic. The secret soatce of humour itself !> 
not joy but sorrow. There is no humour in heaven.— JhtdePnhead Wilwn*9 
New Calendar, 

Captain Cook found Australia in 1770, and eighteen 
later the British Government began to transport convicts w it. 
Altogether, New South Wales received 83,000 in fifty-three years. 
The convicts wore heavy chains, they were ill fed and badly 
treated by the officers set over them ; they were heavily pun¬ 
ished for even slight infractions of the rules; * the crudest 
discipline ever known ’ is one historian’s descuiption Of their 
life.* 

English law was hard-hearted in those days. F6r trifling 
offences, which in our day would be punished by a small fine 
or a few days’ confinement, men, women, and boys were sent 
to this Other end of the earth to serve terms of seven and four¬ 
teen years ; and for serious crimes they were transported for 
life. 

Children ^vere sent to the penal colonies for seven years 
for stealing a rabbit! 

When I was in London twenty-three years ago there was a 
new penalty in force for diminishing garroting and wife beating 
—twenty-five lashes on the bare back with the cat-o’-nine 
tails. It was said that this terrible punishment was able tc 
bring the stubborncst ruffians to terms ; and that no man had 
been found with grit enough to keep his emotions to himseU 
beyond the nintli blow, as a rule they shrieked earlier. That 
penalty had a great and wholesome effect upon the garroters 
and wife beaters; but humane modem London could not 
* <andure it; it got the law rescinded. Many a bruised and 
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English wife has since had occasion to deplore that 
crtohachievement of sentimental 'humanity/ 

Tw^ty^^hve lashes 1 In Australia and Tasmania they gave 
a convict fitly for almost any little ofibice, and sometimes a 
brutal officer would add fifty, and then another fifty, and so on, 
as long as the sufferer could endure the torture and live. In 
Tasmania J read the entry in an old manuscript official record 
of a case where a convict was given th-ee hundred lashes—for 
stealing some silver spoons. And men got more than that 
sometimes. Who handled the cat? Often it was another 
convict; sometimes it was the culprit’s dearest comrade ; and 
he had to lay on with all his might, otherwise he would get a 
flogging himself for his mercy—^for he was under watch—and 
yet not do his friend any good. The friend would be attended 
to by another band, and suffer no lack in the matter of full 
punishment 

The convict life in Tasmania was so unendurable, and 
suicide so difficult to accomplish, that once or twice despairing 
men got together and drew straws to determine which of them 
should kill another of the group—this murder to secure death 
to the perpetrator and to the witnesses of it by the hand of the 
hangman! 

The incidents quoted above are mere hints, mere sugges¬ 
tions of what convict Hfc was like. 1 hey are but a couple of 
’ details tossed into view out of a shoreless sea of such ; or, to 
change the figure, they are but a pair of flaming steeples photo¬ 
graphed from a point which hides from sight the burning dty 
which stretches away from their bases on every hand* 


CHAPTER XII 

We can sccuie other people’s approval, if we do right and try hard j 
but our own is worth a hundred of *it, and no way has been found out of 
securing ^vO^—^Pud^nhead Wilson*s Ntm Calendar, 

Within four years after the reception of the first convicts there 
was an aggregate of 2,500 of them in the colony. Some of 
these—indeed, a good many of them—were very bad people, 
even for that day \ but the most of them were probably not 
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ttoitceably worse thao the average of the people they left behlhd 
them at home. We must believe this; we cannot avdld^t 
We are obliged to believe tliat a nation that could l/ook on* 
unmoved, and see starving or freezing women hanged for 
stealing twenty-six cents' worth of bacon or rags, apd boys 
snatched from their mothers and men from their families and 
sent to the other side of the world for long terms of yeaxB for 
similarly triding ofiences, was a nation to whom the term 
‘civilised'could not in any large way be applied. And we 
must also believe that a nation that knew, during more than 
forty years, what was happening to those exiles and was still 
content with it, was not advancing in any showy way toward a 
higher grade of civilisation. ^ 

If we look into the characters and conduct of the officers 
and gentlemen who had charge of the convicts and attended to 
their backs and stomachs, we must grant again that as between 
the convict and his masters, and between both and the nation 
at home, there was a quite noticeable monotony of sameness. 

Four years had gone by, and many convict had come. 
Respectable settlers were beginning to arrive. These two 
classes of colonists had to be protected, in case of trouble 
among themselves or with the natives. It is proper to mention 
the natives, though they could hardly count, they were so 
scarce. At a time when they had not as yet begun to be much 
disturbed—not as yet being in the way—it was estimated that 
in New South Wales there was but one native to 45,000 acres 
of territory. 

People had to be protected. Officers of the regular army 
did not want this service—away off there wheic neither honour 
nor distinction was to be gained. So England recruited and 
officered a kind of militia force of one thousand uniformed 
civilians called the ‘ New South Wales Corps * and^shipped it. 

This was the worst blow of all. The colony fairly staggered 
under it. The corps was an object lesson of the moral 
condition of England outside of the gaols. The colonists 
trembled. It was feared what next there would be an importa* 
tion of the nobility. 

In those early days the colony was non-supporting. All 
the necessaries of life—food, clothing, and all-—were sent out 
from England; and kept in great Government storehouses and 
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given to the convicts and sold to the settlen^soM at a tricing 
advance upon cost The coips saw its opportunity. Its 
o^cers^went into commerce, and in a most lawless way. They 
went to importing rum, and also to manufacturing it in private 
stills, in dehance of the Government’s commands and protests. 
They leagued themselves together and ruled the market; they 
boycotted the Government and the other dealers; they estab¬ 
lished a close monopoly and kept it strictly in tlieir own 
hands. When a vessel arrived with spirits they allowed 
nobody to buy but themselves, and they forced the owner to 
sell to them at a price named by themselves—and it was 
alvrays low enough. They bought rum at an average of two 
dollars a gallon, and sold it at an average of ten. They made 
rum the currency of tJu country —for there was little or no 
money—and they maintained their devastating hold and kept 
the colony under their heel for eighteen or twenty years before 
they were finally conquered and routed by the Government 

Meanwhile they had spread intemperance everywhere. And 
they had sqq^ezed farm after farm out of the settlers’ hands for 
rum, and thus had bountifully enriched themselves. When a 
farmer was caught in the last agonies of thirst they took 
advantage of him and sweated him for a drink. 

In one instance they sold a liian a gallon of rum worth 
two dollars foi a piece of property which was sold some years 
later for ,$100,000. 

When the colony was about eighteen or twenty years old it 
was discovered that the land was specially fitted for the wool 
culture. Prosperity followed, commerce with the world began, 
by and by rich mines of the noble metals were opened, 
immigrants flowed in, capital likewise. The result is the great 
and wealthy* and enlightened commonwealth of New South 
Wales. 

It is a country that is rich in mines, wool-ranches, trams, 
lailways, steamship lines, schools, newspapers, botanical gardens, 
art galleries, libraries, museums, hospitals, learned societies; 
it is the hospitable home of every species of culture and of every 
species of material enterprise, and there is a church at every 
man’s door and a race-track over the wav. 
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CHAPTER XIII 

We should be careful to get out of an experience only the wisdom thet 
is in it—and stay there, lest we be like the cat that sits down on a hot 
stove-lid. She will never sit down on a hot stove-lid again—and that is 
well; but also she will never sit down on a cold one any more.— 

&ead Calendar, 

All English-speaking colonies are made up of lavishly hos¬ 
pitable people, and New South Wales and its capital like 
the rest in this. The English-speaking colony of the United 
States of America is always called lavishly hospitable by the 
English traveller. As to the other English-spe^ing colon’ss 
throughout the world, from Canada all around, I know by 
experience that the description fits them. 1 will not go more 
particularly into this matter, for I find that when writers try 
to distribute their gratitude here and there and yonder by 
detail, they run across difficulties and do son^e ungraceful 
stumbling. Mr. Gane (‘New South Wales and Victoria iti 
1S95 ’) tried to distribute his gratitude, and was not lucky. 

‘ The inhabitants of Sydney are renowned for their hospitality. 
The treatment which we experienced at the hands of this 
generous-hearted people will help more than anything else to 
make us recollect with pleasure our stay amongst them. In 
the character of hosts and hostesses they excel. The “ new 
chum ” needs only the acquaintanceship of one of their number 
and he becomes at once the happy recipient of numerous 
complimentaiy invitations and thoughtful kindnesses. Of the 
towns it has been our good fortune to visit, none have por¬ 
trayed home so faithfully as Sydney.* 

Nobody could say it finer than that. If he had put in hid 
cork then and stayed away from Dubbo—but no; heedless 
man, he pulled it again. Pulled it when he was away along in 
his Ixiok, and his memory of what he had said about Sydney 
had grown dim. 

‘We cannot quit the promising town of Dubbo without 
testifying in warm praise to the kind-hearted and hospitable 
usages of its inhabitants. Sydney, though well deserving the 
character it bears of its kindly treatment of strangers, possesses 
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tk fonmdity and resenre. In Pubbo^ on the contrary, 
though the same congenial manners prevail, there is a pleasing 
4 egree of respectful familiarity, which gives the town a homely 
cohort not often met with elsewhere. In laying on one side 
our pen, we feel contented in having been able, though so late 
in t^s work, to bestow a panegyric, however unpretentious, 
On a town which, though possessing np picturesque natural sur¬ 
roundings nor interesting architectural productions, has yet 
a body of citizens whose hearts cannot but obtain for their 
town a reputation for benevolence and kind-heartedness.’ 

I^onder what soured him on Sydney. It seems strange 
that a pleasing degree of three or four hngers of respectful 
familiarity should fill a man up and give him the panegyrics so 
bad. For he /las them, the worst way—any one can see that 
A man who is perfectly at himself does not throw cold detrac¬ 
tion at people’s architectural productions and picturesque 
surroundings, and let on that what he prefers is a Dubbonese 
dust-storm and a pleasing degree of respectful familiarity. No, 
these are olj, old symptoms, and when they appear, we know 
that the man has got the panegyrics. 

S)*dney has a population of 400,000. When a stranger 
from America steps ashore there, the first thing that strikes him 
is that the place is eight times os large as he was expecting 
it to be; and the next thing that stnkes him is that it is 
an English city with American trimmings. Later on, in 
Melbourne, he will find the American trimmings still more in 
evidence; there, even the architecture will often suggest 
America ; a photograph of its stateliest business street might 
be passed upon him for a picture of the finest street in a large 
American city. 

I was told that the most of the fine residences were thedty 
residences of squatters. The name seemed out of focus 
somehow. When the explanation came, it offered a new 
instance of the curious changes which words, as well as 
animals, undergo through change of habitat and climate. 
With us, when you speak of a squatter you are always supposed 
to be speaking of a poor man; but in Australia, when you speak 
of a squatter, you are always supposed to be speaking of a 
millionaire ; in America the word indicates the possessor of a 
(ew acres and a doubtful title, in Australia it indicates a man 
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whose had-hont is as Jon^ as a railroad^ and whose title hai 
beai perfected in one way or another; in America the woM 
indicates a man who owns a doaen head of live stqpk, la 
Australia a man who owns anywhere from fifty thousand up to 
half a million head; in America the word indicates^a man who 
is obscure and not important, in Australia a man who is 
prominent and of the first importance; in America you take 
off your hat to no squatter, in Australia you do; in America* 
if your uncle is a squatter you keep it dark, in Australia you 
advertise it; in America, if your friend is a squatter n^ing 
comes of it, but with a squatter for your friend in Australra you 
may sup with kings if there are any around. 

In Australia it takes about two acres and a half of pasture- 
land (some people say twice as many) to support a sheep ; afid 
when the squatter has half a million sheep his private domain 
is about as large as Rhode Island, to speak in general terms. 
His annual wool crop may be worth a quarter or a half million 
dollars. 

He will live in a palace in Melbourne or Sydney or some 
other of the large cities, and make occasional trips to his sheep 
kingdom, several hundred miles away in the great plains, to look 
after his battalions of riders and shepherds and other bands. 
He has a commodious dwelling out there, and if he approve of 
you he will invite you to spend a week in it, and will make you 
at home and comfortable, and let you see the great industry m 
all its details, and feed you, and slake you, and smoke you with 
the best that money can buy. 

On at least one of these vast estates there is a considerable 
town, with all the various businesses and occupations that go 
to make an important town; and the town and the land it 
stands upon are the property of the squatter. I have seen thnt 
town, and it is not unlikely that there are other squatter-owmed 
towns m Australia. 

Australia supplies the world not only with fine wool, but 
with mutton also. The modem invention of cold storage and 
its application in ships has created this great trade. In Sydney 
I visited a huge establishment where they kill and dean and 
solidly freeze a thousand sheep a day for shipment to England. 

The Australians did not seem to me to differ noticeably 
frpm Americans, either in dress, carriage, ways, pronunciation, 
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or general appearance. There were fleeting and 
eiilbtle m^gestions of their JSnglish origin, but these were not 
prenot^ced enough) as a rule, to catch one’s attention. The 
people have easy and cordial manners from the beginnings 
from the moment that the introduction is completed. This is 
jAmerican. To put it in another way, it is English friendliness 
with the Englii^h shyness and self-consciousness left out. 

Now and then—but this is rare—one hears such words as 
piper for paper, lydy for lady, and tybk for table fall from lips 
whence one would not expect such pronunciations to come. 
Ther^ is a superstition prevalent m Sydney that this pro¬ 
nunciation is an Austrahani&m, hut people who have been 
* home’—as the native re\erently and lovingly calls England— 
know better. It is * costermonger.’ All over Australasia this 
pronunciation is nearly as common among servants as it is in 
London among the uneducated and the partially educated of 
all sorts and conditions of people. That mislaid y is rather 
striking when a person gets enough of it into a short sentence 
to enable it show up. In the hotel in Sydney the chamber¬ 
maid said, one morning : 

‘The tyble is set, and here is the piper; and if the lydy is 
ready I’ll tell the wyter to bring up th^ breakfast.’ 

1 have made passing mention, a moment ago, of the native 
Australasian’s custom of speaking of England as ‘ home.’ It 
was always pretty to hear it, and often it was said in an 
unconsciously caressing way that made it touching; in a 
way which transmuted a sentiment into an embodiment, and 
made one seem to see Australasia as a young girl stroking 
Mother England’s old gray head. 

In the Australasian home, the table talk is \ ivacious and 
unembarrassed ; it is without stiffness or restraint. This does 
not remind one of England so much as it docs of America. 
But Australasia is strictly democratic, and reserves and re¬ 
straints aic things that arc bred by differences of rank. 

English and colonial audiences are phenomenally alert 
and responsive. Where masses of people are gathered to¬ 
gether in England, caste is submerged, and with it the English 
reserve; equality exists for the moment, and every individual 
is free; so free from any consciousness of fetters, indeed, that 
^ Englishman’s habit of watching himself and guarding 
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Hmself agaitust any bjtidicious exposure of 2^ fedlm^^li 
forgotten, and faUs into abeyance—and to such a degree^ 
indeed, that he tvIII bravely applaud all by himself if he wants 
to<~~an exhibition of daring which is unusual elsewhere in the 
world. 

But it is hard to mdve a new English acquaintance when 
he is by himself, or when the company present is small and 
new to him. He is on his guard then, and his natural reserve 
is to the fore. This has given him the false reputation of 
being without humour and without the appreciation of humour. 
Americans are not Englishmen, and American humour is not 
English humour; but both the American and his humour 
had their origin m England, and have merely undergcf|||e 
changes brought about by changed conditions and a new environ¬ 
ment. About the best humorous speeches I have yet heard 
were a couple that were made in Austialia at club suppers— 
one of them by an Englishman, the other by an Australian. 


CHAPTER XIV 

There aic those who scoff at the schoolboy, calling him frivolous and 
shallow. Yet it was the schoolboy who said * Faith is believing what you 
know ain*t so.’— Puid'nhtad VVihon's New Calcndat. 

In Sydney I had a large dream, and in the course of talk I 
told It to a missionary from India who was on his way to visit 
some relatives in New Zealand. I dreamed that the visible 
universe is the physical person of God ; that the vast worlds that 
we see twinkling millions of miles apart in the fields of spare 
are the blood corpuscles in IIis veins; and that we and the 
other creatures are the microbes that charge with multitudinous 
life the corpuscles. 

Mr. X., the missiorary, considered the dream awhile, then 
said: 

* It is not surpassable for magnitude, since its metes and 
bounds are the metes and bounds of the universe itself; and 
it seems to me that it almost accounts for a thing which is 
Otherwise nearly unaccountable—^the origin of the sacred 
legends of the Hindoos, Perhaps they dream themi and 
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' lioiiesitiy believe them to be divitie revcULtioos of fact. It looks 
fike tbat^ for the legends are built on so vast a scale that it does 
not se^ reasonable that plodding priests would happen upon 
ituch colossal fancies when awake.* 

He told some of the legends, and said that they were im¬ 
plicitly believed by all classes of Hindoos, including those of 
high sodal position and intelligence^ and he said that this 
universal credulity was a great hindrance to the missionary in 
his worL Then he said something like this : 

* At home, people wonder why Christianity does not make 
faster progress in India. They hear that the Indians believe 
easily, and that they have a natural trust in miracles and give 
them a hospitable reception. Then they argue like this : since 
the Indians believe easily, place Christianity before them and 
they must believe; confirm its truths by the biblical miracles, 
and they will no longer doubt. The natural deduction is, that 
as Christianity makes but indifferent progress in India, the 
fault is with us, we are not fortun.itc in presenting the doctrines 
and the miraglcs. 

*But the truth is, we are not by any means so well equipped 
as they think. We have not the easy task that they imagine. 
To use a military figure, we are sent ^.gainst the enemy with 
good powder in our guns, but only wads for bullets. That is 
to say, our miracles are not effective ; the Hindoos do not care 
for them; they have more extraordinary ones of their own. 
All the details of their own religion are proven and established 
by miracles. The details of ours must be proven in the same 
way. When I first began my work in India I greatly under¬ 
estimated the difficulties thus put upon my task. A corrective 
was not long in coming. I thought as our friends think at 
home—that to prepare my childlike wonder-lovers to listen 
with fiivour to my grave message I only needed to charm the 
way to it with wonders, marvels, miracles. With full confidence 
I told the wonders performed by Samson, the strongest nun 
that had ever lived—for so I called him. 

* At first I saw lively anticipation and strong interest in the 
fiices of my people, but as I moved along from incident to in¬ 
cident of the great story I was distressed to see that I was 
eteadib^ losing the sympathy of my audience. I could not 

it It was a surprise to m^ and a dtsapporntment^ 
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Bfili^ I liras , through, the fading sympathy h^di^^cil 
di^em^. Thence to the end the ihdifierene^l re!xi^i^]^li^ 
ivas not able to make any impression upon it ' 0 ^ 5 

'A good old Hindoo gentleman told me where my 
lay. He said: “We Hindoos recognise a god by the work of > 
his hands—we accept no other testimony. Apparently this i« 
also the rule with you Christians. And we know when a man 
has his power from a god by the fact that he does things which 
he could not dp, as a man, with the' mere powers of a man« . 
Plainly this is the Christian’s way also, of knowing when a' 
man is working by a god’s power and not by his own. You 
saw that there was a supernatural property in the hair of 
Samson; for you perceived that when his hair was gohe,^he 
was as other men. It is our way, as I have said. There tire 
many nations in the w'orld and each group of nations has its , 
Own gods, and will pay no worship to the gods of the others. 
Each group believes its own gods to be the strongest, and it ^ 
will not exchange them except for gods that shall be proven to 
be their superiors in power. Man is but a weak<creature, and 
needs the help of gods—he cannot do without it. Shall he. 
place his fate in the hands of weak gods when there may be 
stronger ones to be found? That would be foolish. No, if, 
he hear of gods that are stronger than his own, he should not 
turn a deaf ear, for it is not a light matter that is at stake. How 
then shall he determine which gods are the stronger, his own 
or those that preside over the concerns of other nations? 
By comparing the known works of his own gods with the works 
of those others; there is no other way. Now, when we moke 
this comparison, we are not drawn toward the gods of any 
other nation. Our gods are shown by their works to be the 
strongest, the most powerful. The Christians have but few 
gods, and they are new—new, and not strong, as it seems to 
us. They will increase in number, it is true, for this has 
happened with all g'^s, but that time is far away, many 
ages and decades of ages away, for gods multiply slowly, 
as is mete for beings to whom a thousand of our years ^ 
but a single moment. Our own gods have been bom millions 


of years apart, llie process is slow, the gathering of strength > 
and power is similarly slow. In the slow lapse of the 
tiia i^eadily accumulating power of our gods has at last; 
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become prodigious. We a thousand proofs of this in the 
colbssal character of their personal acts and the acts of ordinary 
men to arhom they have given supernatural qualities. To your 
Samson was given supernatural power ; and when he broke the 
i^ithes, and slew the thousands with the jawbone of an ass, 
and carried away the gates of the city upon his shoulders, yoh 
were amazed, and also awed, for you recognised the divine 
source of his strength. But it could not profit to place these 
things before your Hindoo congregation and invite their 
wonder; for they would compare them with the deed done 
by Hanuman, when our gods infused their divine strength into 
his muscles; and they would be indifferent to them—as you 
saw. In the old, old times, ages and ages gone by, when our 
g6d Rama was waning with the demon god of Ceylon, Rama 
bethought him to bridge the sea and connect Ceylon w*ith 
India, so that his armies might pass easily over; and he sent 
his general, Hanuman, inspired, like your own Samson^ wuth 
divine strength, to bring the materials for the bridge. In two 
days Hanuma» strode fifteen hundred miles, to the Himalayas, 
and took upon bis shoulder a range of those lofty mountains 
two hundred miles long, and started with it toward Ceylon. 
It was in the night; and as he passed along the plain, the 
people of Govardhun heaid the thunder of his tread and felt 
the earth rocking under it, and they ran out, and there, with 
their snowy summits piled to heaven, they saw the Himalayas 
passing by I And as this huge continent swept along, over¬ 
shadowing the earth, upon its slopes they discerned the twink¬ 
ling lights of a thousand sleeping villages, and it was as if the 
constellations were filing in procession through the sky. 
While they were looking, Hanuman stumbled, and a small 
ridge of red sandstone, twenty miles long, was jolted loose and 
fell. Half of its length has wasted away in the course of the 
ages, but the other ten miles of it remain in the plain by 
Govardhun to this day, as proof of the might of the inspiration 
of OUT gods. You must know yourself that Hanuman could 
not have carried those mountains to Ceylon except by the 
strength of the gods. You know that it was not done by his 
own strength, therefore you know that it was done by the 
strength of the gods, just as you know that Samson carried 
the gates by the divine strength and not by his own. 1 think 
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ym must concede two things; hist, that in carrying the gatei 
of the dty aipon his shoulders, Samson did not establish the 
superiority of his gods oyer ours; secondly, that his fe^t is not 
supported by any but verbal evidence, while Hanuman’s is 
not only supported by verbal evidence, but this evidence is 
confirmed, established, proven, by visible and tangible evidence 
which is the strongest of all testimony. We have the sand*» 
stone ridge—and while it remains we cannot doubt, and shall 
not. Have you the gates ? ” * 


CHAPTER XV 

The timid man yearns for full value, and asks a tenth; the bold tkui 
strikes for double value, and compromibes ob jtzt.-^PudtfnAead Wilsot^i 
New Calendar, 

One is sure to be struck by the liberal way in which Australasia 
spends money upon public works—such as legislative buildings, 
town halls, hospitals, asylums, parks, and botanical gardens. 
I should say that where minor towns in America spend a 
hundred dollars on the town hall and on public parks and 
gardens, the like towns in Australasia spend a thousand. And 
.1 think that this ratio will hold good in the matter of hospitals 
also. I have seen a costly and well-equipped and architecturally 
handsome hospital in an Australian village of four thousand 
inhabitants. It was built by private funds furnished by the 
villagers and the neighbouring planters, and its running 
expenses are drawn from the same sources I suppose it 
would be hard to match this in any country. This village was 
about to close a contract for lighting its streets with the electric 
light when I was there. That is ahead of London. London 
is still obscured by gas—gas pretty widely scattered, too, in 
some of the districts ; so widely, indeed, that except on moon* 
light nights it is difficult to find the gas lamps. 

The botanical garden of Sydney covers thirty-eight acres, 
beautifully laid out and rich with the spoil of all the lands and 
all the climes of the world. The garden is on high ground m 
the middle of the town, overlooking the great harbour, find it 
adjoins the spacious grounds of Government Hous^fifty^hc 
acres; and at hand, also, is a recreation ground containing 
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two acres. In addition, there are the 20olc^*cal gardens, 
tlb race>course, and the great cricket grounds where the 
intem^onal matches are played. Therefore there is plenty of 
room for reposeful lazying and lounging; and for exercise, too, 
for sndi as like that kind of work. 

There are four specialties attainable in the way, of social 
pleasure. If you enter your name on the Visitors Book at 
Government House you will receive an invitation to the next 
ball that takes place there, if nothing can be proven against 
you. And it will be very pleasant, for you will see everybody 
except the governor, and add a number of acquaintances and 
several friends to your list. The governor will be in England. 
He always is. The continent has four or live governors, and 1 
do not know how many it takes to govern the outlying 
archipelagos ; but anyway you will not see them. When they 
are appointed they come out from England and get inaugurated 
and give a ball, and help pray for rain, and get aboard ship 
and go back home, and so the lieutenant-governor has to 
do all the wosk. 1 was in Australasia three months and a hal^ 
and saw only one governor, the others were at home. 

The Austrakisian governor would not be so restless, 
perhaps, if he had a war, or a veto, a something like that to 
call for his reserve-energies, but he hasn**!. There isn’t any 
war, and there isn’t any veto in his hands, and so there is really 
little or nothing doing in his line. The country governs itself, 
and prefers to do it; and is so strenuous about it and so 
jealous of its independence, that it grows restive if even the 
Imperial Government at home proposes to help ; and so the 
Imperial veto, while a fact, is yet mainly a name. 

Thus the governor’s functions are much more limited than 
are a governor’s functions with us, and therefore more 
fatiguing. He is the apparent head of the State, he is the real 
head of Society. He represents culture, refinement, elevated 
-sentiment, polite life, religion; and by his example he 
propagates these, and they spread and flourish and bear good 
fruit He creates the fashion, and leads it His ball is the 
ball of balls, and his countenance makes the horse race thrive. 

]^e is usually a lord, and this is well; for his position 
^X>mpels him to lead an expensive life, and an English lord is 
fiSnerally well equipped for that 

oa • 
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Another of Sydney*s social pleasures is the visit to Admimlty 
House, which is nobly situated on high ground overlooking 
the water, llie trim boats of the service convey the guests 
thither, and there, or on board the flagship, they have the 
duplicate of the hospitalities of Government House. The 
admiral commanding a station in British waters is a magnate of 
the first degree, and he is sumptuously housed, as becomes the 
dignity of his office. 

Third in the list of special pleasures is the tour of the 
harbour in a fine steam pleasure-launch. Your richer friends 
own boats of this kind, and they will invite you, and the joys 
of the trip will make a long day seem short. 

And finally comes the shark-fishing. Sydney Harbour; is 
populous with the finest breeds of man-eating sharks in the 
world. Some people make their living catching them, for the 
Government pays a cash bounty on them. Ihe larger the 
shark the larger the bounty, and some of the sharas are twenty 
feet long. You not only get the bounty, but everything that is 
in the shark belongs to you. Sometimes the contents are quite 
valuable. 

The shark is the swiftest fish that swims. The speed of the 
fastest steamer afloat is poor compared to his. And he is a 
great gad-about^ and roams far and wide in the oceans, and 
visits the shores of all of them ultimately in the course of his 
restless excursions. 1 have a tile to tell now which has not 
as yet been in print. In 1870 a young stranger arrived in 
Sydney, and set about finding something to do; but he knew 
no one and brought no recgmmendations, and the result was 
that he got no employment. He had aimed high, at first, but 
as time and his money wasted away, he grew less and less ex¬ 
acting, until at last he was willing to serve in the humblest 
capacities if so he might get bread and shelter. But luck was 
still against him; he could find no opening of any sort. Finally 
his money was all gone. He walked the streets all day, think¬ 
ing ; he walked them at night, thinking, thinking, and growing 
hungrier and hungrier. At dawn he found himself well away 
^om the town and drifting aimlessly along the harbour shore. 
As he was passing by a nodding shark-fisher, the man l^ipked 
up and said, * Say, young fellow, take my line a spell and change 
my luck for me.* 
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^ ‘ How do you know I won*t make it worse ? 

* Because you can*t It has been at its worst all night If 
you cafk’t change it, no harm’s done ; if you do change it, it’s 
for the better, of course. Come.* 

•All right, what will you give?* 

‘ I’ll ^ve you the shark, if you catch one.* 

* And I will eat it, bones and all. Give me the line.* 

* Here you are. I will get away now for awhile, so that 
my luck won’t spoil yours; for many and many a time I’ve 
noticed that if—there, pull in, pull in, man. You’ve got a 
bite 1 /knew how it would be. Why, I knew you for a born 
son of luck the minute I saw you. All right—he’s landed.’ 

It was an unusually large sliark—* a full nineteen footer,* 
the fisherman said, as he laid the creature’s stomach open with 
his knife. 

* Now you rob him, young man, while I step to my hamper 
for a fresh bait. There’s generally something in them worth 
going for. You’ve changed my luck, you see. But my good¬ 
ness, I hope j^u liaven’t changed your own.* 

‘ Oh, it wouldn’t matter; don’t worry about that. Get your 
bail, I’ll rob him.’ 

When the fisherman got l>ack, the young man had just 
finished washing his hands in the bay, and was starting away. 

* What, you’re not going ? * 

*Ycs. Good-bye.’ 

* But what about your shaik ? * 

‘ Ibe shark ? Why, what use is he to me ? * 

•What use is he? I like that. Don’t you know that we 
can go and report it to Government and you’ll get a clean solid 
eighty shillings bounty ? Hard cash, you know. What do ydu 
think about it ww ? ’ 

* Oh, well, you can collect it.* 

* And keep it ? Is that what you mean ? * 

‘Yes.’ 

‘ Well, this IS odd. You’re one of those sort they call ex- 
centrlcs, I judge. The saying is you mustn’t judge a man by 
his clothes, and I’m believing it now. Why yours are looking 
just latty, don’t you know; and yet you must be rich.* 

‘I am.* 

The young man walked slowly back to the town, deepl]^ 
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musing as he went. He halted a moment \n front of the b^St 
xestaurant) then glanced at his clothes and passed On and ^ot 
his break^t at a * stand-up.’ There was a good deal of It, and 
cost dve shillings. He tendered a sovereign, got his change, 
glanced at the silver, muttered to himself, * There isn’t enough 
to buy clothes with,’ and went his way. 

At half past nine the richest wool-broker in Sydney wasi 
sitting in his morning-room at home, settling his breakfast with 
the morning paper. A servant put his head in and said: 

* There’s a sundowner at the door wants to see you, sir.* 

* What do you bring that kind of a message here for ? Send 
him about hi& business.’ 

* He won’t go, sir. I’ve tried.’ * ^ 

* He won’t go ? That’s—why, that’s unusual. He’s one of 
two things, then ; he’s a remarkable person, or he’s crazy. Is 
he crazy ? ’ 

* No, sir. He don’t look it.’ 

* Then he’s remarkable. What does he say he wants ? ’ 

* He won’t tell, sir; only says it’s very imporftint’ 

•And won’t go. Does he raj'he won’t go ?’ 

*Says hell stand there till he sees you, sir, if it’s all day.’ 

‘ And yet isn’t crazy. Show him up.’ 

The sundowner was shown in. The broker said to himself, 
* No, he’s not cra/y, that is easy to see, so he must be the 
other thing.’ Then aloud; * Well, my good fellow, be qmck 
about It; don’t waste any words ; what is it you want?’ 

’ I want to borrow a hundred thousand pounds.’ 

‘ Scott I (It’s a mistake; he /s crazy. No—^he be— 

not with that eye.) Why, you take my breath away. Come, 
who are you ? ’ 

‘ Nobody that you know.’ 

* What is your name ? ’ 

‘ Cecil Rhodes.’ 

'No, I don’t remember hearing the name before. Now 
then—just for curiosity’s sake—wliat has sent you to me on 
this extraordinary errand?’ 

'The intention to make a hundred thousand pounds for 
you and as much for myself within the next sixty days.’ 

' Well, well, weU. It is the most extraordinary idea that I 
rHut d^wfh-^you interest me. And somehow you—welh you 
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Innate tnej^ I think that that is about tha word. And it 
im*t your proposition—no, that doesn’t fascinate roe; its some- 
thing alse, 1 don’t quite know wliat; something that’s born in 
you and oozes out of you, I suppose. Now then—just for 
cunosity’s sake again, nothing roore^-*as I understand it, it is 
your desire to bor- * 

* I said intention.’ 

‘Pardon, so you did. I thought it was an unheedful use 
of the word—an unheedful valuing of its strength, you know.’ 

‘ I knew its strength.’ 

‘ Well, 1 must say—but look here, let roe walk the floor a 
little; roy mind is getting into a sort of a whirl, though jfau 
don’t seem disturbed any. (Plainly this young fellow isn’t 
crazy; but as to his being remarkable—well, really he amounts 
to tiiat, and something over.) Now, then, I believe I am 
beyond the reach of further astonishment Strike, and spare 
not What is your scheme ? * 

‘To buy the wool crop—deliverable in sixty days.* 

‘ What the wAaJk of it ? * 

‘The whole of it* 

‘ No, I was not quite out of the reach of surprises, after all. 
Why, how you talk I Do you know what our crop is going to 
foot up?* 

‘Two and a half million sterling— may be a little more.* 

‘Well, you’ve got your statistics right anyway. Now, then, 
do you know what the margins would foot up, to buy it at 
sixty days ? ’ 

* The hundred thousand pounds I came here to get* 

‘ Right once more. Well, dear me, just to see what would 
happen, I wish you had the money. And if you had it what 
would you do with it ? * 

* I shall make two hundred thousand pounds out of it in 
sixty days.* 

‘You mean, of course, that you make it if- * 

‘Isrnd “shall.*** 

‘Yes, by George ! you dfd say “ shall.’* You are the most 
deftnite de'dl I ever saw in the matter of language. Dear, 
d^, dear—look here 1 Definite speech means clarity of 
mind. Upon my word, I believe you*ve got what you believe 
to be a rational reasa /9 for venturing into this house, an entire 
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stranger) on ^!s wild scheme of bu^diig the wool crop of aH 
entire colony on speculation. Bring it out—I am prepared^ 
acclimatised, if I may use the word. would you J>uy the 

crop, and would you make that sum out of it ? That is to 
say, what makes you think you- * 

‘ I don’t think—I know.* 

‘ Definite again. How do you know ? * 

* Because France has declared war against Germany, and 
wool has gone up fourteen per cent, in London, and is sdll 
rising.’ 

* Oh, indeed ? Now then, I’ve got you ! Such a thunder¬ 
bolt as you have just let fl> ought to have made me jump out of 
my chair, but it didn’t stir me the least little bit, you see. 

for a very simple reason : I have read the morning paper. You 
can look at it if you want to. The fastest ship in the service 
arrived at eleven o’clock last night, fifty days out from London. 
Aft her news is printed here. There are no war-clouds any¬ 
where ; and as for wool, why, it is the low-spiritedest commo¬ 
dity in the English market. It is your turn to jvnip now . . , 
Well, why don’t you jump ? Why do you sit there in that 
placid fashion, when-’ 

‘ Because I have later news.’ 

* Later news ? Oh, come—later news than fifty days, brought 

steaming hot from London by the- * 

* My news is only ten days old.’ 

* Oh, ybivu:hausc 7 t^ hear the maniac talk I Where did you 
get it ? * 

' * Got it out of a shark.’ 

‘ Oh, oh, oh, this is too much ! Front! call the police— 
bring the gun—raise the town I All the asylums in Christendom 
have broken loose in the single person of-* 

*Sit down ! And collect yourself. Where is the use in 
getting excited? Am I excited? There is nothing to get 
excited about Whe.t 1 make a statement which 1 cannot 
prove, it will be time enough for you to begin to offer hospita¬ 
lity to damaging fancies about me and my sanity.’ 

* Oh, a thousand, thousand pardons 1 1 ought to be. 

ashamed of myself, and I am ashamed of myself for thinking 
that a little bit of a circumstance like sending a shark to 
England to fetch back a market report- * 
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* What does your middle laidal stand ibrj sir ? * 

* Andrew 1 What are yon writing ? * 

*W|it a moment. Proof about the shark—and another 
matter. Only ten lines. There—now it is done. Sign it* 

‘Many thanks—many. Let me see ; it says—it says—oh, 
come, this is inlensting ! ^Vhy—^why—^look here ! prove what 
you say here, and Til put up the money, and double as much, 
if necessary, and divide the winnings with you, half and half. 
There now—I’ve signed j make your piomise good if you can. 
Show me a copy of the London “Times ” only ten days old.* 

‘ Here it is—and with it these buttons and a memorandum 
book that belonged to the man the shark swallowed. Swallowed 
him in the Thames, without a doubt j for you will notice that 
the last entry in the book is dated “ London,” and is of the 
same date as the “Times,” and says, “Per Consequentz der 
ICriegcserklarung reise ich heute nach Deutschland ab, auf 
dass ich mein Leben auf dem Altar meincs Landes legen mag ” 
—as clean native German as anybody can put upon paper, and 
means that in j:onsequcnce of the declaration of war, this loyal 
soul IS leaving for home to-day\ to fight. And he did leave, 
too, but the shaik had him before the day was done, poor 
fellow.’ 

‘ And a pity, too. But there are times for mourning, and 
we will attend to this case further on \ other matters are press¬ 
ing now. I will go down and set the machinery in motion in 
a quiet way and buy the crop. It will cheer the drooping 
spirits of the boys. In a transitory way—ever) thing is transi- 
toiy in this world. Sixty daj's hence, when they are called to 
ilolner the goods, they will think tbey've been stmek by 
litnmg. But there is a time for mourning, and wc will attend 
to that case along with tlie other one. Come along, I’ll take 
you to my tailor. What did you say your name is ? ’ 

* Cecil Rhodes.' 

* It is hard to remember. How'ever, 1 think you will make 
it easier by and by, it you live. There are only three kinds 
of people—commonplace men, remarkable men, and lunatics. 
I’ll classify you with the remarkables, and take the chances.* 

The deal went through, and secured to the young stranger 
the first fortune he ever pocketed. 
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CHAPTER XVI 

To succeed in the other trades, capacity mu^t he shOlfm; In the laW| 
concealment of it will do.— Pud<Pnhead WUsotds New Calendar* 

Tftfi people of Sydney ought to be afraid of the sharks, but 
for some reason they do not seem to be. On Saturdays the 
young men go out in their boats, and sometimes the tvatcr is 
fairly covered with the little sails. A boat upsets now and 
then by accident, a result of tumultuous skylarking; sometimes 
the boys upset their boat for fun—such as it is—with sharks 
visibly waiting around for just such an occurrence. The yo* ^ 
fellows scramble aboard whole—sometimes — not always. 
Tragedies have happened more than once. While I was in 
Sydney it was reported that a boy fell out of a boat in the 
mouth of the Paramatta river and screamed for help, and 
a boy jumped overboard from another boat to .jsave him from 
the assembling sharks \ but the sharks made swift work with 
the lives of both. 

The Government pays a bounty for the shark. To get the 
bounty the fishermen bait the hook or the seine with agreeable 
mutton ; the news spreads, and the sharks come from all over 
the Pacific Ocean to get the free board. In time, the shark 
culture will be one of the most successful things in the colony. 

My health had broken down in New York in May; it had 
remained in a doubtful but fairish condition during a succeeding 
period of eighty-two days; it broke again on the Pacific. It 
broke again in Sydney, but not until after I had had a good 
outing and had also filled my lecture engagements. 

This latest break lost me the chance of seeing Queensland. 
In the circumstances, to go north toward hotter weather was 
not advisable. 

So we moved south with a westward slant, seventeen hours 
by rail to the capital of the colony of Victoria, Melbourne*** 
that juvenile city of sixty years and half a million inhabitants. 
On the map the distance looks small, but that is a trouble with 
all divisions of distance in such a vast countiy as Australia* 
The colony of Victoria itself looks small on the map**look8 
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a county m fact—yct it is about as large as England, 
S^and) and Wales combined. Or, to get anodier focus upon 
it» it is)ust eighty times as large as the State of Rhode Island, 
and one-third as large as the State of Texas. 

Outside of Melbourne, Victoria seems to be owned by a 
handful of squatters, each mth a Rhode Island for a sheep- 
fiirm. That is the impression which one gathers from common 
talk, yet the wool industry of Victoria is by no means so great 
as that of New South Wales. The climate of Victoria is 
favourable to other great industries—among others, wheat- 
growing and the making of wine. 

We took the train at Sydney at about four in the afternoon. 
It was American in one way, for we had a most rational 
sleeping car; also the car was clean, and fine, and new—nothing 
about It to suggest the rolling stock of the continent of Europe. 
But our baggage was weighed and extra weight charged for. 
That was continental. Continental and troublesome. Any 
detail of railroading that is not troublesome cannot honourably 
be described continental. 

The tickets were round-trip ones—^to Melbourne, and clear 
to Adelaide, in South Australia, and then all the way back to 
Sydney. Twelve hundred more miles ilian we really expected 
to make; but then, as the round trip wouldn’t cost much more 
than the single trip, it seemed well enough to buy as many 
miles as one could afford, even if one was not likely to need 
them A human being has a natural desire to have more of a 
good thing than he needs. 

Now comes a singular thing; the oddest things the strangest 
thing, the most bafUmg and unaccountable marvel that 
Australasia can show. At the frontier, between New South 
Wales and Victoria, our multitude of passengers were routed 
out of their snug beds by lantern-light in the morning in the 
biting cold of a high altitude to change cars on a road that has 
no break in it from Sydney to Melbourne I Think of the 
p^lysis of intellect that gave that idea birth; imagine the 
boulder it emerged from on some petrified legislator’s shoulders. 

It is a narrow gauge road to the frontier, and a broader 
thence to Melbourne. The two Governments were the 
builders of the road and are the owners of it. 

One or two reasons are given for this curious state of things.. 
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One is, tliat it represents the jealousy existing between ||he 
colonies^the two naost important colonies ^ Austraksis* 
What the other one is, I have forgotten, but it il not of 
consequence. It could be but another effort to explain the 
inexplicable. 

All passengers fret at the double-gauge; all shippers of 
freight must, of course, fret at it; unnecessary expense, delay, 
and annoyance are imposed upon everybody concerned, and 
no one is benefited. 

Each Australian colony fences itself off from its neighbour 
with a Custom house. Personally I have no objection, but it 
must be a good deal of an inconvenience to the people. We 
have something resembling it here and there in America, 
it goes by another name. The large empire of the Pacifi6 
coast requires a world of iron machinery, and could manufacture 
it economically on the spot if the imposts on foreign iron were 
removed. But they are not. Protection to Pennsylvania and 
Alabama forbids it The result to the Pacific coast is the same 
as if there were several rows of Customs fenciss between the 
coast and the East. Iron carted across the American conti¬ 
nent at luxurious railway rates would be valuable enough to 
be coined when it arrived. 

We changed cars. This was at Albury. And it was 
there, I think, that the growing day and the early sun exposed 
the distant range called the Blue Mountains. Accurately 
named. ‘ My word ! ’ as the Australians say, but it was a 
stunning colour, that blue. Deep, strong, rich, exquisite; 
towering and majestic masses of blue—softly luminous blue, 
a smouldering blue, as if vaguely ht by fires within. It ex¬ 
tinguished the blue of the sky—made it pallid and unwhole¬ 
some, whitey, and washed out. A wonderful colour—just 
divine. 

A resident told me that those were not mountains; he 
said they were rabbit-piles; and explained that long ex- 
posuie and the over-ripe condition of the rabbits was what 
made them look so blue. This man may have been right, 
but much reading of books of travel has made me distrustful 
of gratis information furnished by unofficial residents of ft 
country. The facts which such people give to travellers aie 
^usually erroneous, and often intemperately so. The nbbit 
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pls^e lias Indeed been veiy bad. in Auattalia, and it could 
ao&imti for one mountain, but not for a mountain range, it 
i^emstckme. It is too large an order. 

We breakfasted at the station. A good breakfast, except 
the codee; and cheap. The Government establishes the 
prices and placards them. The waiters were men, I think; 
but that is not usual in Australasia. The usual thing is to 
have girls. No, not girls, but young ladies—generally duchesses. 
Dress? They would attract attention at any royal leviJe in 
Europe. Even empresses and queens do not dress as they 
do. Not that they could not afford it, perhaps, but that they 
would not know how. 

All the pleasant morning wc slid smoothly along over the 
plains, through thin—not thick—forests of great melancholy 
gum trees, with trunks ragged with curled sheets of flaking 
bark—erysipelas convalescents, so to speak, shedding their 
dead skins. And all along were tiny cabins, built sometimes 
of wood, sometimes of gray-blue corrugated iron ; and the 
doorsteps and fences were clogged with children—rugged little 
simply clad chaps that looked as if they had been imported 
from the banks of the Mississippi without breaking bulk. 

And there were little villages with neat stations well 
placarded with showy adveitistments—mainly of almost foo 
self righteous brands of ‘ sheep-dip,' if that is the name— and 
1 think it is. It is a stuif like tar, and is dabbed onto places 
where the shearer clips a piece out of the sheep. It bars out 
the flics, and has healing properties, and a nip to it which 
makes the sheep skip like the cattle on a thousand hills. It is 
not good to eat. That is, it is not good to eat except when 
mixed with railroad coffee. It improves railroad coffee. 
Without it railroad coffee is too vague, but with it is quite 
assertive and enthusiastic. By itself railroad coffee is too 
passive; but sheep dip makes it wake up and get down to 
business. I wonder where they get railroad coffee. 

We saw birds, but not a kangaroo, not an emu, not an 
ornithorhyncus, not a lecturer, not a native. Indeed, the land 
seemed quite destitute of game. But I have misused the word 
native. In Australia it is applied to Australian-bom whites 
only. 1 should have said that we saw no aboriginals—^no 
* black fellows.* And to this day 1 have never seen one. In 
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tSie great muaeunis yoti wiU 0nd aU the taihet curiosltiab ^3# 
in the curio of chiefest interest to the stranger all of them Ve 
lacking. We have at home an abundance of muse7|mS| and, 
not an American Indian in them. It is clearly an absu^^, 
but it never struck me before. 


CHAPTER XVII 

Truth is stranger than fiction—to some people, hut 1 am measurably 
familiar with \\..^Pud^tihead JVtlsofi's New Calendar^ 

Truth is stranger than Fiction, but it is because Fiction is oblige^ h) 
stick to possibilities; Truth isn’t.— Pudd*nhead JViisen's New Calender, 

The air was balmy and delicious, the sunshine radiant; it was 
a charming excursion. In the course of it we came to a town 
whose odd name was famous all over the world a quarter of a 
century ago—Wagga-Wagga. This was because the Tichbome 
Claimant had kept a butcher shop there. It was out of the 
midst of his humble collection of sausages and tripe that be 
soared up into the zenith of notoriety and hung there in the 
wastes of space a time, with the telescopes of all nations 
levelled at him in unappeasable curiosity—curiosity as to which 
of two long-missing persons he was: Arthur Orton, the mislaid 
roustabout of Wapping, or Sir Roger Tichbome, the lost heir of 
a name and estates as old as English history. We all know 
now, but not a dozen people knew then ; and the dozen kept 
the mystery to ^themselves, and allowed the most intricate, and 
fascinating, and marvellous real-life romance that has ever been 
played upon the world’s stage to unfold itself serenely, act by 
act, in a British court, by the long and teasing processes of 
judicial development. 

When we recall tl.c details of that great romance we marvel 
to see what daring chances truth may freely take in con¬ 
structing a tale, as compared with the poor little conservative risk 
permitted to fiction. The fiction-artist could achieve no jsuo* 
cess with the materials of this splendid Tichbome romance. 
He would have to drop out the chief characters; the public 
would say such people are impossible. He would have to 
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4 i^ tnt a tiuxabdir of most picturesque inddeats ; the 
|rift>Hc would SAy such tlungs pould never happen. 

Andiyet the chief characters did exist, and the incidents did 
Imppen. Let us imagine a ficdon'-artist sitting down to make 
a plausible romance out of these materials :— 

1. A young fellow, twenty-four years old—the hero. He 
has lived seventeen years in France, then spends seven years in 
England trying to learn English, and not succeeding very well, 
but acquiring a good enough education in other respects, and 
the polish that comes of constant contact with high and refined 
Bodety. 

2. A young fellow, about twenty-four—the villain. He has 
spent his twenty-four years in the slums of Wapping ; has no 
French, no polish, no education, and no English but coster¬ 
monger’s English, which leads a life of constant crime against 
the H. 

3. The hero’s mother. She has been at his elbow twenty- 
four years, and ought to be well acquainted with him. 

4. The bcr<« sails for South America; visits among Spanish 
planters a few weeks, w’lites a few letters home, then sails away 
in a ship that is never heard of again. 

5. The villain arrives at South i^merica as a common 
Bailor, deserts his ship, and remains among those planters 
several months, serving pait of the time as a butcher; then 
sails away and is lost track of by the planters and by the home- 
folks m Wapping. 

6. The bereaved mother advertises all ovei the world for 
the lost hero ; describes him and offers rewards for infoimation. 
She cannot give him up. 

7. At last, after years and years, news comes that he has 
been found—keeping a butcher shop in Wagga-Wagga, Aus¬ 
tralia. He will return home if money is sent. It is sent 
instantly. 

8. He comes; comes to France; and sends word to his 
mother. She flies to him. But does not fly. He is no 
toger the thin spindling of other days, he is a mountain of fat. 

is not delicate and refined now, no^ deferential and 
polished; he lies on his bed, in trousers and shirt, with his lace 
to the wall. But no matter; his mother recognises 
^recognises him * by his ears,’ as she says. 
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[By this time the fiction artist Is probaHy beginning to 
courage.] 

9. This porpoise goes to England with his motheii^ scatter* 
ing abandoned H’s all the way; is received in his town and 
on the rest of his princely estates with clamour of joy-bells and 
the delirious jubilations of his tenantry ; shakes hands affably 
w 4 th dozens of ladies and gentlemen and hostlers and officers 
and constables whom he used to know—in each case throwing 
out with easy facility some well-remembered incident of the old 
days—and presently turns his usurping little nephew out of 
mansion and estates and takes possession himself. 

Broadly outlined, that is Book I. of the Great Tichborne 
Romance. That all happened in Fact; we are now to imagiqe 
the trained romance artist pulling himself together and gettirig 
ready to make it happen in Fiction. It is a formidable contract. 

He must introduce the Wagga-Wagga butcher into the 
extremely rarefied atmosphere of the loftiest London society, 
and there, among practiced earls and countesses, play nobility 
himself, making as good an imitation of it as he can. He 
must be at his unembarrassed case; he must look, and act, 
and talk as if he has always been used to this grade of society. 
He must converse with fluent facility and with happy con¬ 
fidence. He must drench these people with floods of White¬ 
chapel English and amaze nobody. lie must say, *Wcn I 
was in ’Obart Town I met with a haccidcnt wich,’ etc., and 
those people must be represented as receiving it as if they had 
been accustomed to the company of wandering H’s all their 
lives. He must greet with a kiss on the cheek titled young 
lady * relatives * whom he is seeing for the first time, and must 
iciuark upon how they have grown since he saw them last. 
In the course of weeks he must meet crowds—hundreds—of 
persons whom he has never seen before, and recognise every¬ 
one of them—colonels, captains, cornets, common soldiers, 
college mates, tailors, <^oemakers, butlers, waiters, duchesses, 
clmmbermaids; also a ruck of people from France: French 
friends, schoolmates, professors, old family servants; and must 
recognise each of them, and identify himself to each by a ready 
reference to some weU-remembered episode of the old life in 
France when the butcher was a boy there. And he must make 
all tlus multitude recognise Mm, and see in him the lost heir 
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of the tlchbornes, ■whom they ha<J known so well in the old 
dftys. Also, he must do a still more stupendous thing; he 
must t|lk English to these French people, and make them 
believe him when he says that he has forgotten his French*— 
forgotten itr in a few years, after using and knowing no other 
tongue for seventeen. And he must confess that, he can still 
spe^ Spanish, although he learned it during his brief visit to 
South America, and has had no opportunity to use it since, 
and people must be made to accept this strange statement as 
fact. He must also be believed when he explains that the 
reason why he writes like a kangaroo and spells like an idiot is 
that he has forgotten. He, a man with a perfectly amazing 
memory for all manner of details, howsoever large or small, 
simple or complex, must be allowed to forget compact facts of 
imposing magnitude—facts which not even a cow could forget 
—and the fiction artist must make this incredible thing look 
plausible to his reader, and be acceptable to the several 
characters in his book. 

He would resign. No one has tried to make a romance 
out of the great Tichborne episode. It cannot be done. 
When we examine the episode w'e find it littered from beginning 
to end with impossibilities—not a thi'^g in it anywhere which 
could ever have happened—in fiction. Fiction is obliged to 
stick to possibilities; Truth isn’t. Truth can outrage all the 
possibilities, and get olf unrebuked; but there is a fine fuss 
whenever Fiction ventures to make even the poorest little try at 
the miraculous. 

It cost the Tichborne estates ;p4oo,ooo to unmask the 
Claimant and drive him out; and even after the exposure 
multitudes of Englishmen still believed in him. It cost the 
British Government another ;5f4oo,ooo to convict him of perjury; 
and after the conviction the same old multitudes still believed 
in him ; and among these believers were many educated and 
intelligent men, and some of them had personally known the 
real Sir Roger. The Claimant was sentenced to fourteen years* 
impiisonmcnt. When he got out of prison he went to' New York 
and kept a whisky saloon in the Bowery for a time, then dis* 
'appear^ from view. 

1 was in London when the Claimant stood his trial for 
perjury, I attended one of his showy evenings in the 

H 
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sumplubiis quarters provided for him from the pmses of 
adherents and well-wishers. He was in evening dress, eiuf I 
thought him a rather fiine and stately creature. There were 
about twenty-five gentlemen present, educated men, men 
moving in good society, none of them commonplacfc j some of 
them were men of distinction, none of them were obscurities. 
They were his cordial friends and admirers. It was *S*t 
Roger,* always *S’r Roger,* on all hands; no one withheld the 
title, all turned it from the tongue with unction, and as if it 
tasted good. 

They sat, smoked, smiled, listened, admired, applauded; 
Sir Roger walked majestically up and down, and tdked—^talked 
easily, flowingly, and without balking or having to break his 
gait to skirmish for elusive words. It was plain straightforw^ 
English, and admirably compact and lucid ; and consider what 
he was, and what formidable obstacles of environment and 
circumstances he had had to overcome in acquiring this 
considerable mastery of the great art of speech I He seemed 
to make no attempt to put an A in the right pla^'e; with a fine 
indifference he slaughtered it wherever he found it, cumbering 
his wake with the corpses as he marched; and nobody seemed 
to care, nobody seemed to mind. 

He continually dropped into personal history, and his talk 
was always interesting. It was loaded with names and dates 
and places—oh, to a degree that was bewildering. Apparently 
it never occurred to him to use vague general terms in referring 
to an incident of either recent or long-gone date. His was not 
the common formula: * Ten or twelve years ago I met a man 
on a winters day in Scotland,* etc. No, his formula was, * On 
the i8th of January, i86i, I met a man by the name of John 
P. Smith on the south-west comer of Jackson Square in 
Dunfermline,’ and so on. His histories were long, and thickly 
littered with exact details; and by and by, when he would be 
engaged upon a new one, something would call up one which 
he had been telling an hour before, and out would come 
the bristling details again, each in its place, and never a 
mistake. 

1 seemed to understand now how he could learn from hid 
crammers a million details of the lives of strangers whqm he 
was by and by to claim as old friends and acquaintances, and 
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note them up in his memorjr tmd Instantly produce tHSm again 
if year or two later whenever needed. * Ilie man had a pre- 
‘postertus memory. And good courage, good pluck—unsur¬ 
passable pluck and staying power. At this very time he was 
lighting that weary long pcijury fight in the court, and was 
present there every day and all day, contending against 
Clouds of witnesses imported from France, Australia, Tasmania, 
and South America, and meeting their myriad details of testi¬ 
mony with other myriads of the like drawn from the spacious 
caverns of his memory. It was a good fight. It lasted 
weeks and months—so long, in fact, that when at last it ended 
it took the judge two weeks to deliver his charge to the 
jury. 

And what a dramatic ending the trial had ! The Claimant 
had been thoroughly coached by people who were familiar with 
the real baronet’s history and connections, and he had leained 
his lesson thoroughly. All through the trial he held his grip 
and fought his fight with steady nerve, answering a library oi 
.searching questions, and answering them promptly and without 
hesitancy ; but at last the prosecution asked him what were the 
contents of the sealed envelope which the lost heir left with his 
banker when he sailed for South A.i erica. This was a bolt 
out of the blue ! The poor Claimant had never heard of this 
deadly document before, and for a good reason : none of his 
crammers was aware that it existed. As to its contents, only 
two persons in the world had ever had knowledge of them. 
One of these persons—the lost heir—^was in the bottom of the 
sea ; the other one—his betrothed—was present in the court. 
For the first time the Claimant’s tongue forgot its office; there 
was a pause, a dying down of whisperings, buz/;ings, and other 
noises; then a deep silence, with all eyes fixed upon the one 
man, and all ears waiting for his answer. He did not know 
what to say, but he had to say something. Gropingly, 
hesitatingly, he began to speak. He said the secret document 
contained—well, we do not need to particularise, but it was a 
brutal libel upon the young lady’s character. One may imagine 
the shudder of abhorrence and indignation which swept the 
court. 

Then the document which had lain sealed in the bank safe 
so many years was opened and read. It contained nothine 

ua ' 
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but the tost heir’s voir to build a church in honour of the Vir^n 
Maty in case she brought certain things to pass in his favoiit 
while he was gone on his travels. r 

^ . That end^ the Claimant His counsel threw up the case, 
and we know what followed. We have all seen greater men 
than the Tichbome Claimant, but he was easily the most, 
remarkable man I have ever seen. 

‘For many years I had had a mystery in stock. Melbourne, 
and only Melbourne, could unriddle it for me. In 1873 I 
arrived in London with my wife and young child, and p]*cscntly 
received a note from Naples, signed by a name not familiar to 
me. It was not Bascom, and it was not Henry; but I will 
call it Henry Bascom, for convenience’ sake. This note, of 
about six lines, was written on a strip of white paper wh^i^ 
end-edges were ragged. I came to be familiar with those strips 
in later years, their size and pattern were always the same. 
Their contents were usually to the same effect: would I 
and mine come to the writer’s country place in England on 
such and such a date, by such and such a train, and stay, 
twelve days, and depart by such and such a train at the end 
of the specified time? A carriage would meet us at the 
station. 

These invitations were always for a long time ahead : if we 
were in Europe, three months ahead; if we were in America, 
six to twelve months ahead. They always named the exact 
date and train for the beginning, and also for the end of the 
visit. 

This first note invited us for a date three months in the 
future. It asked us to arrive by the 4.10 p.m. train from 
London, August 6—the carriage would be waiting. The 
carriage would take us away seven days later— train specified. 
And there were these words : ‘ Speak to Tom Hughes.’ 

I showed the note to the author of * Tom Brown at Oxford,* 
and he said: 

‘ Accept, and be thankful.’ 

He described Mr. Bascom as being a man of genius, a man 
of fine attainments, a choice man in every way, a rare and 
beautiful character. He said that Bascom Hall was a par* 
ticularly fine example of the stately manorial mansion of 
^iJizabeth’s days, and that it was a house worth going a long 
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. i^ 5 ay; to ^6e^Uke Kn^wle j that Mf» 3 , was of a social 4isposi- 
^ced the company of agreeable people, and always had 
sample of the sort coming and going. 

We paid the visit We paid others, in later years-^the 
last one in 1879: Soon after that, Mr. Bascom started on ^ 


] Voyage around the world in a steam yacht—a long and leisurely 
. trip, for he was making collections in all lands of birds 
butt^flies, and such things. * 

The day that President Garfield was shot by the assassin 
Guiteau, we were at a little watering-place on Long Island 
Sound, and in the mail matter of that day came a letter with 
the Melbourne post mark on it. It was for my wife, but I 
recognised Mr. Bascom’s hand-writing on the envelope, and 
opened it. It was the usual note—as to paucity of lines—and 
was written on the customary strip of paper, but there was 
nothing usual about the contents. The note informed my wife 
that if it would be any assuagement of her grief to know that 
her husband’s lecture-tour in Australia was a satisfactory venture 
from the begiwning to the end, he, the writer, could testify that 
such was the case ; also, that her husband’s untimely death had 
been mourned by all classes, as she would already know by the 
press telegrams long before the reception of this note j that the 


funeral was attended by the officials of the colonial and city 
Governments; and that while he, the writer, her friend and 


mine, had not reached Melbourne in time to see the body, he 
had at least had the sad privilege of acting as one of the pall¬ 
bearers. 


(Signed) ‘ Henry Bascom.’ 


My first thought was, why didn’t he have the coffin opened ? 
He would have seen that the corpse was an impostor, and he 
could have gone right ahead and dried up the most of those 
tears, and comforted those sorrowing Governments, and sold 
the remains and sent me the money. 

I did nothing about the matter. I had set the law after 
Imng lecture-doubles of mine a couple of times in America, 
imd the law had not been able to catch them ; others in my 
tirade had tried to catch /Aeir impostor-doubles and had failed. 
;Th^ where was the use in harrying a ghost ? None—^and so 
Idid not disturb it. I had a curiosity to know about tha| 



letWre*tour and last momenta/but ^iii i^idii. 

I should see Mr. Bascom he would me all abbiit ib. 
he passed from life, and 1 never saw him agai^. 
Curiosity faded away. ,- 

However, when 1 found that I was going to Australia ii 
revived. And naturally; for if the people should say that X w;^ 
a'^ dull poor thing compared to what I was before I died, it 
would have a bad effect on business. Well, to my surprise th^ 
Sydney journalists had never heard of that impostor ! I pressed 
them, but they were firm—they had never heard of him, and- 
didn’t believe in him. 
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I could not understand it; still, I thought it would all come 
right in Melbourne. The Government would remember, a3|d 
the other mourners. At the supper of the Institute of 
Journalists I should find out all about the matter. But no—it, 
turned out that they had never heard of it. 

So my mystery was a mystery still. It was a great disap¬ 
pointment. I believed it would never be cleared up—in this 
life—-so I dropped it out of my mind. * 

But at last ! just when I was least expecting it—However, 
this is not the place for the rest of it; 1 shall come to the 
matter again in a far distant chapter. 


CHAPTER XVIII 

There is a Moral Sense, and there is an Immoral Sense. History shows 
ns that the Moral Sense enables us to perceive morality and how to avoid 
it, and that the Immoral Sense enables us to perceive immorality and how 
to enjoy it.— Pttdd^nhead WiIson*s New Calendar. 

Melbourne spreads around over an immense area of ground.. 
It is a stately city arcnitecturally as w'ell as in magnitude. It 
has an elaborate system of cable-car service; it has mused^o^ 
and colleges, and schools, and public gardens, and electridl;^, 
and gas, and libraries, and theatres, and minmg centres, au4 
wool centres, and centres of the arts and sciences; and boanli" 
of ti^e, and ships, and railroads, and a harbour, and sder^' 
rlub^ and journalistic clubs, and racing clubs, ai|d a squall;^,< 



«^olntedt and as many churches 
> > as can moke a living. In a word^ it is equipped with 

^ ^'^yeryiking that goes to make the modem great city. It is the 
7 dty of Australasiai and fills the post with honour and 

It has one specialty; this must not be jiunbled in with 
' tiic^o^er things. It is the mitred Metropolitan of the Horse* 
Hacing Cult. Its race ground is the Mecca of Australasia. On 
: the great annual day of sacrifice—the sth of November, Gify 
^'awkes’s Day—business is suspended over a stretch of land and 
sea as wide as from New York to San Francisco, and deeper than 
from the northern lakes to the Gulf of Mexico; and every manand 
woman, of high degree or low, who can afford the expense, put 
away their other duties and come. They begin to swarm in by 
$hips and rail a fortnight before the day, and they swarm thicker 
and . thicker day after day until all the vehicles of transporta* 
tion are taxed to their uttermost to meet the demands of the 
occasion, and all hotels and lodgings are bulging outwards 
because of the pressure from within. They come a hundred 
thousand strong, as all the best authorities say, and they pack 
the spacious grounds and grand-stands and make a spectacle 
such as is never to be seen in Australasia elsewhere. 

It is the * Melbourne Cup’ that brings this multitude 
together. Their clothes have been ordered long ago, at un¬ 
limited cost and without bounds as to beauty and magnificence, 
and have been kept in concealment until now, for unto this 
daf^are they consecrate. I am speaking of the ladies’ clothes ; 
but one might know that. 

And so the grand stands make a brilliant and wonderful 
spectacle, a delirium of colour, a vision of beauty. The cham¬ 
pagne flows, everybody is vivacious, excited, happy, everybody 
bets, and gloves and fortunes change hands right along all the 
time. Day after day the races go on, and the fun and excit^ent' 
are kept at white heat; and when each day is done, the people 
dance all night so as to be fresh for the race in the momir^. 
jj^d at the end of the great week the swarms secure lodgings 
^,^4 traiisportation for next year, then flock away to their remote 
j^omes and count their gains and losses, and order next year’s 
\ clothes, and then lie down and sleep two weeks, and get up 
, to r^ect that a whole year must be put in somehow or 
. befpre they can be wholly happy again. 

*1' f* 
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Jlefboiime^up is the Austr^^ jpajr.^^^ 


WOdM ]>0 difficult to overstate its impcstazice. It , 

shadows all other holidays and specialised days of wbat^erOc^^"^.^! 
in that congeries of colonies. Overshadows diem ? 1 might v! 
olmc^t say it blots them out. Each of them gets attention^,, 
but pot everybody's; each of them evokes interest,^but not ' 
everybody's ; each of them rouses enthusiasm, but not every- ' 
body's; in each case a part of the attention, interest, and 
enthusiasm is a matter of habit and custom, and another part of- \ 
it is official and perfunctory. Cup I )ay, and Cup Day cmlyi , ' 
commands an attention, an interest, and an enthusiasm,,whi(^ 


are universal and spontaneous, not perfunctory. Cup Day . 
is supreme—it has no rival. 1 can call to mind no spedab - 
ised annual day, in any country, which can be named^'% 
that laige name—Supreme. I can call to mind no special- , 
ised annual day, in any country, whose approach fires the" 
whole land with a conflagration of conversation, and pre- ' 
paration, and anticipation, and jubilation. I*)o day save this 
one ; but this one does it. » 


In America we have no annual supreme day; no day 
whose approach makes the whole nation glad. We have the 
Fourth of July, and Christmas, and Thanksgiving. Neither 
of them can claim the primacy; neither of them can arouse 
an enthusiasm which comes near to bdng universal. Eight ^ 
grown Americans out of ten dread the coming of the Fourth, 
with its pandemonium and its perils, and they rejoice WtKen 
it is gone—if still alive. The approach of Christmas brings 
harassment and dread to many excellent people. They 
have to buy a cart-load of presents, and they never know what, 
to buy to hit the various tastes ; they put in three weeks of ' 
hard and anxious work, and when Christmas morning comes 
they are so dissatisfied with the result, and so disappointed, 
that they want to sit down and cry. Then they give thanks 
that Christmas comes but once a year. The observance ctf 
Thanksgiving Day—as a function—has become general of late 
years. The thankfulness Itself is not so general. This is 
natural. Two-thirds of the nation have always had hard luck^ 
and a hard time during the year, and this has a <silming eflect 
tipcu) ,l;heir enthusiasm. 

We iktzfc a supreme day—a sweeping, and tremendous, and f 
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day aft absolute uniVer- 

of intei:est and excitea^t; bat it is not annual It 
but once in four years, therefore it cannot count as 
; a. irjval of the Melbourne Cup. 

In Great Britain and Ireland they have two great days— 
Christmas and the Queen’s birthday. But they are equally 
; popular; there is no supremacy. 

I think it must be conceded that the position of Aus- 
^tralasian Day is unique, solitary, unfellowed j and likely to hold 
that high place a long time. 

^ The things which interest us when we travel are, first, the 
people; next, the novelties; and finally, the history of the 
plages and countries visited. Novelties are rare in cities which 
represent the most advanced civilisation of the modern day. 
When one is familiar with such cities in the other parts of the 
world he is in effect familiar with tlie cities of Australasia. 
The outside aspects will furnish little that is new. There will be 


new names, but the things which they represent will sometimes 
be found to bq, less new than their names. There may be 
shades of difference, but these can easily be too fine for detec¬ 
tion by the incompetent eye of the passing stranger. In the 
larrikin he will not be able to discover a new species, but only 
an old one met elsewhere, and variously called loafer, rough, 
tough, bummer, or blatherskite, according to his geographi 
cal distribution. The larrikin differs by a shade from those 
others, in that he is more sociable toward the stranger than 
they, more kindly disposed, more hospitable, more hearty, 
more friendly. At least it seemed so to me, and 1 had 
opportunity to observe—in Sydney, at least. In Melbourne 
,I had to drive to and from the lecture-theatre, but in Sydney 
I was able to walk both ways, and did it. Every night on 
my way home, at ten or a quarter past, I found the larrikin 
grouped in considerable force at several of the street cometi^ 
and he always gave me pleasant salutation : 

'* Hello, Mark 1 * 


. ^ * Here’s to you, old chap 1 * 

: i 1—is he dead ? *—a reference to a passage in 

itee book of mine, though I did not detect at the time that 
^at ^ its source. And I didn’t detect it afterward in Mel- 
bfmroUy when I came on the stage for the first time, and the 
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ilu^tiQii vas drop^ down np<m 
of the gallery. It is always difficult:^ arnw Ji i; 
inquiry like that, when you have come unprepared and 
i^iow what it means. I will remark here—if it is not aU 
corum—that the welcome which an American lecturer 


from a British colonial audience is a thing which will movehiiiii^, 
to his deepest deeps, and veil his sight and break his votev 
And from Winnipeg to Africa experience will teach him 
nothing; he will never learn to expect it, it will catch him a$ $ 
surprise each time. The war-cloud hanging black over England; 
and America made no trouble for me. I was a prospective, 
prisoner of war, but at dinners, suppers, on the platform, 
and elsewhere, there w'as never anything to remind me of it. 
This was hospitality of the right metal, and would '^ve 
been prominently lacking in some countries in the circum¬ 


stances. 


And speaking of the war-flurry, it seemed to me to bring 
to light the unexpected in a detail or two. It seemed to 
relegate the war-talk to the politicians on both sides of the 
water; whereas whenever a prospective war between two 
nations had been in the air theretofore, the public had done 
the most of the talking and the bitterest. The attitude of the 
newspapers was new also. I speak of those of Australasia and 
India, for I had access to those only. They treated the subject 
argumentatively and with dignity, not with spite and anger* 
That was a new spirit, too, and not learned of the French and 
German press, either before Sedan or since. I heard many 
public speeches, and they reflected the moderation of the 
journals. The outlook is that the English-speaking race will 
dominate the earth a hundred years from now if its sectiotii 
do not get to fighting each other. It would be a pity to spod 
that prospect by baffling and retarding wars when arbitratiem 
would settle their diflerences so much better and also so md<^ 


more definitely. 

No, as 1 have suggested, novelties are rare in the great 
capitals of modern times. Even the wool exchange J ut 
Melbourne could not be told from the familiar stock exchange,. 
0^ other countries. Wool brokers are just like stockbrokei^ p 
they all bounce from thdr seats and put up their hands : 
in unison—^no stranger can tell what—and the p^d^.^ 
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fe 004 tlkoppeoce ikrtlMng-^ 
i^'T*^wben probilbly bothiiig of tie kind happened ; for 
shdftld he know ? 

'! fn the tnuseums you will find acres of the most strange and 
ftadnatihg things ; but all museums are fascinating, and they 
do so tire your eyes, and break your back, and burn out your 
'vitalities with their consuming interest You always say you 
will never go again, but you do go. The palaces of t|ie rich 
in Melbourne are much like the palaces of the rich in America, 
and the life in them is the same; but there the resemblance 
cnd& ' The grounds surrounding the American palace are not 
often large, and not often beautiful, but in the Melbourne case 
die grounds are often ducally spacious, and the climate and the 
gardeners together make them as beautiful as a dream. It is 
said that some of the country seats have grounds—domains— 
about them which rival in charm and magnitude those 
which surround the country mansion of an English lord j but 
I was not out in the country, I had my hands full in the 
town. • 


And what was the origin of this majestic city and its 
efflorescence of palatial town houses and country seats ? Its 
first brick was laid and its first house built by a passing convict 
Ausualian history is almost always picturesque; indeed, it is 
so curious and strange, that it is itself the chiefest novelty the 
country has to offer, and so it pushes the other novelties into 
^ond and third place. It does not read like history, but like 
the most beautiful lies ; and all of a fresh new sort, no mouldy 
did stale ones. It is full of surprises and adventures, and 
incongruities, and contradictions, and incredibilities; but they 
are all true, they all happened. 

Here is this man who laid Melbourne’s first brick. His 
hiistory is history, but one cannot tell it from romance. His 
name was Buckley; and some day Melbourne’s name will 
^' changed to Buckleyville, or Buckleytown, or Buckleyburg 
4 -^l<mkleyville, I think; the present injustice cannot last for 
Buckley was a young English giant He had been a 
; fc^iiSkmason first, later a soldier. He was in the wars in 
f'^i^and, and bore all his life the decoration of a wound 
Si^^ambly come by. Later, in England, he was convicted ol 
aimlen goods—^prob^bly six shillings’ worth—and was 
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<foQ!ine(i:prel«nlha^^^ thfiMl^oowa^^^ hti&iSti^iiw|^it: 
Vm note how richly his young life opened, as to inddent 4 i^S 
episode. Next, he was shipped for Australia along wifh a 
of other convicts, to serve—but the length of his t^m il hcjt. 
stated. This was in 1803, when he was twenty-three jearsdti' 
The expedition was at sea five months and a half; then it s^^ 
itself a^ore not very far from where Melbourne now stands... 
It was a bush country, wild and forbidding, and peopled 
aboriglhals solely. There was not a white man nearer dun 


the little colony at Sydney, hundreds of miles away. A convki f 
station was begun (soon to be abandoned), and Buckley laid 
the first brick. 


Buckley abhorred the shame and the slavery of his new 
life, and was not well satisfied with the climate by and by, 
when January brought midsummer, and he had to do his hard 
day’s work in a temperature of no® in the shade. So hd 
made a break for freedom, and was successful. He had 
companions when he started ; one was shot by the guard, the 
others got away, and wandered with Bucktey in the bush' 
during six miserable days in a famishing condition; then,' 
preferring convict sufferings with food to these without, they 
set out on their return-trip, leaving Buckley alone, for he 
would not go with them. There was good stuff in Buckley. ^ 
He and his comrades had originally thought of walking to 
California; for they w'ere not educated men, and their 
geography was weak; but when Buckley was left solitary, he 
made no such attempt, because of the distance partly, and. 
partly because he was in doubt as to California’s precise 
whereabouts. He resolved to try for Sydney, but made 
mistake, and went from it instead of toward it. He lived on 
berries and mussels and such things a long time, but was 
finally captured by the savages. He had just had a stroke of 
good luck that morning, although he was not aware of it at 
the time. He had nulled a spear out of a grave, and it was 
in his hand when the aboriginals came upon him. They 
bdieved that he was tlie occupant of the grave come to life 
^ain. So he was among relatives and friends. They were 
glad to have him back, and so he was at once provided with I 
food, ^d wives, and a nephew, and other necessaries of 
and made welcome and at home. ' 





‘ He liv^ ihe tsibe*$ Mti he leamed the iriWs 
end in time forgot hii own. And without ever 
white man or hearing white man’s speech, this Crusoe 
this strange life, utterly lost to the world, during the 
atnajt&g term of tkiriy^wo years 1 

^ Jt takes Australia to beat the record. The other Crusoes 
are gone four years, and come back ostentatiously gotten up 
in goat skins for effect, but the Australian kind are gone a 
generation and come modestly back without anything on at 
all, so as not to attract attention. 

Thus Buckley began Melbourne. 

In our day the telegraph, the newspaper, and the illus¬ 
trated magazine would take a newly discovered find like this 
Buckley and fill the world with his name, and make his 
fortune; but the Buckley of that old day could not close the 
romance of his life in this splendid way. It was ‘ clover ’ for 
him to be appointed personal scn*ant to the colonel in 
command of th%new colony and have clothes to wear. Also 
he acted as»constable and detective. Presently he resigned 
and went to Van Diemen’s Land (now Tasmania), and through 
‘interest’ got himself appointed assistant-storekeeper to the 
Hobart Immigration Horae. Filially, he got the post of gate¬ 
keeper to the Female Nursery. He married the widow of a 
mechanic in 1840, when he was sixty years old. When he was 
seventy he was retired on a pension of ,$60 a year, and enjoyed 
it six years. Then Death, jealous of his pro.sperit3% took him. 
It was a sufficiently colourless tapering off of a unique and 
wonderful career. 
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CHAPTER XIX 

» F 

. The English are mentioned in the Bible: * Blessed are the meeki Icff 
they sliall inherit the eait\i.*~-^I‘iudcl’n/tead IVilsoffs New Calentdar^ 

When we consider the immensity of the British Empire in 
territory, population, and trade, it requires a stem exercise of 
faith to believe in the figures which represent Australasia’s 
contribution to the Empire’s commercial grandeur. As com¬ 
pared with the landed estate of the British Empire, the lan^d 
estate dominated by any other Power except one—^Russia^is 
not very impressive for size. My authorities make the British, 
Empire not much short of a fourth larger than the Russian 
Empire. Roughly proportioned, if you will allow your hand 
to represent the British Empire, you may then cut off the 
fingers a trifle above the middle joint of the middle finger, 
and what is left of the hand will represent Russia. The 
populations ruled by Great Britain and China are about the 
same—400,000,000 each. No other Power approaches these 
figures. Even Russia is left far behind. 

The population of Australasia—4,000,000—sinks into 
nothingness and is lost from sight in that British ocean df 
400,000,000. Yet the statistics indicate that it rises again and 
shows up very conspicuously when its share of the Empire’s 
commerce is the matter under consideration. The value of 
England’s annual exports and imports is stated at three billions 
of dollars,* and it is claimed that more than one-tenth of this 
great aggregate is represented by Australasia’s exports to 
England and imports from England.* In addition to this, 
Australasia does a trade with countries other than England 
amounting to a hundted million dollars a year, and a domestm . 
interc(^onial trade amounting to a hundred and fifty millions.* 

In round numbers, the 4,000,000 buy and sell about 
jji6oo,ooo,ooo worth of goods a year. It is claimed that about 
half of this represents commodities of Australasian production’ 


» Blue-iook, 


* D. M. Luckier 






-‘!Srl^''|n:odiiGts ^fKJtted annually by ^iik..v 

:6ver .$$oOi0OQtOoo^ Now, thebrefore, we hkvi3 hifere SDijiie 
’ stiaining figures; 
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indkm [voduotion (30 Qi,ooQ|O 0O population) •< t /f50O,0O0»,e^' 

Australasian production (4,000,000 population) • • ^300,000,1^ 


That is to say, the product of the individual Inqi^ 
annually (for export somewhither), is worth jS[i75 ; that of the 
individual Australasian (for export somewhither), ^75 1 

There are trustworthy statistics furnished by Sir Richard 
Temple and others which show that the individual Indian’s 
whole annual product, both for export and home use, is woil^h 
in gold only |7*5o, or $S 7 ' 5 <^ for the family aggregate—fan^jf 
estimated at five persons. Ciphered out on a like ratio of 
multiplication, the Australasian family’s aggregate production 
would be nearly j^i,6oo. Truly there is nothing so astonishing 
as figures, when they once get started. 

We left Melbourne by rail for Adelaide, the capital of the 
vast province of South Australia—a seventeerr-hour excursion. 
On the train we found several Sydney friends; among them a 
-judge who was out on circuit, and was going to hold court at 
Broken Hill, where the celebrated silver mine is. It seemed a 
curious road to take to get to that region: Broken Hill is close 
to the western border of New South Wales, and Sydney is on 
the eastern border. A fairly straight line 700 miles long, 
drawn westward from Sydney, would strike Broken Hill, just 
as a semewhat shorter one drawn west from Boston would 
strike Buffalo. The way the judge was travelling would carry 
him over 2,000 miles of rail, he said : south-west from Sydney 
down to Melbourne, then north-west up to Adelaide, then a 
cant back north-eastward and over the border into New South 
Wales once more—to Broken Hill. It was like going from 
Boston south-west to Richmond, Virginia; then north-west np 
to Erie, Pennsylvania, then a cant back north-east and over 
the border to Buffalo, New York. 

But the explanation was simple. Years ago the fabulously 
rich silver discovery at Broken Hill burst suddenly upon iwfi; 
unexpectant world. Its stock started at shillings, and went 
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Ittps and bounds to the most &nciftil figures. It was one of 
tBo^ cases where the cook puts a month’s wages into shares 
and comes next month and buys your house at your own 
price and moves into it heiself ; where the coachman takes a 
few shares, and next month sets up a bank; and where the 
common sailor invests the price of a spree, and next month 
buys out the steamship company and goes into business on 
his own hook. In a word, it was one of those excitements 
which bring multitudes of people to a common centre with a 
rush, and whose needs must be supplied and at once. Adelaide 
was close by, Sydney was far away. Adelaide threw a short 
railway across the border before Sydney had time to arrange 
for a long one; it was then not worth while for Sydney to 
arrange at all. The whole vast trade-profit of Broken Hill fell 
into Adelaide’s hands irrevocably. New South Wales furnishes 
law for Broken Hill and sends her judges 2,000 miles—mainly 
through alien countries—to administer it, but Adelaide takes 
the dividends, and makes no moan. 

We started^at 4.20 in the afternoon, and moved across 
level plains until night. In the morning we had a stretch of 
‘ scrub ’ country—the kind of thing which is so useful to the 
Australian novelist. In the scrub the hostile aboriginal lurks 
and flits mysteriously about, slipping out from time to time to 
surprise and slaughter the settler, then slipping back again and 
leaving no track that the white man can follow. In the scrub 
the novelist’s heroine gets lost; search fails of result; she 
wanders here and there, and Anally sinks down exhausted and 
unconscious, and the searchers pass within a yard or two of 
her, not suspecting that she is near; and by and by some 
rambler finds her bones and the pathetic diary which she has 
scribbled with her failing hand and left behind. Nobody can 
find a lost heroine in th^ scrub but the aboriginal * tracker,’ 
and he will not lend himself to the scheme if it will interfere 
with the novelist’s plot The scrub stretches miles and miles 
in all directions, and looks like a level roof of bush-tops 
without a break or a crack in it—as seamless as a blanket to 
all appearance. One might as well walk under water and hope 
to guess out a route and stick to it, I should think. Yet it is 
claimed that the aboriginal * tracker’ was able to hunt out 
people lost in the scrub; also in the *bush^; also in ‘the^ 
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desert; and even follow them over patches of bare rocka 9 ^ 
over alluvial ground which had to all appeaunre been washed 
clear of foot prints. 

From reading Australian books and talking with the people 
1 became convinced that the aboriginal tracker’s perfoimancea 
evince a craft, a penetration, a luminous sagacity, and a 
minuteness and accuracy of observation, in the matter of de¬ 
tective work, not found in nearly so remarkable a degree in 
any other people, white or coloured. In an official account of 
the blacks of Australia published by the Government of 
Victoria, one reads that the aboriginal not only notices the 
faint marks left on the bark of a tree by the claws of a climbing 
opossum, but knows in some way or other whether the marks 
were made to-day or yesterday. ^ 

And there is the case of record where A, a settler, makes 
a bet with B, that B may lose a cow as effectually as he can, 
and A will produce an aboriginal who will find her. B selects 
a cow and lets the tracker sec the cow’s footprints, then be put 
under guard. B then drives the cow a few mi’es over a course 
which drifts in all directions, and frequently doubles back upon 
itself; and he selects difficult ground all the time, and, once 
or twice, even drives the cow through herds of other cows, and 
mingles her tracks in the wide confusion of theirs. He finally 
brings his cow home. The aboriginal is set at liberty, and at 
once moves around in a great circle examining all cow tracks 
until he finds the one he is after j then sets off and follows it 
throughout its erratic course, and ultimately tracks it to the 
stable where B has hidden the cow. Now wherein docs one 
cow track differ from another? There must be a difference, or the 
tracker could not have performed the feat; a difference minute, 
shadowy, and not detectable by you or me, or by the late 
Sherlock Holmes, and yet discernible by a member of a race 
charged by some people with occupying the bottom place in 
the gradations of human intelligence. 



CHAPTER XX 

It is eaaer to stay out than get out* 

Pud^nhead WiUotds New Calwtdar* 

\ ^ < i 

The train was now exploring a beautiful hill country, and 
went tvristing in and out through lovely little green valleys. 
There were several varieties of gum trees, among them many 
giants. Some of them were bodied and barked like a syca¬ 
more ; some were of fantastic aspect, and'reminded one of the 
quaint apple trees in Japanese pictures. And there was one 
peculiarly beautiful tree whose name and breed I did not 
know. The foliage seemed to consist of big bunches of pine- 
spineSj the lower'half of each bunch a rich brown or old gold 
colour, the upper half a most vivid, and strenuous, and shouting 
green. The effect was altogether bewitching. The tree was 
apparently rare. <* I should say that the first and last samples 
;Of it seen by us were not more than half an hour apart. 
There was another tree of striking aspect, a kind of pine, 
we were told. Its foliage was as fine as hair, apparently, 
and its mass sphered itself above the naked straight stem 
like an explosion of misty smoke. It was not a sociable 
sort; it did not gather in groups or couples, but each indivi¬ 
dual stood far away from its nearest neighbour. It soattered 
iteelf in this spacious and exclusive fashion about the slopes 
of swelling grassy great knolls, and stood in the full flood 
of the wonderful sunshine; and as far as you could see the 
tree itself, you could also see the ink-black blot of its shadow 
cm the shining green carpet at its feet. 

^On some part of this railway journey we saw gorse and 
broom, importations from England; and a gentleman who 
came into oihr compartment on a visit tried to tell me which 
wm; which, but as he didn’t know, he had difficulty. He said 
he.wEs ashamed of his ignorance, but that he had never been 
confronted with the question before during the fifty years and 
^olte that he had spent in Australia, and so he had never 
to get interested in the matter. But there was no 
liA to be ashamed. The most of us have his defect We . 



/,&|e,ii li^timl iot^rest in noveltiesi 'but^ it 

dn interest in familiar things The gorse and tlm 
‘ were a fine accent in the landscape- Here knd 
burst out in sudden conflagrations of vivid yellow agatel.lt^^ 
background of sober or sombre colour, with a so startling 
as to make a body catch his breath with the happy surprise 
. it. And then there was the wattle, a native bush or tree, an 
inspiring cloud of sumptuous yellow bloom. It is a favourite 
with the Australians, and has a fine fragrance, a quality usually 
wanting in Australian blossoms. 

The gentleman who enriched me with the poverty of his 
information about the gorse and the broom told me that he 
came out from England a youth of twenty and entered, the 
province of South Australia with thirty-six shillings m^his 
pocket—an adventurer without trade, profession, or friend^ 
but with a clearly defined purpose in his head : he would 
stay until he was worth 200/., then go back home. He would 
allow himself five years for the accumulation of this fortune 
‘That was more than fifty years ago,' 5ai(^he, ‘and here X 
am yet.' * 

As he went out at the door he met a friend and turned and 
introduced him to me, and the friend and I had a talk and a . 
smoke I spoke of the previous conversation, and said there 
was something very pathetic about this half century of exile 
and that 1 wished the 200/. scheme had succeeded. 


‘ With Arw ? Oh, it did. It’s not so sad a case. He is 
modes^ and he left out some of the particulars. The lad 
reached South Australia just in time to help discover the 
Burra-Burra copper mines. They turned out 700,000/. in the 
finit three years. Up to now they have yielded 2 o,ooo,ooo 4 ., 
He has had his share. Before that boy had been in the 
country two years he could have gone home and bought a 
village; he could go now and buy a city, I think. No, thej;e 
is nothing very pathetic about his case. He arid his copper. 
Anived at just a handy time to save South Australia, ft ha^ 
got mashed pretty flat under the collapse of a land boon^. 
awhile before.’ ? - 

There it is again : picturesque history—Australia’s spec^ly."; 
In iS29 South Australia hadn’t a white man in it. In 
British Parliament erected it—stiU a solitnde-^^ 









and ^ye it a goyemiar and other gOTemmental 
in^. Speculators took hold now and inaugurated a 
^tist land scheme, and invited immigration, encouraging it 
a^h hirid promises of sudden wealth. It was well worked m 
JLondoh, and bishops, statesmen, and all sorts of people made 
a tush for the land company’s shares. Immigrants soon b^n 
to pour into the region of Adelaide and sel^t town lots and farms 
in the sand and the j[iangrove swamps by the sea. The crowds 
continued to come, prices of land rose high, then higher and still 
higher; everybody was prosperous and happy, the boom swelled 
into gigantic proportions. A village of sheet-iron huts and 
Clapboard sheds sprang up in the sand, and in these wigwams 
fasHon made display; richly dressed ladies played on costly 
pianos, London swells in evening dress and patent leather boots 
were abundant, and this fine society drank champagne, and in 
other ways conducted itself in this capital of humble sheds as 
it had been accustomed to do in the aristocratic quarters of 
the metropolis of the world. The provincial government put 
up expensive iSuildings for its own use, and a palace with 
gardens for the use of its governor. The governor had a 
guard and maintained a court. Roads, wharves, and hospitals 
were built. All this on credit, on paper, on wind, on inflated 
and fictitious values—on the boom’s moonshine, in fact. 

This went on handsomely during four or five years. Then 
all of a sudden came the smash. Bills for a huge amount 
drawn by the governor upon the Treasury were dishdnoured, 
the land company’s credit went up in smoke, a panic followed, 
values fell with a rush, the frightened immigrants siezed their 
grip-sacks and fied to other lands, leaving behind them a good 
imitation of a solitude where lately had been a buzzing and 
/populous hive of men. 

Adelaide w’as indeed almost empty; its population had 
fi^tlen to 3,000. During two years or more the death trance 
Continued. Prospect of revival there was none; hope of it 
Ceased. Then as suddenly as the paralysis had come, came 
’djte resurrection from it. Those astonishingly rich copper 
mines were discovered, and the corpse got up and danced. 

The wool production began to grow; grain raising followed 
! Wfbllcwed so vigorously, too, that four or five years after the 
liscovery, this little colony, which had had to import itl^ 
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bieftd stuffii formerly and pay hard prices for 
a band for flour—^had become an exporter of gra^ Tbe 
prosperities continued. After many years Providence* desuii^ 
to sboTir espedal regard for New South Wales, and exhibit a 
loving interest in its welfare which should certify to all nations 
the recognition of that colony’s conspicuous righteousness and 
distinguished well-deserving, conferred upon it that treasury of 
inconceivable riches,* Broken Hill; and South Australia went 
over the border and took it, giving thank£ 

Among our passengers was an American with a unique 
vocation. Unique is a strong word, but I use it justifiably if I 
did not misconceive what the American told me; for I under¬ 
stood him to say that in the world there was not another man 
engaged in the business which he was following. He Iras 
buying the Kangaroo-skin crop; buying all of it, both the 
Australian crop and the Tasmanian; and buying it for an 
American house in New York. The prices were not high, as 
there was no competition, but the year’s aggregate of skins 
would cost him ;£’30,ooo. I had had the idia that the kan¬ 
garoo was about extinct in Tasmania and well thinned out on 
the continent. In America the skins are tanned and made 
into shoes. After the tanning, the leather takes a new name-««- 
which I have forgotten—I only remember that the new 
name does not indicate that the kangaroo furnishes the 
leather. There was a German competition for awhile, some 
years ago, but that has ceased. The Germans failed to 
arrive at the secret of tanning the skins successfully, and 
they withdrew from the business. Now, then, 1 suppose that 
I have seen a man whose occupation is really entitled to 
bear that high epithet—unique. And I suppose that there 
is not another occupation in the world that is restricted 
to the hands of a sole person. I can think of no in¬ 
stance of it. There is more than one Pope, there is more 
than one Emperor, there is even more than one living god, 
walking upon the earth and worshipped in all sincerity by l^e 
populations of men. I have seen and talked with two of these 
beings myself, in India, and I have the autograph of ode 
of them. It can come good, by and by, 1 reckon, if I attach 
it to a * permit,* 

Approaching Adelaide we dismounted from the train, at 



t!le Fretach say, an^ were <lriv^ m am ppem caniage over the 
hi^s an||^ along their slopes to the ci^. It was an excursion of 
an hour or two, and the charm of it could not be overstated, 1 
^mlc. The road wound around through gaps and gorges, 
and offered all varieties of scenery and prospect—^-mountains, 
crags, country houses, gardens, forests—colour, colour, colour 
everywhere, and the air fine and fresh, the skies blue, and 
not a shred of cloud to mar the downpour of the brilliant 
sunshine. And finally the mountain gateway opened, and the 
immense plain lay spread out below and stretching away into 
dim distances on every hand, soft and delicate, and dainty and 
beautiful On its near edge reposed the city. 

We descended and entered. There was nothing to remind 
one of the humble capital of huts and sheds of the long- 
vanished day of the land-boom. No, this was a modern 
city, with wide streets, compactly built; with fine homes 
everywhere, embowered in foliage and fiowers, and w'ith im¬ 
posing masses of public buildings nobly grouped and archi- 
tectu^ly beautiful. 

There was prosperity in the air; for another boom was on. 
Providence, desiring to show especial regard for the neighbour¬ 
ing colony on the west—called Weste*-” Australia—and exhibit 
a loving interest in its wolfaie v/hich should certify to all 
nations the recognition of that colony’s conspicuous righteous¬ 
ness and distinguished well-deserving, had recently conferred 
upon it that majestic treasury of golden riches, Coolgardie; 
and now South Australia had gone around the corner and 
taken it, giving thanks. Everything comes to him who is 
patient and good, and waits. And defeats the plans of Pro¬ 
vidence. 

But South Australia deserv'es much, for apparently she is 
an hospitable home for every alien who chooses to come; and 
for his religion, too. She has a population, as per the latest 
census, of only 320,000-odd, and yet her varieties of religion 
indicate the presence within her borders of samples of people 
firom pretty nearly every part of the globe you can think of. 
Tabulated, these varieties of religion mhke a remarkable 
show. One would have to go far to find its match. I copy 
here this cosmopolitan curiosity, and it comes from the pub- 



Churdi of England 


Roman Catholic. 

• 

Wesleyan . • 

« 

Lutheran . . 

• 

Presbyterian 

• 

Congregationalist 

• 

Bible Christian . 

• 

Primitive Methodist 

• 

Baptist 

Christian Brethren 

• 

Methodist New Connexion 

Unitarian . 

• 

Church of Christ 

• 

Society of Friends 

• 

Salvation Army . 


New Jerusalem Church 

Jews . 

• 

Protestants (undefined) 
Mohammedans 

Confucians, &c. . 

• 

Other religions . 

• 

Object . . 

• 

Not stated . ' . 



Total 





\ 

. * 



* 





23.32* 

18,206 

11,882 

15*762 

ii,6S4 

17.547 

465 

39 

688 

3.367 

100 


4.356 

i6(.$ 

840 


5.532 

299 
3.SS4 
1,719 « 
6,940 
8,046 


320 . 43 * 


The item in the above list 
following as returned :— 


Agnostics ... 50 

Atheists ... 22 

Believers in Christ . 4 

Buddhists ... 52 

Calvinists ... 46 

Christadelphians . .134 

Christians . . . 30S 

Christ’s Chapel . . 9 

Christian Israelites . 2 

Christian Socialists . 6 

Church of God . . 6 

Cosmopolitans . < . 3 

^^eists . • . .14 

Evangelists ... 60 

, Exclusive Brethren . 8 

Eree Church. . . 21 

_ Free Methodists . . 5 

Freethinkers . • 258 

Followers of Christ • 8 


* Other religions' includes the^ 


Gospel Meeting . • 11 

Greek Church . , 44 

Huguenot . . . ‘ 2 

Hussite . • « 1 

Infidels ... 9 

Maronites ... 2 

Menmonist . • • x 

Moravians • . . 139 

Mormons ... 4 

Naturalists . • • 2 

Orthodox ... 4 

Others (indefinite) . 17 

Pagans . . , 2Q 

Pantheists ... 3 

Plymouth Brethren • Hl» 

Rationalists • » 4 

Reformers . • • 7 

Secularists. . . . fi 




















. • • S4 

SpiilbiBlists • • • 37 

TJieosophists • , 9 


Toi^rn (City) MtkioQ, • t6 
Church . * 27 

Zorocstzians . . * 3 

Zwiuglian . • * X 


I » ■** 

’ , see how healthy the religious atmosphere is. Anything 
Oan live in it—^Agnostics, Atheists, Freethinkers, Infidels, 
Mormons, Pagans, Indefinites; they are all there. And all the 
big sects of the world can do more than merely live in it, they 
can spread, flourish, prosper; all except the Spiritualists and 
the Theosophists. That is the most curious feature of this 
curious table. What is the matter with the spectre ? Why do 
they puff him away ? He is a welcome toy everywhere else 
in the world. 


CHAPTER XXI 

Man will do inaiiy things to get himself loved, he will do all thin^ to 
get himself envied.— PudcTnhead IVUsau's New Calendar^ 

The successor of the sheeUron hamlet of the Mangrove ::s 

has that other Australian specialty, the Botanical G^xiens. 
We cannot have these paradises. The best we could do would 
be to cover a vast acreage under glass and apply steam heat. 
' But it would be inadequate, the lacks would still be so great: the 
Confined sense, the sense of suffocation, the atmospheric dimness, 
the sweaty heat—these would all be there, in pla^e ofthe Austra* 
lian openness to the sky, the sunshine, and the breeze. Whatever 
. will grow under glass with us will flourish rampantly out dl 
doors in Australia.^ When the w'hite man came the continent 
was nearly as poor, in variety of vegetation, as the desert of 
' Sahara; now it has everything that grows in the earth. In 
fi^t, not Australia only but all Australasia has levied tribute 
. hpon the flora of the rest of the world; and wherever one goes 
the results appear, in gardens private and public, in the woodsy 
l^palls of the highways, and in even the forests. If you see a 

> 1 ' ’ The greatest heat in Victoria, that there is an authoritative record of, 

3 im at Sandhurst in January, i8^< The thermometer then registered 
in the shade. In Januaiy, 1889, th? beat at Adelfude, South 
lya** in the sun. 
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emloQS or boautiful txee, or bosh, or flower^ dnd 
ibt people answering usually name a foreign county ai the 
place of its origin—lndia, ^rica, Japan, China, England* 
America, Java, Sumatra, New Guinea, Polynesia, and so on. 

In the Zoological Gardens of Adelaide I saw the only 
laughing jackass that ever showed any disposition to t>e 
courteous to me. This one opened his head wide and laughed 
like a demon, or like a maniac who was consumed with 
humorous scorn over a cheap and degraded pun. It was 
B very human laugh. If he had been out of sight I could have 
believed that the laughter came from a man. It is an odd* 
looking bird, with a head and beak that are much too large 
for its body. In time man will exterminate the rest of the 
wild creatures of Australia, but this one will probably stu^ive, 
for man is his friend and lets him alone. Man always has a 
good reason for his charities toward w'ild things, human br 
animaloowhen he has any. In this case the bird is spared 
because he kills snakes. If L. J. will take my advice he will 
not kill all of them. 

In that Garden I also saw the wild Australian dog—^the 
dingo. He was a beautiful creature—shapely, graceful, a little 
wolfish in some of his aspects, but with a most friendly eye 
and sociable disposition. The dingo is not an importation; he 
was present in great force when the whites first came to the 
continent. It may be that he is the oldest dog in the universe; 
his origin, his descent, the place where his ancestors first 
appeared, are as unknown and untraccable as are the camel’s. 
He is the most precious dog in the world, for he does not 
bark. But in an evil hour he got to raiding the sheep-runs to 
appease his hunger, and that sealed his doom. He is hunted 
now just as if he were a wolf. He has been sentenced to 
extermination, and the sentence will be carried out. This 
is all right and not objectionable, for the world was made for 
man—the white maa 

South Australia is confusingly named. All of the colonies 
have a southern exposure except one—Queensland. Froperlv 
speaking, South Australia is middle Australia. It exXeaw 
straight up through the centre of the continent like the middle 
board in a centre-table. It is 2,000 miles high from south to 
^ north, and about a third as wide. A wee little spot down in 
its south-eastern comer contains eight* or nine-tenths of its 
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Ipi^pulfttion; the other one* or two^enths are el9ewhere--as else* 
where as tbejr would be in the United States with aU the country 
betweeif Denver and ChicagOi and Canada and the Gulf of 
Mexico to scatter over. There is plenty of room. A telegraph 
line stretches straight up north through that 2,000 miles of 
wilderness and desert from Adelaide to Fort Darwin, on the 
edge of the upper ocean. South Australia built the line^ and 
did it in 1871-2, when her population numbered only 185,000. 
It was a great work; for there were no roads, no paths; 1,300 
miles of 3 ie route had been traversed but once before by white 
men j provisions, wire and poles had to be carried over immense 
stretches of desert j wells had to be dug along the route to 
supply the men and cattle with water. 

A cable had been previously laid from Port Darwin to Java 
and thence to India, and there was telegraphic communication 
with England from India. And so, if Adelaide could make 
connection with Port Darwin it meant connection with the 
whole world. The enterprise succeeded. One could watch 
the London maik&t daily now; the profit to the wool growers 
of Australia was instant and enormous. 

A telegram from Melbourne to San Francisco covers 
approximately 20,000 miles in its trip—the equivalent of five* 
sixths of the way around the globe. It has to halt along the 
way a good many times and be repeated ; still, but little time 
is lost. These halts, and the distances between them are here 
tabulated: ^ 


Miles. 


Melbourne—^Mount Gambler • 

• 

• 

• 

• 

ft 

300 

Mount Gambler—Adelaide • 

• 

• 

• 

• 

ft 

270 

Adelaide—Port Augusta • 


• 

• 

i 

ft 

200 

Port Augusta—^AUce Springs • 

• 

■ 

• 

• 

ft 

1,036 

Alice Springs—Port Darmn • 

• 

• 

• 

0 

ft 

898 

Port I>»win—Banjoewangie . 

• 

0 

• 

• 

ft 

1,150 

Banjoewangie—Batavia. • 



• 

• 

ft 

480 

Batavlox-Smgapore • • 

• 

t 

• 

• 

ft 

553 

Singapore—^Penang • • 

• 

• 

• 

• 

ft 

399 

Penang—Madras • • • 

• 

• 

• 

ft 

ft 

z, 28 o 

Madras—^Bombay • # • 

• 


• 

ft 

ft 

650 

Bombay —Aden • • • 

• 

• 

• 

ft V 

ft 

1,662 

. Aden—^uez . • • . 

• 

• 

• 

ft 

ft 

1,346 

Sues—Alexandria * • • 


• 

t 

ft 

ft 

224 

Alexandria—^Malta « 

% 

• 

• 

ft 

ft 

828 


* From Rotmd ihi Empire (George R. all but the last two. 
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liiblta—Gibraltar . « 

mm, ; 

• ••••• 2,0Qg* 

GUnaltar—-Falmoath • 

.z,o6l 

Falmouth—London • 


London—^New York . 

• 2,500 

New York—San Franciwo 

• t • • • • 3 *5^ 

I was in Adelaide again 

some months later, and saw the 


multitudes gather in the neighbouring city of Glenelg to com* 
memorate the Reading of the Proclamation—^in 1836—which 
founded the Province. If I have at any time called it a Colony, 
1 withdraw the discourtesy. It is not a Colony, it is a Province ; 
and officially so. Moreover it is the only one so named in 
Australasia. There was great enthusiasm; it was the Province’s 
national holiday, its Fourth of July, so to speak. It is the pre* 
eminent holiday; and that is saying much, in a country Wbilre 
they seem to have a most un-English mania for holidays. 
Mainly they are working-men’s holidays; for in South Australia 
the working-man is sovereign; his vote is the desire of the 
politician—indeed, it is the very breath of the politician’s being; 
the Parliament exists to deliver the will of fhe working man* 
and the Government exists to execute it. The working-man is 
a great power everywhere in Australia, but South Australia is 
his paradise. He has had a hard time in this world, and has 
earned a paradise. I am glad he has found it. The holidays 
there arc frequent enough to be bewildering to the stranger, 1 
tried to get the hang of the system, but was not able to do it. 

You have seen that the Province is tolerant, religious-wise. 
It is so politically also. One of the speakers at the Com¬ 
memoration banquet—the Minister of Public Works—^w'as an 
American, bom and reared in New England. There is nothing 
narrow about the Province, politically or in any other way that 
I know of. Sixty-four religions and a Yankee cabinet minister. 
No amount of horse-racing can damn this community. 

The mean temperature of the Province is 62®. The death- 
rate is 13 in the x,ooo-.-about half what it is in the city of New 
York, I should think, and New York is a healthy city. Thirteen 
is the death-rate for the average citizen of the Province, but 
there seems to be no death-rate for the old people. Th6re 
were people at the Commemoration banquet who couM 
remember Cromwell. There were six of them. These 0I4 
^settlers had all been present at the original Reading of 
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Bvodamadon in x^$ 6 , They showed signs of .the blightings 
And blastings of time in their outward aspect, but ihey were 
3toung Within ; young and cheerful, and ready to talk; ready to 
talk) and talk all you wanted; in their turn, and out of it 
They were down for six speeches, and they made forty-two* 
The governor and the cabinet and the mayor were down for 
forty-two speeches, and they made six. They have splendid 
grit, the old settlers, splendid staying power. But they do not 
hear well, and when they see the mayor going through motions 
which they recognise as the introducing of a speaker, they 
think they are the one, and they all get up together and begin 
to respond, in the most animated way; and the more the 
mayor gesticulates, and shouts * Sit down 1 sit down 1 ' the more 
they take it for applause, and the more excited and reminiscent 
and enthusiastic they get; and next, when they see the whole 
bouse laughing and crying, three of them think it is about the 
bitter old-time hardships they are describing, and the other 
three think the laughter is caused by the jokes they have been 
uncorking—jokoJfbf the vintage of 1836—and then the way 
they do go on ! And finally, when ushers come and plead, and 
beg, and gently and reverently crowd them down into their 
scats, they say, ‘ Oh, I’m not tired— T could bang along a 
week!' and they sit thcic looking simple and child-like and 
gentle, and proud of their oratory, and wholly unconscious of 
what is going on at the other end of the room. And so one of 
the great dignitaries gets a chance, and begins his carefully 
prepared speech, impressively and with solemnity : 

* When we, now great, and prosperous, and powerful, bow 
our heads in reverent wonder in the contemplation of those 
sublimities of energy, of w isdom, of forethought, of- ^ 

Up come the immortal six again, in a body, vith a joyous 
‘Hey, I’ve thought of another one!’ and at it they go, with 
might and main, hearing not a whisper of the pandemonium 
that salutes them, but taking all the visible violences for 
applause, as before, and hammering joyously away till the 
imploring ushers pray them into their seats again. And a pity, 
too; for those lovely old boys did so enjoy living their heroic 
youth over, in these days of their honoured antiquity; and 
cettainly the things they had to tell were usually worth tho 
telling and the hearing. 
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It was a Btlxring spectade; stirring in more ways than oile^ 
for it was amazingly funny, and at the same tim^ deeply 
pathetic; for they had seen so much, those time-worn veterans* 
and had su0ered so much; and had built so strongly and well* 
and laid the foundations of their commonwealth so deep, in 
liberty and tolerance; and had lived to see the structure rise 
to such state and dignity, and hear themselves so praised for 
their honourable work. 

One of these old gentlemen told me some things of interest' 
afterwards; things about the aboriginals, mainly. He thought 
them intelligent—remarkably so in some directions—and he 
said that along with their unpleasant qualities they had some 
exceedingly good ones, and he considered it a great pity thu*'^ 
the race had died out. He instanced their invention of the 
boomerang and the'* weet-weet * as evidences of their brightness; 
and as another evidence of it he said he had never seen a white 
man who had cleverness enough to learn to do the miraebs 
with those two toys that the aboriginals achieved. He said 
that even the smartest whites had been obli^ to confess tliat 
they could not learn the trick of the boomciang in perfection; 
that it had possibilities which they could not master. The 
white man could not control its motions, could not tnakc it 
obey him; but the aboriginal could. He told me some 
wonderful things—some almost incredible things—^which he 
had seen the blacks do with the boomerang and the weet weet. 
They have been confirmed to me since by other early settlers, 
and by trustworthy books. 

It is contended—^and may be said to be conceded—that the 
boomerang was known to certain savage tribes in Europe in 
Roman times. In support of this, Virgil and two other Roman 
poets are quoted. It is also contended that it was known to 
the ancient Egyptians. 

One of two things is then apparent: either some one with 
a boomerang anived in Australia in the days of antiquity before 
European knowledge of the thing had been lost, or the 
Australian aboriginal re-invented it. It will take some time t, 
find out which of these two propositions is the fiict. Rut their 
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CHAPTER XXn 

tt fs by the goodness of God that in our country we have those three 
nmpecdcably precious thinp: freedom of speech, freedom of consmcnce, 
snd tlic jnudvnce ne%cr to practise either of them.— Pu<&fnhtad Wthon't 
New Calendar, 

From Diary : Mr. G. called. I had not seen him since 
Nauheim, Germany, several years ago, the time that the 
cholera broke out at Hamburg. We talked of the people we 
had known there, or had casually met, and G. said ; 

*Do you remember my introducing you to an earl—the 
Earl of C.?* 

‘Yes. That was the last time I saw you. You and he 
were in a carriage, just stalling—belated—for the train. I 
remember it.’ 

* I remember 'itf'too, because of a thing which happened 
then which I was not looking for. He had told me awhile 
before about a remarkable and interesting Californian whom he 
had met, and who was a friend of your^, and said that if he 
should e\ er meet you he w ould ask you for some particulars 
about tliat Californian. 1 'he subject was not mentioned that 
day at Nauheim, for we were huiiying away, and there was no 
time j but the thing that surprised me was this : when I 
introduced you, you said, “ I am glad to meet your lordship— 
again.” The “ again ” was the surprise. He is a little hard of 
hearing, and didn’t catch that word, and I thought you hadn’t 
intended that he should. As wc drove off I had only time to 
say, “ Why, what do you know %bout him ? ” and 1 understood 
you to say, “ Oh, nothing, except that he is the quickest judge 
of —” Then we were gone, and I didn’t get the rest I 
wondered what it was that he was such a quick judge of. I 
have thought of it many times since, and still wondered what 
it could be. He and I talked it over, but could not guess it 
out He thought it must be fox-hounds or horses, for he is a 
good judge of those—no one is a better. But you couldn’t 
k^ow that, because you didn’t know him ; you had mistaken 
bim for some one else; it must bo that, he said, b^use he 




WTT yo« had neter met befoies. , . _ ... 

^hadnV-badyou?'’ '' . ^ 

' ‘Yea, I had.' . ' ,.^' 0 ''^;# 

‘Is that so? AVhere?’ ' 

‘ At a fox-hunt in England.' ' ■ , 

‘ How curious that is. '\^'hy, he hadn't the least recoUecticBt '^ 
■of it Had you any conversation with him ? * •';;Ji 

* Some—yes.’ 

‘ Well, it left not the least impression upon him. \Wiat did 
you talk about ? ’ ' f 

‘ About the fox. I think that w-as all.* 

* Why, that would interest him; that ought to have left as 

impression. What did talk about?’ , 

•The fox.’ :: 

‘It’s very curious. I don’t understand it. Did what he, 
jaid leave an impression upon you ? ’ 

‘ Yes. It showed me that he was a quick judge of—‘ •; 
however, I will tell you all about it, then you will understand. ^ 
It was a quarter of a century ago—’74. I had an ■' 
American friend in London named F., who was fond of;; 
hunting, and his friends the Blanks invited him and me to 
come out to the hunt and be their guests at their country place.,^ 
In the morning the mounts were provided, but when I saw the 
horses I changed my mind and asked permission to walk^ I, 
^had never seen an English hunter before, and it seemed to me 
that 1 could hunt a fox safer on the ground. I had always 
been diffident about horses, anyway, even those of the common 
altitudes, and I did not feel competent to hunt on a horse that^ 
went on stilts. So then Mrs. Blank came to my help, and said 
I could go with her in the dog-cart, and we would drive to a' 
place she knew of, and there w^ should have a good glimpse 
the hunt as it went by. 

‘ When we got to that place I got out and went and leaned ■ 
my elbows on a low stone wall w'hich enclosed a turfy and;.' 
beautiful great field with heavy woods on all its sides e:^cept ' 
..I'OUTS. Mrs. Blank sat in the dog-cart fifty yards away, which ' 
^ .w^ as near as she could get with the vehicle. I was 
' Interest, for I had never seen a fox-hunt. I waited, dijeani|t)|g^’;’ 
and imagining, in the deep stillness and impressive tranquilSfyS 
which reigned in that retired spot Presently, from ' " 
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Ph^ ail of a^sudden a multitude o( dogs burst out of that forest 
l^ d went tearing by and disappeared in the forest on the right. ‘ 
J^tl^re was a pause, and then a cloud of horsemen in black caps 
crimson coats plunged out of the left-hand forest and 
^^t flaming across the field like a prairie-fire, a stirring sight 
''to see. There was one man ahead of the rest, and he came 
‘SspUrring straight at me. ' He was fiercely excited. It was fine 
)to see him ride; be was a master horseman. He came like a 
storm till he was within seven feet of me, where I was leaning 
on the wall; then he stood his horse straight up in the air on 
Jhis hind toe-nails, and shouted like a demon: 

* “ Which way’d the fox go ? ” 

* I didn’t much like the tone, but I did not let on, for he 
was excited, you know. But 1 was calm ; so I said softly, and 
without acrimony; 


*It seemed to anger him. I don’t know why; and he 
thundered out; 

* “ Which fox ? why, the fox ! WTiich way did the fox go ? ” 

* I said, with great gentleness—even argumentatively: 

* If you could be a Lttle more defi.iite—a little less vague 

— because I am a stranger, and there are many foxes, as you 
will know even better than I, and unless I know which one it 
!s that you desire to identify, and- 

* “ You’re certainly the damdest idiot that has escaped in 
a thousand years ! ” and he snatched his great horse around as 
easily as I would snatch a cat, and was away like a hurricane. 
A very excitable man. 

* I went back to Mrs. Blank, and she was excited, too; oh, 
all alive. She said : 


* ** He sfohe to you !— didn^t he ? ” 

* ** Yes, it is w hat happened.” 

* ** I knew it 1 I couldn’t hear what he said, but I knew he 
^pke to you 1 Do you know who it was ? It was Lord C., 

he is Mastei of the Buckhounds 1 Tell me—^what do you 
of him ? ” 

,i* “Him? Well, for sizing-up a stranger, he’s got the most 
lud^den and accurate judgment of any man I ever saw.” 
^|tijpl^sed hpr. I thought it would,* 


gol away from Nauheim juw fet'tmiS*^:, 

^^ahiit in by the quarantine-bars on the fronti^s ; ^E,^yij!|;j|j 
(|rf0r we, left the next day. But G. had a great deal of 
getting by the Italian Custom House, and we should have 
!; ’likewise but for the thoughtfulness of our consul-general 
*/'Frankfort. He introduced me to the Italian consul-gen^Jjl 
1 and I brought away from that consulate a letter which ma^e'l 
our way smooth. It was half a dozen lines merely commendihl 
me in a general way to the courtesies of servants in his Italiau^ul 
majesty’s service, but it was more powerful than it looked. ih4 
addition to a raft of ordinary baggage, we had six or eight:*;" 
trunks which were filled exclusively with dutiable stuflf—hbuse-;'^^ 
hold goods purchased in Frankfort for use in Florence, whe^&fe 
we had taken a house. I was going to ship these through 0^4 
express; but at the last moment an order went throughout,!i 
Germany forbidding the moving of any parcels by train unless 2 
the owner -went with them. This was a bad outlook. We/| 
must take these things along, and the delay sure to be caus; 
by the examination of them in the Custom Huuse might losq, 
our train. I imagined all sorts of terrors, and enlarged 
steadily as we approached the Italian frontier. We were ax itr^' 
, number, and clogged w'ith all that baggage, and I was courier *' 
for the party—the most incapable one they had ever employed, 
We arrived, and pressed with the crowd into the immense 
‘ Custom House, and the usual worries began; everybody' 
crowding to the counter and begging to have his baggage 
. examined first, and all hands clattering and chattering at once.'' 

It seemed to me that I could do nothing; it would be better!^ 
ft to give it all up and go away and leave the baggage. I couldn’t, ’ 
speak the language; I should never accomplish any thing;* 
Just then a tall handsome man in a fine uniform was passing ^5 
by, and I knew he must be the station master—and that 5 
reminded me of my letter. I ran to liim and put it into his| 
hands. He took it out of the envelope, and the moment his'^j 
eye caught the royal coat of arms printed at its top he toojc'v 
off his cap and made a beautiful bow to me, and said 
‘ English, ‘Which is your baggage ? Please show it to me/ Jli 
I showed him the mountain. Nobody was disturbing^ 
nobedy was interested in it j all the family’s attempts to.gSlI 
; attention to it had failed, except in tjie cg^se of one pf' *^ 



i oii^fflle tgooaa. It was ju$t beine&petied; 


It was jii$t bang^pi^ed; 
‘There,'let that alone ! Lo^ it. Now chalk 
' CHhJk all of the lot. Now, please come and show' me the 
paiid baggage.* 

P;’’ He plowed through the waiting crowd, I following, to the 
planter, and he gave orders again, in his emphatic military 


‘ Chalk these. Clialk a/l of them.* 

&r; Then he took off his cap and made that beautiful bow 
'^gain, and went his way. By this time these attentions had ; 

. Attracted the wonder of that acre of passengers, and the whisper 
had gone around that the royal family were present getting their 
■baggage chalked ; and as we passed down in review on our 
\way to the door, I was conscious of a pervading atmosphere of 
,^vy, which gave me deep satisfaction. 

.-T , But soon there was an accident. My overcoat pockets 
were stuffed with German cigars and linen packages of 
iAmerican smoking tobacco, and a porter was following us 
around with this'd^rcoat on his arm, and gradually getting it 
upside down. Just as I, in the rear of my family, moved by 
the sentinels at the door, about three hatfuls of the tobacco 
'tumbled out on the floor. One of the soldiers pounced upon 
it, gathered it up in his arms, pointed back whence I had 
come, and mpjched me ahead of him past that long wall of 
passengers again—he chattering and exulting like a devil, they 
smiling in peaceful joy, and I trying to look as if my pride w'as 
not hurt, and as if I did not mind being brought to shame 
before these pleased people who had so lately envied me. But . 
at heart I w’as cruelly humbled. 

When I had been marched two-thirds of the long distance^ 
and the misery of it was at the worst, the stately station master ' 
Itepped out from somewhere and the soldier left me and darted 
ito him and overtook him, and I could see by the soldier’s 
sxdted gestures that he was betraying to him the whole shabby 
5usmess. The station master was plainly very angry. He 
striding down toward me, and when he was come near he 
3egan to pour out a stream of indignant Italian ; then suddenly < 
':b6k off his hat and made that beautiful bow again, and said/1 
is ^0u\ I beg a thousand pardons! This idiot 
—* he turned to the exulting soldier and burst out wids//. 

' ■ - K*- v'-. 

' ’ ^ ” I 
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a flood of white hot Italian lava, and the next moment i 
was bowing, and the soldier and I were moving in procession 
again—•/« in the lead and ashamed, this time, I with my chin 
op. And so we marched by the crowd of fascmaled passengersi, 
and I went forth to the train with the honours of war--%, 
tobacco and all. 


( 

CHAPTER XXIII 

What are the proper proportions of a maxim ’ A minimum of sound 
to a maximum of sense — Ptidd^nhcad ]Vilson s Calendar, 

Punjahi ptoctrb The altar clo‘h of one con is the doormat of the 
next — Pudd^nhead IVtIson's New CaLndir, ^ 

Bljore I saw Australia I had never heaid of the ‘weet weU* 
at all I met but few men who had seen it thrown- at least I 
met but few men who mentioned having seen ’t thrown. 
Roughly described, it is a fat wooden tit,ar with its butt end 
fastened to a flexible twig The whole thing'lis only a couple 
of feet long, and weighs less than two ounces This feather— 
so to call it—IS not thrown through thf air, but is flung with an 
undeihanded throw and made to stiike the ground a little 
way in fiont of the throwei , then it gl imcs and makes a long 
skip, glances again, skips again, and again and dgun, like the 
flat stone which a boy sends skating over the water. The 
water is smooth, and the stone his a good chance, so a strong 
man may make it travel fifty or seventy five yaids, but the 
. wett weet has no su(h good chance, for it strikes sand, glass, 
and earth in its course Yet an expert aboriginal has sent it a 
measured distance of tit’o hundnd and twenty y at d% It would 
have gone e\tn further, but it encountered rank ferns and 
underwood on its passage, and they damaged its speed Two 
hundred and twenty yards, and so weightless a toy, a mouse on 
the end of a bit of wire, in effect, and not sailing through the 
accoinmoditing a^, but encountering grab’s and sand and stuff 
at every jump It looks w.iolly impossible, but Mr Brough 
t Smyth saw the feat and did the measuring, and set down the 
\ fact in his book about aboriginal life which he wrote by 
^ command of the Victorian Government, 

MTiat 15 the secret of the fegt^ No one explains. ’ 



lot 

tj'^eight anjAiistance. It must be art But no one eat-, 
ins what the art of it is, nor how it gets around that law Of 
s^hature which says you shall not throw any two-ounce thing 220 
^^ards, either through the air or bumping along the ground. 

Rev. J. G. Wood says ; ‘ The distance to Avhich the weet* 
I": weet or kangaroo-rat can be thrown is truly astonishing. I have 
^^ieen an Australian stand at one side of Kennington Oval and. 

throw the kangaroo-rat completely across it.’- [Width of Kenning- 
f/ ton Oval not stated.] * It darts through the air with the sharp 
j '' and menacing hiss of a rifle-ball, its greatest height from the 
‘^^^ound being some sc\en or eight feet. . . . When properly* 
■^hrown it looks just like a living animal leaping along. ... Its 
^.movements have a wonderful resemblance to the long leaps of 
fi/a kangaroo-rat fleeing in alarm, with its long tail trailing behind 


'k The Old Settler said that he had seen distances made by 
the weet-weet, in .the early days, which almost convinced him 
•[ that it was as extraordinary an instrument as the boomerang. 
u There must have been a large distribution of acuteness 
.'.'-among those naked, skinny aborigina’''., or they couldn’t have 
I been such unapproachable trackers, and boomerangers, and 
'' weet-weeters. It must have been race aversion that put upon 
them a good deal of the low-rate intellectual reputation which 
' they bear and have borne this long time in the world’s estii^ate 
- of them. 

i They were lazy—always lazy. Perhaps that was their 
t trouble. It is a killing defect. Surely they could have invented 
and built a competent house, but they didn’t. Ajid they could ' 
5-.,ha\e invented and developed the agricultural arts, but they 
l^didn*t. They went naked and houseless, and lived on fish, andc 
j;gnibs, and worms, and wild fruits, and were just plain savages ' 
ICiW. ^heir smartness. 

With a country as big as the United States to live and 
f ,multiply in, and with no epidemic diseases among them till the 
^^hite man came with those and his other appliances of 
vcivilisation, it is quite probable that there was never a day in ; 
‘ijiia history when he could muster 100,000 of his race in all ■; 
^^Stralia. He diligently and deliberately kept population;;;* 
infanticide, lai^ely, but mainly by certain othaii,; 
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metliods. He did not need to practise thes| artiiipialiUes 
iJknore after the white man came. ^ 

The white man knew ways of keeping down population 
which were worth several of his. The white man knew waya’ 
of reducing a native population 8o per cent, in twenty years* 
The native had never seen anything so fine as that before. 

For example, there is the case of the country now called^ 
Victoria—a country eighty times as large as Rhode Island, as 
1 have alicady said. By the best official guess there were 
4,500 aboriginals in it when the whites came along in the middle 
of the Thu tics. Of these, 1,000 lived in Gippsland, a patch 
of teriitory the sue of fifteen or sixteen Rhode Islands. They 
did not diminish as fast as some of the other communities j 
indeed, at the end of forty years there were still 200 of them^, 
left. The Geelong tribe diminished more satisfactorily : from 
173 persons it faded to 3^ in twenty years; at the end of 
another twenty the tribe numbered one person altogether. The 
two Melbourne tribes could muster almostwhen the white 
man came: they could muster but 20 thirty-seven years 
later, in 1875. In that year there were still odds and ends of 
tribes scatteied about the colony of Victoiia, but I was told 
that natives of full blood are \ery scarce now. It is said that 
the aboiiginals continue in some force in the huge territory 
called Queensland. 

^The early whites were not used to savages. They could 
not understand the primary law of savage life, that if a man do 
you a wrong, his whole tribe is responsible- each individual of 
it—and you may take your change out of any individual of it, 
without bothering to seek out the guilty one. When a white 
killed an abonginal, the tribe applied the ancunt law, and 
killed the first white they came across. To the whites this was 
a monstrous thing. Extermination seemed to be the proper 
medicine for such creatures as these. They did not kill all the 


blacks, but they promptly killed enough of them to make their 
own persons safe. From the dawn of civilisation down to this 
day the white man has always used that very precaution. Mrs, 
Campbell Praed lived in Queensland, as a child, in the early 
days, and in her ^ Sketches of Australian Life ’ we get inform- 
ing pictures of the early struggles of the white and the black tO^ 
ceform each other. 
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g^e^lng of pJotteer days in the mighty wilderness 

P eensland, Mrs. Praed says: * At first the natiyes retreated 
gire tne whites, and, except that they every now and then, 
^•^ppeared a beast in one of the herds, gave little cause for 
(uneasiness. But as the number of squatters increased, each 
f one taking up miles of country, and bringing two or three men 
. in his train, so that shephcids’ huts and stockmen’s camps lay 
^ far apart and defenceless in the midst of hostile tribes, the 
blacks* depredations became more frequent, and murder ^vas 
no unusual event 


‘The loneliness of the Australian bush can hardly be 
painted m words Here extends mile aftci nnle of primeval 
' forest where perhaps foot of white man has never trod—inter¬ 
minable vistas where the eucalyptus trees rear their lofty trunks 
and spread forth their lanky limbs, from which the red gum 
oozes and hangs m fantastic pendants like crimson stalactites; 
ravines along the sides of wliieh the long bladed grass grows 
rankly; le\cl untiqjjbered pliins altern'iting with undulating 
tracts of pasture, 'here and there broken b) a stony ridge, steep 
gully, or dried up creek All wild, \a&t, and desolate, all the 
same monotonous grey colouring, except where the wattle 
when in blossom shows patehes of featheiy gold, or a belt of 
scrub lies green, glossy, and iinpenetrable as Indian jungle 
‘The solitude seems intensified by the strange sounds of 
reptiles, birds, and insects, and by the absence of larger 
creatures, of which, in the daytime, the only audible signs are 
the stampede of a herd of kangaroo, or the rustle of a wallaby, 
or a dingo stirring the grass as it creeps to its lair. But there 
are the whirring of locusts, the demoniac chuckle of the 
laughing jack iss, the screeching of cockatoos and parrots, the 
hissing of the frilled lirard, and the buzzing of innumerable 
insects hidden under the dense undergrowth. And then at 
night, the melancholv availing of the curlews, the dismal howling 
of dingoes, the discordant croaking of tree frogs, might well 
shake the nerves of the solitary v\atcher ’ 

That IS the theatre for the drama When you comprehend 
one or two other d»,iails, you will perceive how w^ell suited for 
trouble it was, and how loudly it invited it The cattlemen's 
stations were scattered over that profound wilderness, miles and 
piles apart—at each station half a dozen persons. There was 
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nobody jn authority, nobody competent to sell and'.coriy^^ 
and the tribes themselves had no comprehension of the id^ 
of transferable ownership of land. The ousted owners 
despised by thb white interlopers, and this opinion was nd|| 
hidden under a bushel. More promising materials for, 
tragedy could not have been gathered together. Let Mi^; 
Praed speak; 

‘At Nic Nie station, one dark night, the unsuspecting hmf#| 
keeper having, as he believed, secured himself against assault,"^ 
was lying wrapt in his blankets, sleeping profoundly. 
blacks crept stealthily down the chimney and battered in hisi 
skull while he slept.' 

One could guess the whole drama from that little texhU 
The curtain was up. It would not fall until the mastership of- 
one party or the other was detennined^^nd permanently;,,^, 
‘There was treachery on both sides. The blacks killed thd-J 
whites when they found them defenceless, and the whites 
slew the blacks in a wholesale and promiscuous fashion, which^' 
offended against my childish sense of justice. . . . They wer^, ], 
regarded as little above the level of brutes, and in some cases ^ 
were destroyed like vermin. ' '■ 

‘ Here is an instance. A squatter whose station w'as sur-' 
rounded by blacks, whom he suspected to be hostile and from ^ 
whom he feared an attack, parleyed with them from his house*- , 
door. He told them that it was Christmas time—a time at \ 
which all men, black or white, feasted j that there were flour V, 
sugar-plums, good things in plenty in the store, and that 
would make for them such a pudding as they had never even s 
dreamed of—a great pudding of which all might eat anti 
filled. The blacks listened and were lost. The pudding was'\\t 
made and distributed. Next morning there was howling in ;4 
the camp, for it had been sweetened with sugar and arsenic ! * J- 
The white man’s spirit was right but his method was wron^^^l 
. His spirit was the spirit w'hich the civilised white has alway^^ 
exhibited towards the savage, but the use of poison was Sij 
• departure from custom. True, it was merely a technic^,^ 
.i^eparture, not a real one; still, it was a departure, and the^H 
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fOVird VoistiUte, in my opinion. It trad better^ kinder, swifter 
^nd much more humane than a number of the methods which 
fiave b^n sanctified by custom, but that docs not justify its 
employment. That is, it does not wholly justify it. Its unusual 
pature makes it stand out and attract an amount of attention 
Vrhich It is not entitled to. It takes hold upon morbid 
imaginations, and they work it up into a sort of exhibition of 
cruelty, and this smirches the good name of our civilisation, 
^whereas one of the old, harsher methods would have had no 
such effect, because usage h-is made those methods familiar to 
us and innocent. In many counlrtcs we have chained the 
savage and starved him to death, and this we do not care for, 
because custom has inured us to it, >ct a quick death by poison 
is loving kindness to it. In many countries we have lmrnt,d 
the savage at the stake, and this wc do not cire for, because 
custom has inured us to it, jet a quick death by poison is 
loving kindness to it In more than one country we have 
hunted the savage ^nd his little children and their mother 
with dogs and guns through the woods and swamps for an 
afternoon’s spart, and filled the region with happy laughter 
over their sprawling and stumbling flight and their wild sup¬ 
plications for mercy, but this method wc do not mind, because 
custom has inured us to it, yet a quick death by poison is 
loving kindness to it In many countries we have taken the 
savage's land from him, and made him oui slave, and lashed 
him every day, and bioken his pride, and made death his only 
friend, and overworked him till he diopped m his tracks, and 
this we do not eaic for, because custom has mured us to it, 
yet a quuk deith bj poison is loving kindness to it In the 
Matabeklind today—why, there we are tonfining ourselves 
to sanctifiwd custom, we millionaires in South Africa and dukes 
in London , and nobody cares, because we aie used to the 
old holy customs, and all we ask is that no notice inviting new 
ones shall be intruded upon the attention of our comfoi table 
consciences Mrs Praed says of the poisoner, * That squatter 
deserves to have his name handed down to the contempt of 
posterity.' 

I am sorry to hear her say that. I myself blame him for 
one thing, and severely, but 1 stop there. I blame him for 
the indiscretion of mnoduemg a novelty which was calculated 




^ the best way to do that is to attract attention elseWn^reJ 
squatter’s judgment was bad—that is plain ; but his 
f 'was right. He is almost the only pioneering representative c® 
civilisation in history who has risen above the prejudices^® 
his caste and his heredity, and tried to introduce the eleiUen]^ 
of mercy into the superior race’s dealings with the savag^ 
His name is lost, and it is a pity ; for it deserves to be hand^l 
*' .down to posterity with homage and reverence. 

This paragraph is from a London journal: "'" 'J 

*To learn what France is doing to spread the blessing 6j| 

. civilisation in her distant dependencies we may turn wifU^ 

, advantage to New Caledonia. With a view to attracting 
{ settlers to that penal colony, M. Feillet, the governor, forcibly; 
expropriated the Kanaka cultivators from the best of theirf 
plantations with a derisory compensati^, in spite of the| 
protests of the Council General of the island Such immigrantpj 
as could be induced to cross the seas thus found themselves ih| 
possession of thousands of coffee, cocoa, banana, and bread^^i 
fruit trees, the raising of which had cost the wretched nativ^J^ 
years of toil, whilst the latter had a few five-franc pieces 
spend in the liquor stores of Noumea.’ 

You observe the combination ? It is robbery, humiliatidn, 1 j 
and slow, slow murder, through poverty and the white man’s'^ 
whisky. The savage’s gentle friend, the savage’s noble friend,^’ 
the only magnanimous and unselfish friend the savage has^ 
ever had, was not there with the merciful, swift release of hist f 
poisoned pudding. ‘ 

There are many humorous things in the world; ambngt! 
them, the white man’s notion that he is less savage than thef^ 
other savages. 

■ The Australian aboriginal was not often pleasantly pic^l 
. turesque, but sometimes he was. Mrs. Praed gives an instanCeS 
While the whites and tiie blacks were chasing and slaughtering|| 
‘ 6ach other all about the country, Mr. Murray (Mrs. P.'s fath^'^l 
, started with his family and some black servants through 
wilderness to succour a distant family of friends of'tlreir^^ 
Qne night, on the way, they camped in a region where 
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^ .p^e IDonga^ ipy, 1 .ft^wart ana famoUsBa^ 
pgfitibe lutkingl^ith his following. It was pre^^y i 
fj^t that thei® were signs of a black camp near by, . 
sky moonless, but gemmed with stara Orion, upsidej^^ 
the Scorpion, the Southern Cross—all the dear familiar I 
>n|tellations—shining clear in the deep blue above; the " 
|mp fire illuminating a shadowy patch covered with rank « 
and dead timber, the tall gums rising majestic in con- * 
fe^t with the weird-looking tufted grass-trees that reared their ; 
^jirpWn spears slantwise like tired sentinels; and for sounds, 
pl^he plaintive night cries of the birds and murmur of insects, 
^^jiingling with the clank of the hobbles and the tread of the ’ 
piorses’ feet. My father sat plaiting a thong for his stock-whip, 
ta^d presently I saw Tombo creep up. 

‘‘“Massa, I think there are wild blacks about.” 

Iff.., ‘Almost as he spoke another dark form crept out from 
^fambng the trees—a black, naked save for the girdle round 
^dns loins, tattooed f?5id striped with red and blue paint, with , 
'^^any strings of rush-beads round his neck, and an amulet of 
l^pne upon his brawny chest. He was armed with spear, 
^JSooraerang and nulla-nulla, yet held none of his w'capons 
Vipoised, There was something frank and fearless in his aspect. 

I It was evident that he did not meditate treachery or midnight 
Miitder. 

‘ My father looked up and saw the black. His gun w'as 
^?^testing a little way from where he sat, but he made no move- 
i^ipient toward it. The following dialogue took place.‘ [Mrs. 
|fifraed puts it in pidgin-English, partly, but I will use her 
^translation.] 

S' ‘“Murray?” 

. ‘“Yes.” 

, * *‘ I am Donga Billy, The black fellows have told me that 
'%pu, are angry with me.” 

, Yes,” repeated my father imperturbably; and explained 
f^jat Donga Billy being in the habit of making disturbances 
ipon the stations he frequented, and of inciting the blacks to 
peat cattle, he would have none of him at Naraigin (our 






“,i 3 ; 00 d 1 I am not frightened. I shall come to Naraigin. 

you shall take a pistol, I will have a speari^jj' 



. 

*^^*i“~^liich' will kill tlie other,** ''' '' '' ^•>?t>‘!;^'^^ 

Challenge. 0 onga Baiy stwji^^ 
; . himsdf up m heroic style, and waited to see If it 

away understand). Yanl' ,^ 

part'ed^'*'^'''^ * (good!); mine yan (I go)"; and he d^ 

&me weeks elapse. Then these two meet in battle. 4 
Don^ Billy was one of the few blacks who turned anj 
“PP®”™'" ‘" °Pon fight- This was, perhaps, Ihfl 
' ‘fio, '“S', opportunity which he had in his life 6^ 

luirly nittinsf nafivo rr»t lmfT/% n«^y1 v"kA4*_ ___ « , . 4 


. . . ' ixc; iiuu 111 nis me ofi>s 

pitting nati\c courage and native weapons against thfil 
resources of the wdiitc man. My fatlier remembered'* 
challenge, and singled him out for combat. Donga Billys^ 
stood forth bravely, and fought like a man. My father’s hofs^S 
^^as speared, and he himself got a jj^sty wound from al 
boomerang; but the pistol gained the day, and Donga BillV-^ 
was gathered to his fathers.’ ^ V. 




CHAPTER XXIV | 

Nothing is so ignorant as a man’s left hand, except a lady’s watch. 

/^i/dcTnhead U'tlson^s New Calendar^ 't 

You notice that Mrs. Praed knows her art She can place! 
a thmg before you so tliat you can see it She is not alone in fi 
that Australia is fertile in writers whose books are faith®:! 
miuors of the life of the country and of its histoiy. TlSl< 
m!,® ""A “‘■P"4 '"S!y rich, both in quality and to masicS 

' the “^1^ •?“ P** Cordon, KendaI 4 aad& 

l^e others have built out of them a brilliant and vigmSS 

• enrt^to^ I °”m i”“‘ M=>‘«i»ls-*ere is n,o§ 

i>hori„’ 1 II i. ,r fi^'^rature might be made out of 
“. •ry lumself, his character and ways are so IrMlcI®^ 

with miehes-^vaneties not staled by familiarity, but new-tfl^ 
us. You do not need to invent any picturesquenesses ; 



t^^:Qe ,f4^cle8 and doubtful but realities and authentic. .In^| 
jhl^ory* as preserved by the white man’s official records, he^iv 
|fe;iffftei7thing---everything that a human creature can be. He ! 
v^s the entire ground. He is a coward—there are a j. 
OU^d facts to prove it. He is brave—there are a thousand 
prove it. He is treacherous—oh, beyond imagination ! 
e is faithful, loyal, true; the white man’s records supply you . 
jyith a harvest of instances of it that are noble, worshipful, and - i 
^pathetically beautiful. He kills the starving stranger "who ’ 
^^^Comes begging for food and shelter—there is proof of it. He 
|i|auccours, and feeds, and guides to safety, to-day, the lost 
^wjitTanger who wantonly fired on him yesterday—there is proof 
IJof it. He takes his reluctant bride by force, he courts her with 
club, then loves her faithfully through a long life—it is of 
^record. He gathers to himself another wife by the same 
beats and bangs her as a daily diversion, and by 


^^((processes, 

*’^nd by lays down hi'jJife in defending her from some outside 
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barm—it is of record. He will face a hundred hostiles to rescue 
sj^’ one of his children, and will kill another of his children because 
;^he family is large enough without it. His delicate stomach 
'''turns at certain details of the white man’s food; but he likes 
over-ripe fish and brazed dog, and cat and rat, and will eat 
,,jhis own uncle with relish. He is a sociable animal, yet he 
i^tums aside and hides betiind his shield when his mother-in- 
•^, iaw goes by. He is childishly afraid of ghosts and other 
^trivialities that menace his soul, but dread of physical pain is 
weakness which he is not acquainted wth. He knows all 
.4,the great and many of the little constellations, and has names 
|fpr them ; he has a symbol-writing by means of which he can 
^^convey messages far and wide among the tribes ; he has a 
'^i^rrect eye for form and expression, and draws a good picture j 
can track a fugitive by delicate traces which the white man’s 
^0ye cannot discern, and by methods w’hich the finest white 
intelligence cannot master j he makes a missile which science 
Pteelf cannot duplicate without the model—if with it; a missile 
^Jwbpse secret baffled and defeated the searchings and theorisings 
white mathematicians for seventy years; and by an art 
bis own he performs miracles with it which the white man 
approach untaught, nor parallel after teaching. Within 






" brightest Jcnown to history ot tiaiJitioni |'an^ 
creature was never able to invent a counting system 
reach above five, nor a vessel that he could boil water in. ^ 
is the prize curiosity of all the races. To all intents 
purposes he is dead—in the body; but he has features 
will live in literature. " ' 

Mr. Philip Chauncy, an officer of the Victorian Gov^^ 
ment, contributed to its archives a report of his person^ 
observations of the aboriginals which has in it some thih^jM 
which I wish to condense slightly and insert here. He spea^^* 
of the quickness of their eyes, and the accuracy of their jnd^ 
ment of the direction of approaching missiles, as being qwti^ 
extraordinary, and of the answering suppleness and accurate 
of limb and muscle in avoiding the missile as being ilxenaHj 
ordinary also. He has seen an aboriginal stand as a 
for cricket balls, thrown with great force ten or fifteen yar 4 « 
by professional bowlers, and successfully^ dodge them or paftj^, 
them with his shield during about half an hour. One of UteSei 
balls, properly placed, could have killed him; * yet he dependedp| 
with the utmost self-possession, on the quickness of his 
and his agility.^ '"'f 

The shield was the customary war-shield of his race, arid ^ 
w’ould not be a protection to you or to me. It is no broader ,, 
than a stove-pipe, and is about as long as a man’s arm. Thfe 
opposing surface is not flat, but slopes away from the centV^ 
line like a boat’s bow. The difficulty about a cricket ball that'| 
has been throwm with a scientific * twist ’ is, that it suddenlyi^^ 
changes its course when it is close to its target, and come$^ 
straight for the mark when apparently it w’as going overhead^ 
or to one side. I should not be able to protect myself fromp 
such balls for half an hour or less. ‘ M' 

Mr. Chauncy once saw ‘a little native man’ throW"i|)^ 
cricket ball 119 yards. This is said to be within a dozei^ 
yards of the professional record. ' S 

We have all seen the circus-man bound into the air from ’1# 
spring-board, and make a somersault over eight horses staridiri|S 
side by side. Mr. Chauncy saw an aboriginal do it 
eleven, and was assured that he had sometimes done it 
fourteen. But what is that to this: 




Ws head, unaided by his hands, into a hat,' 


m an inverted position on the top of the head dP\ 
l^fapfjfier than sitting upright on horseback—both man and:; 

being of the average size. The native landed on the ' 
" -Mtjfe aide of the horse with the hat fairly on his head. The ■; 
iE)fo<figious height of the leap, and the precision with which it; 
^pa^as taken, so as to enable him to dip his head into the hat, ^ 
^ ^kceeded any feat of the kind I have ever beheld.* 

I should think so ! On board a ship lately I saw a young i 
^pxford athlete run four steps and spring into the air and 
^^quirm his hips by a side-twist over a bar that was 5^ feet 
; but he could not have stood still and cleared a bar that 
i^was four feet high. I know this, because I tried it myself. 
sSpne can see now where the kangaroo learned its art. 

, Sir George Grey and Mr. Eyre testify that the natives dug 
|j 5 \;wclls fourteen and fifteen feet deep and two feet in diameter at 
J^vthe bore—dug then^# in the wells that were ‘ quite 

l^tcircular, carried straight dowm, and the work beautifully 
•‘'^'executed.* 

. Their tools were their hands and feet. How did they throw 
sand out from such a depth? How coidd they stoop down 
. and get it, with only two feet oi space to stoop in ? How did 
. they keep that sand-pipe from caving in on them ? I do not 
jyknow. Still, they did manage those seeming impossibilities— 
'^Wallowed the sand, maybe. 

Mr. Chauncy speaks highly of the patience, and skill, and 
p'ilert intelligence of the native huntsman when he is stalking 
emu, the kangaroo, and other game. ‘ As he walks through 
fethebush his step is light, elastic, and noiseless; every track on 
Sthe earth catches his keen eye ; a leaf, or fragment of a stick 
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purned, or a blade of pass recently bent by the tread of one of 
lower animals, instantly arrests his attention j in fact, 

f jhing escapes his quick and powerful sight on the ground, in 
etirces, or in the distance, which may supply him with a meal 
'Warn him of danger. A little examination of the trunk of 
tree which may be nearly covered with the scratches of 
pjpo^SUms ascending and descending is sufficient to inform him 
pjj^ljrerone went up the night before without coming down again 




:h6w to value these people. ' He wduldh^t" 
dullest of them for the brightest Mohawk he ever 

All savages draw outline-pictures upon baffc ; ' 

resemblances are not close, and expression is usually 1jickm|,f 
But the Australian aboriginal's pictures of animal's were nicely 
accurate in form, attitude, carriage; and he put spirit 
them, and expression. And his pictures of white people an 5 ® 
natives were pretty nearly as good as his pictures of the otli^l 
animals. He dressed his whites in the fashions of their d^5j!F| 
both the ladies and the gentlemen. As an untaught wielder<rf|| 
the pencil it is not likely that he has had his equal atAohj^ 
savage peoples. ^ \ 

His place in art—as to drawing, not colour-w’ork—is,well| 
up, all things considered. His art is not to be classified 
savage art at all, but on a plane two degrees above it and on^^ 
degree above the lowest plane of civilised art To be cxaci, hi^' 
place in art is between Botticelli and Du^ Mauricr, That is (S', 
say, he could not draw' as well as Du Maurier, but better thaif' 
Botticelli. In feeling he resembles both; also in grouping an<£! 
in his preferences in the matter of subject His ‘ corrobboree'?| 
of the Australian wilds reappears in Du Maurier’s Belgravianfi 
ball-rooms, with clothes and the smirk of civilisation added; 
Botticelli’s ‘ Spring ’ is the corrobboree further idealised, but 
w'ith fewer clothes and more smirk; and well enough as tO|;. 
intention, —my word ! ' "'I 

The aboriginal can make a fire by friction. I have tneM 
that. 

All savages are able to stand a good deal of physical pain, j 
The Australian aboriginal has this quality in a well-developed'^ 
degree. Do not read the following instances if horrors are notj, 
pleasant to you. They were recorded by the Rev. Henry R'l, 
Wollaston, of Melbourne, who had been a surgeon before hef 
became a clergyman. 

I. ‘In the summer of 1852 I started on horseback frb‘h:^[ 
Albany, King George’s Sound, to visit at Cape RiChe, 'ac-| 
, companied by a native cn foot. We travelled about fofty'mik^l 
the first day, then camped by a water-hole for the night 
jcooking and eating our supper, I observed the native, who tW^ 
said nothing to me on the subject, collect the hot 



,’P 







*45 * 


pthe together, and deliberately place his right foot in the 
^Iftpwingfmass for a moment, then suddenly withdraw it, 
^stamping on the ground and uttering a long-drawn guttural 
' sound of mingled pain and satisfaction. This operation he 
/repeated several times. On my inquiring the meaning of his 
if^Strange conduct, he only said, ** Me carpentcr-make ’em ” (*‘ I 
^am mending my foot ”), and then showed me his charred great 
toe, the nail of whu h had been torn off by a tea tree stump, in 
which it had been caught duiing the journey, and the pain of 
which he had borne with stoical composuie until the evening, 

, when he had an opportunity of cauterising the wound in the 
primitive manner above described ’ 

And he proceeded on the journey the next day *as if 
^ nothing had happened’—and walked thirty miles It was a 
strange idea, to keep a surgeon and then do his own surgery. 

2. * A native, about twenty five vcais of ag<, once applied to 
me, as a doctor, to extract the wooden bub of a spear, which, 
during a fight in the bush some four month'^ previously, had 
entered his chest, just missing the heart, and jienctratcd the 
viscera to a considerable depth. The spear had been cut off, 
leaving the barb behind, which continued to force its way by 
muscular action gradually towards the back, and when I 
exanimvd him I could feel a hard substance between the ribs 


below the left blade bone I made a dtep mtision, and with 
a pair of forceps extracted the barb, which was made, as usual, 
of haid wood about four inches long and from half an inch to 
an inch thick. It was very smooth, and partly digested, so to 
speak, by tlic niarciation to which it had been ex[»osed during 
Its four months’ journey through the body Ihe wound made 
by the sptar had long since healed, leaving only a small 
cicatrix, and after the operation, which the native boie without 
flinching, he appeared to suffer no pain Indeed, judging fiom 
his good state of health, the presence of the foieign matter did 
' pot materially annoy him. He was perfectly well in a few dajV 
But No. 3 IS my favouiite. Whenever I read it I seem to 
t enjoy all that the patient enjoyed—whatever it was. 

\ 3, *Oncc at King George’s Sound a native presented him¬ 

self to me with one leg only, and requested me to supply him 
Jo ^itb a wooden leg. He had travelled m this maimed state 
Qinety-^'x mile^ for this purpose. I examined the limbi 

I. t. 
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|wijk:h ,^d been severed ju$t below 
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pbad been charred by fire, while about two’-'l^c^^ offtnjs 3^^ 
ftially calcined bone protruded through the flesn. I at Oh.® 
removed this with the saw; and liaving made as presentable,® 
f stump of it as I could, I covered the amputated end df 
fbone with the surrounding muscle, and kept the patient;® 
^ few days under my care to allow the wound to heal, ' 0^ 
inquiring, the native told me that in a fight with other bla<^ 
fellows a spear had struck his leg and penetrated the bon^ 
below the knee. Finding it was serious, he had recouii^ 
to the following crude and barbarous operation, which. 
appears is not uncommon among these people in their nativd^ 
state. He made a fire, and dug a hole in the earth only 
ciently large to admit his leg, and deep enough to alloV'lth^ 
wounded part to be on a level with the surface of the groun^**| 
He then surrounded ihe limb with the live coals or charcd^^l 
which was replenished until the leg was literally burnt' 

The cauterisation thus applied corh])letely checked the| 
hsemorrhage, and he was able in a day or two to hobble dowtii'| 
to the Sound, with the aid of a long stout stick, although] 
he was more than a week on the road.’ ' . | 

But he was a fastidious native. He soon discarded tnq] 
wooden leg made for him by the doctor, because ‘ it had no 
feeling in it.’ It must have had as much as the one he burhfe 
off, I should think. J 

So much for the aboriginals. It is difficult for nije| 
to let them alone; they are maivellously interesting crea-f 
tures. For a quarter of a centur}', now, the several Colonial^ 
Governments have housed their remnants in comfortablei 
stations, and fed them well and taken good care of them i||f 
every way. If I had found this out while I was in Australia ^ 
could have seen some of those people—but I didn’t. I woul<|| 
walk thirty miles to see a stuffed one. , 

Australia has a slang of its own. This is a matter 
course. The vast cattle and sheep industries, the strung 
aspects of the country, and the strange native ahimaliS 
brute and human, are matters which would naturally breed'^C 
local slang. I have notes of this slang somewhere, but "S 
the moment I, can call to mind only a few of the ,%<^S 
and phrases. They are expressive ones. The 



deserts have created eloquent phrases like *No 
1Man*B l^d * and the * Never-never Country/ Also this feli¬ 
citous form ; ‘She li\cs in the Never-never Country*—that is, 
Bhe is an old maid. And this one is not without ment: 
'Heifer-paddock*—young ladies* seminary. ‘Bail up’ and 
'Stick up*—equivalents of our highwayman term to ‘hold uii* 
a stage coach or a train. ‘New-chum* is the equivalent of 
our * Tenderfoot ’—^new arrival. 

And then there is the immortal ‘ My word • * We must 
import It. ‘ M y word ! * In cold print it is the equivalent of 
our ‘ Ger tuii Ca sar • ’ but spoken, with the pioptr Australian 
unction and feivcncy, it is \North six of it for grace and chaim 
and expressiveness. Our foi in is rude and explosive ; it is not 
suited to the diawing room or the heifer paddock ; but ‘m-y 
word]* IS, and is music to the cir, too, when the utteier 
knows how to say it I saw it in piint several tim s on the 
Pacific Ocean, but it struck me coldl}, it aroused no s>mpathy. 
That was because it’was the dead corpse of the thing; the 
soul was not there— the tones were lacking—the informing 
Spirit—the deep feeling—the eloquence. But the firs 
heard an Australian say it, it was positively thrilling. 


CHAPTER XXV 

Be careless xn )our dress if joii must, but keep a tidy soul, 

rutM H I'ii n s Ne a C alendar, 

Wn left Adelaide i.i due eouise, and went to Horsham, in the 
colony of \ letoria , a good deal of a journey, if I remember 
tightly, but pleasant Horsham sits in a plain which is as level 
as a floor - one ot those famous de ad levels which Australian 
^books desci ibe so often, grey, bare, sombre, melancholy, 
^baked, cracked, in the ted.ous long droughts, but a horuonless 
'ocean of vivid gicrn glass the day after a lain. A country 
town, peaceful, reposeful, invitni", full of snug homes, with 
tjgarden plots, and plenty of shrubbery and flowcis. 

^ From Diary ; ‘ Horsham^ October 17 —At the hotel. The 

^ivtalber divine. Across the w'ay, in front of the London Bank 
M . t 1. a 
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Is a very handsome cottonwood. It is*Ml opuieM 
arid every leaf perfect. The full power of the o%-ruspjp^| 
Jsprihg is upon it, and I imagine I can see it grow. iUcmgsid^ 
P the bank and a little way back in the garden there is a row ,o|| 
soaring fountain-sprays of delicate feathery foliage quivering hkl 
the breeze, and mottled with flashes of light that shiflT and playj 
V through the mass like the flash-lights through an opal—a 
beautiful tree, and a striking contrast to the cottonwood,'\| 
Every leaf of the cottonwood is distinctly defined—itisakodafe 
for faithful, hard, unsentimental detail; the other an impres-‘| 

^ sionist picture, delicious to look upon, full of a subtle and 
, quisite charm, but all details fused in a swoon of vague and soft'| 
loveliness.’ ^ 

It turned out, upon inquiry, to be a pepper tree—an im-| 
portation from China. It has a silky sheen, soft and rich. Xl 
saw some that had long red bunches of currant-like berries^ 
ambushed among the foliage. At a distance, in certain lightSi^ 
they gave the tree a pinkish tint and a nt'w charm. 

There is an agricultural college eight miles from Horsham.^i 
We were driven out to it by its chief. The conveyance was an'!^ 
open waggon, the time, noonday ; no wind, the sky without a’^ 
cloud, the sunshine brilliant-^and the mercury at 92'’ in the^ 
shade. In some countries an indolent unsheltered drive of &n 
hour and a half under such conditions would be a swelt^*;;^ 
ing and prostrating experience ; but there w'as nothing 
that in this case. It is a climate that is perfect. There 
no sense of heat—indeed there was no heat; the air was 
and pure and exhilarating ; if the drive had lasted half a day 
think we should not have felt any discomfort, or grown silent)!^ 
or droopy or tired. Of course the secret of it was the exceed:|| 
ing dryness of the atmosphere. In that plain 112° in the shaded 
is without doubt no harder upon a man than is 88° or 90? uiiS 
New York. S 

The road lay through the middle of an empty space which^ 
seemed to me to be a hundred yards wide between the fences*?! 
I was not given the W’idth in yards, but only in chains 
perches—and furlongs, I think. I would have given a 
deal to know what the width was, but I did not pursue 
matter. I think it is best to put up with information th^ 
you get it; and seem satisfied with it, and surprised at 
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^kide^^ace; I could tell you how wide, in chains and perches 1 
furlongs and things, but that would not help you any, ■ 
l^ose things sound well, but they are shadowy and indefinite,; 
|ike troy weight and avoirdupois ; and nobody knows what they ' 
^ean. When you buy a pound of a drug and the man asks ■ 
^pu which you want, troy or avoirdupois, it is best to say ‘ Yes,V; 
fand shift the subject. 

They said that the wide space dates from the earliest sheep- ■ 
and cattle-raising days. People had to drive their stock long r 
distances—immense journeys—from worn-out places to new 
ones where were water and fresh pasturage; and this wide space 
Iliad to be left in grass and unfenced, or the stock would have 
Starved to death in the transit. 

On the way we saw the usual birds—the beautiful little 
t green parrots, the magpie, and some others; and also the slender 
' native bird of modest plumage and the eternally-forgcttable 
'pame—the bird that 4 s the smartest among birds, and can give 
;u parrot 30 to i in the game and then talk him to death. I 
' cannot recall that bird’s name. I think it begins with M. I 
wish it. began with G., or something that a person can 
remember. 

.. The magpie was out in great force, in the fields and on the 
fences. Pie is a handsome large creature, with snow^y white 
decorations, and is a singer; he has a murmurous rich note that 
is lovely. He was once modest, even diffident; but he lost all 
^^hat when he found out that he was Australia’s solo musical 
-‘bird. Ho has talent, and cutencss, and impudence; and in his 
ftamc state is a most satisfactory pet—never coming when he is 
called, always coming when he isn’t, and studying disobedience . 
5;as an accomplishment. He is not confined, but loafs all over 
Jdie house and the grounds, like the laughing jackass. I think 
he learns to talk, I know he learns to sing tunes, and his 
|riends say that he knows how to steal without learning. I was 
’sjequainted with a tame magpie in Melbourne. He had lived 
lin a lady’s house several years, and believed he owned it. The 
^ady had tamed him, and in return he had tamed the lady, 
was always on deck when not wanted, always having his 
|pwn way, always tyrannising over the dog, and alwa)’s making 
^e;jpaPs life a slow sorrow and a martyrdom. Pic knew a. 


and never let on. It was ^ 












do it, too, at any time that sil^'cft 
encore himself and do it again; but if hd wai ® 
^ping he would go out and take a walk. '' ' 

' It was long believed that fruit trees would not grow in 
baked and waterless plain around Horsham, but the agricultiii^f 
'frcollege has dissipated that idea. Its ample nurseries 
^rproducing oranges, apricots, lemons, almonds, peaches, cherrib^' 
forty-eight varieties of apples—in fact, all manner of fruits, antjjs 
in abundance. The trees did not seem to miss the water; they’f 
were in vigorous and flourishing condition. 

Experiments are made with different soils, to sec what things'? 
thrive best in them and what climates are best for them. A'| 
' man w’ho is ignorantly trying to produce upon his farm thingS'| 
. not suited to its soil and its other conditions can make^a'^ 
'' journey to the college from anywhere in Australia and go back | 
with a change of scheme vrhich will make his farm productive | 
and profitable. ^ '3 

7 ’here w^ere forty pupils there—a few of them farmers rb -1 
learning their trade, the rest young men mainly from the cities— 
novices. It seemed a strange thing that an agricultural college 
should have an attraction for city-rbred youth, but such is the fact,'^ 
They are good stuff, too j they are above the agricultural averagd j 
of intelligence, and they come without any inherited prejudices v 
in favour of hoary ignorances made sacred by long descent ' 
The students work all day in the fields, the nurseries andj 
the shearing sheds, learning and doing all the practical work jJ 
of the business, three days in the week. On the other three*^ 
they study and hear lectures. I'hey are taught the beginnings 
of such sciences as bear upon agriculture—like chemistry, (otj 
instance. We saw the sophomore class in sheep-shearing sheaf? 
a dozen sheep. They did it by hand, not with the machine.^l 
The sheep was seized and flung down on his side and heldl 


there; and the students took off his coat with great celerity and^l 
adroitness. Sometimes they clipped off a sample of theshefep;^^ 
but that is customary with shearers, and they don’t mind iff I 
they don't even mind it ai much as the sheep. They dab' «'^ 
i^lotch of sheep-dip on the place and go right ahead. ' * 'i* 
j.. The coat of wool was unbelievably thick. Before 
shearing, the sheep looked like ih? fat woman in the 
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; The college was flying the Australian flag—the gridiron of 
gland snuggled up in the north-west corner of a big red field. 
at had the random stars of the Southern Cross wandering 
iHiHund over it. v 

From Horsliam we went to Stawell by rail. Still in the 
l^lony of Victoria. Stawell is in the gold-mining country. In. 
the bank safe was half a peck of surface-gold—gold dust, 
?jgrain-goldj rich; pure, in fact, and pleasant to sift through >- 
one’s fingers; and would be pleasanter if it would stick. And i 
^Jthere were a couple of gold bricks, very heavy to handle, and . 
||worth $7,500 apiece. They were from a very valuable quartz . 
^;|vinine; a lady owns two-thirds of it; she has an income of , 
^;^75,ooo a month from it and is able to keep house. 

The Stawell region is not productive of gold only; it has 
great vineyards, and jiroduces exceptionally fine wines. One 
these vineyards—the Great iVestern, owned by Mr. Irving 
£—is regarded as a model. Its product has a reputation abroad, 
f; It yields a choice champagne, and a fine claret; and its hock 
took a prize in France two or three years ago. The champagne 
|;;is kept in a maze of passages underground, cut in the rock, tC 
y; secure to it an even temperature during the three-year term 
^‘required to perfect it. la these vaults I saw 120,000 bottles 
^ of champagne. The colony of Victoria has a population of 
1,000,000, and those people are said to drink 25,000.000 bottles 
of champagne per year. The dryest community in the earth. 

Government has lately reduced the duty upon foreign' - 
l^wines. That is one of the unkindnesses of Protection. A ^ 
Ij'bian invests years of work and a vast sum of money in a worthy 
^enterprise, upon the faith of existing laws; then the law is 
^disastrously changed and the,man is robbed by his own 


$Gbvemment. 

On the way back to Stawell wc had a chance to see a group 


|df boulders called the ‘Three Sisters’—a curiosity oddly located; 
|for it was upon high ground, with the land sloping away from 
fit,' and no height above U from whence the boulders could 
*«^ve rolled down. Relics of an early ice-drift, perhaps. They 
noble boulders. One of them has the size, and swell, and 
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road led through a forest of great gum trees, 18 a*^ 
^^^mggy and sorrowful. The road was cream-white—a claye^i 
Iffekind of earth apparently. Along it toiled occasional freight;J 
waggons, drawn by long double files of oxen. Those waggoi(is‘| 

' 4 Ui were going a journey of two hundred miles, I was told, ani^j 
; !Vere running a successful opposition to the railway ! TI^I 
; railways are owned and run by the Government. 

Those sad gums stood up out of the dry white clay, pictures^ 

,of patience and resignation. It is a tree that can get along 
without wdter j still it is fond of it—ravenously so. It is a vety | 
intelligent tree, and will detect the presence of hidden water at^| 

. a distance of fifty feet, and send out slender long root-fibres tO C; 
rprospect it. They will find it; and will also get at it—eveii^^ 
through a cement wall six inches thick. Once a cement water- 
* pipe undergiound in Stawell began to gradually reduce 
output, and finally ceased altogether to deliver water. Upon 
examining into the matter it was found stopped up, wadded 4^* 
compactly with a mass of root-fibre, delicate and hair-like.'^ 
How this stuff had gotten into the pipe was a puzzle for some 
■ little time ; finally it was found that it had crept in through a 
. crack that was almost invisible to the eye. A gum tree fo^ 
feet away had tapped the pipe and was drinking the water. 

Frequently, in Australia, one has cloud-effects of an un- 
familiar sort. We had this kind of scenery, finely staged, all 
, the way to Ballarat, consequently we saw more sky than 
. country on that journey. At one time a great stretch of the '#1 
vault was densely flecked with wee ragged-edged flakes ofjS 
painfully white cloud-stuff, all of one shape and size, and^^4 
equidistant apart, with narrow cracks of adorable blue showing" 
between. The whole was suggestive of a hurricane of snow-.'!* 
flakes drifting across the skies.. By and by these flakes fused | 
themselves together in interminable lines, with shady faint 
hollows between the lines, the long satin-surfaced rollers follow- ^* 
^,ing each other in simulated movement, and enchantingly.^ 
5 '^counterfeiting the majestic march of a flowing sea. Later, theiS 
"^«ea solidified itself; then gradually broke up its ma5$ in WS 
" innunterable lofty white pillars of about one size, and ran^^P 
' these across the firmament, in receding and fading perspec'tim®' 
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. itwad stiiiienwtis CQlonitiaae4-a mirage wiJ^but;? 
^ 1)15 flung from the far Gates of the Hereafter. , ) 

Approaches to Ballarat were beautiful. The feature^J; 
.green expanses of rolling pasture-land, bisected by eye- 
^htenting hedges of commingled new-gold and old-gold gorse 
^and a lovely lake. One must put in the pause, there, to' 
ptch the reader up with a slight jolt, and keep him from gliding 
|)y without noticing the lake. One must notice it; for a 
lovely lake is not as common a thing along the railways of 
Australia as are the dry places. Ninety-two in the shade again, 
put balmy and comfortable, fresh and bracing. A perfect 
plimate. 

Forty-five years ago the site now occupied by the city of 
Ballarat was a sylvan solitude as quiet as Eden, and as lovely, 
^qbody had ever heard of it. On August 25, 1851, the first 
!^eat gold-strike made in Australia was made here- The 
Wandering prospectors who made it scrai)ed up two pounds and 
a half of gold the firsti^ay—worth ^600. A few days later the 
place was a hive—a town. The news of the strike spread 
everywhere in a sort of instantaneous way—spread like a flash 
to the very ends of the earth. A celebrity so prompt and so 
universal has hardly been paralleled in history, perhaps. It 
was as if the name BALLARAT had suddenly been written on 
the sky, where all the world could read il at once. 

The smaller discoveries made in the colony of New South 
Wales three months before had already started emigrants 
jEowards Australia ; they had been coming as a stream, but they 
bam'e as a flood, now. A hundred thousand people poured 
into Melbourne from England and other countries in a single 
month, and flocked away to the mines. The crews of the 
ships that brought them flocked with them ; the clerks in the 
ipovernment offices followed; so did the cooks, the maids, the ‘ 
coachmen, the butlers and the other domestic servants; so did 
tj^ carpenters, the smiths, the plumbers, the printers, the 
Importers, the editors, the lawyers, the clients, the barkeepers, 
Cbe bummers, the blacklegs, the thieves, the loose women, the 
ttpqors, the butchers, the bakers, the doctors, the druggists, 
nuwes j so did the police ; even officials of high and thither- 
l^jepvied place threw up their positions and joined the proces- 
|i& .. Tliis roaring avalanche pwept out of Melbourne and left 









^j^Sr^^uiiSySke, '|ktalysi'd, 
p&ips lying idle at anchor, all signs of liie departed, all 
|stilled save the rasping of the cloud-shadows as they®$cr^p^li 
Across the vacant streets. 

i That grassy and leafy paradise at Ballarat was soon ripp^if 
open, and lacerated and scarified and gutted, in the feveriS^fl 
search for its hidden riches. There is nothing like surfaci^J 
mining to snatch the graces and beauties and benignities outf 
of a paradise and make an odious and repulsive spectaclel 
of it. ' 

What fortunes were made ! Immigrants got rich while ’^ 
the ship unloaded and reloaded—and went back home for['; 


good in the same cabin they had come out in t Not all of; 
them. Only some. I saw the others in Ballarat myself, fqrjy-"'; 
five years later—what were left of them by time and death^^’ 
and the disposition to rove. They w’ere young and gay, then 
they are patriarchal and grave, now ; and they do not gelj 
excited any more. They talk of the past. They live in it.^ 
Their life is a dream, a retrospection. ' ' 

Ballarat was a great region for * nuggets.’ No such nuggets 
were found in California as Ballarat produced. In fact the^ 
Ballarat region has yielded the largest ones known to history, 
Two of them weighed about i8o lbs. each, and together were'j, 
worth ^5190,000. They were offered to any poor person who; 
would shoulder them and carry them away. Gold w'as SO^ 


plenty that it made people liberal, like that. ; 

Ballarat was a swarming city of tents in the early days,' 
Everybody was happy, for a time, and apparently prosperous,' 
Then came trouble. The Government swooped down with a" 


mining-tax ! And in its worst form, too ; for it was not a tak^ 
upon what the miner had taken out, but upon what he w’as: 
* going to take out—if he could find it. It was a license-tax —^ 
license to work his claim—and it had to be paid before h^;: 
could begin digging. ^ 

Consider the situation. No business is so uncertain aJif^ 
surface-mining. Your claim may be good, and it may .be! 
r worthless. It may make you well-off in a month j and theit^ 
, again you may have to dig and slave for half a year, at heaV3l'| 
' expense, only to find out, at last, that the gold is not ther;^ fii| 
cost-paying quantity, and that your time and your hwd 


sa tftrown away.' ’ It, i^ignt be wise policy to 'Si{ 
leaner'a monthly sum to encourage him to develop the 
^untrjPl riches; but to tax him monthly in advance instead— 
rhy, such a thing was never dreamed of in America. There, 
iH^er the claim itself nor its product, howsoever rich or 
)dor, was taxed. 

The Ballarat miners protested, petitioned, complained—it 
|was Of no use; the Government held its ground, and went on 
|c;dllecting the tax. And not by pleasant methods, but by 
s^'Ways which must have been very galling to free people. The 
'^tumblings of a coming storm began to be audible. 

By and by there was a result; and 1 think it may be called 
.^'the finest thing in Australasian history. It was a revolution— 
Ismail in size, but great politically ; it was a strike for liberty, 
In struggle for a principle, a stand against injustice and oppres- 
^iSion. It was the Barons and John over again ; it was Hamp- 
;.,den and Ship-Money; it was Concord and Lexington ; small 
’beginnings, all of then^ but all of them great in political results, 
yall of them epoch-making. 

/ It is another instance of a victory won by a lost battle. It 
yndds an honourable page to history; the people know it and 
':are proud of it. They keep green the memory of the men who 
/fell at Eureka Stockade, and Peter Lalcr has his monument, 
y, The surface-soil of Ballarat was full of gold. This soil the 
\miners ripped and tore and trenched and harried and disem¬ 



bowelled, and made it yield up its immense treasure. Then 
they went down into the earth with deep shafts, seeking the 
gravelly beds of ancient rivers and brooks—and found them. . 
yThey followed the courses of these streams, and gutted them, 
.sendihg the gravel up in buckets to the upper world, and 
washing out of it its enormous deposits of gold. The next ' 
ibiggest of the two monster nuggets mentioned above came 
from an old river channel i8o feet under ground. 

Finally the quartz lodes were attacked. That is not poor ' 
!|nan*s mining. Quartz mining and milling require capital, and 
jstaying-power, and patience. Big companies were formed, and 
|tor several decades, now, the lodes have been successfully 
y^orked, and have yielded great wealth. Since the gold dis- 
ii^Veyin 1853 the Ballarat mines—taking the three kinds of 
together—have contributed to the world's pocket some- f 





thing over ikn^ hundred millions of dollursl Vl^icS .irip^ 
this nearly invisible little spot on the earth’s surface h^ 
f^fefyielded about one-fourth as much gold in forty-four year| 

California has yielded in forty-seven. The CaUforhiapI 
aggregate, from 1848 to 1895 inclusive, as reported by thep 
; Statistician of the United States Mini, is ^1,265,217,217. , , 

A citizen told me a curious thing about those mines. With ‘1 
all my experience of mining I had never heard of anytliing^l 
of the sort before. The main gold reef runs about north and 
south—> of course—for that is the custom of a rich gold reef^J 
At Ballarat its course is between walls of slate. Now the;! 
citizen told me that throughout a stretcli of twelve miles along*^^ 
the reef, the reef is crossed at intervals by a straight black.> 
streak of a carbonaceous nature—a streak in the slate; a streak^^ 
no thicker than a pencil- -and that wherever it crosses the 'h 
reel you will certainly find gold at the junction. It is called 
the indicator. Thirty feet on each side of the indicator (and 
down in the slate, of course) is a still firer streak—a streak as 
fme as a pencil mark ; and, indeed, that is its name—Pen-,,', 
cil Mark. Whenever you find the pencil mark you know 
that thirty feet from it is the indicator; you measure the 
distance, excavate, find the indicator, trace it straight to the 
reef, and sink your shaft; your fortune is made, for certain, 

If that is true, it is curious. And it is curious anyway. 

Ballamt is a town of only about 40,000 population ; and yet, 
since it is in Australia, it has every essential of an advanced and 
enlightened big city. This is pure matter of course. I must 
. stop dwelling upon these things. It is hard to keep from 
dwelling upon llicm, though; for it is difficult to get away from 
the surprise of it. I will let the other details go, this time, but 
I must allow myself to mention that this little town has a 
park of 326 acres; a flower garden of 83 acres, with an 
elaborate and expensive fernery in it and some costly and 
unusually fme statuary; and an artificial lake covering 6oq, 
acres, equipped with a fleet of 200 shells, small sailboats and; 
little steam yachts. . , 

,/ At this point I strike out some other praiseful thing^^ 
^;which I was tempted to add. I do not strike them out bccausel 
they were not true or not well said, but because I find thei^v 
Matter said by another man—and a man more competept^tp^ 
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lOTiy, too, because he belongs on the ground, and knows. 1,; 
sfOh]d thety from a chatty speech delivered some years ago by 
p|r/JVilliam Little, who w’as at that time Mayor of Ballarat: 

:|l 5 The spoken language of our citizens, in this as in other parts 
Australasia, is mostly healthy Anglo-Saxon, free from 
plmericanisms, vulgarisms, and the conflicting dialects of our 
jlFatherland, and is pure enough to suit a Trench or a Latham. 
;;pur youth, aided by climatic influence, are in point of phy- 
"^ique and comeliness unsurpassed in the Sunny South. Our , 
young men are w’ell ordered; and our maidens, “ not step¬ 
ping over the bounds of modesty,” are as fair as Psyches, 
'dispensing smiles as charming as November flowers.’ 

The closing clause has the seeming of a rather frosty com¬ 
pliment, but that is apparent only, not real. November is 
summer-time there. 


His compliment to the local purity of the language is war¬ 
ranted. It is quite free from imimrities; this is acknowledged 
far and w'ide. As in the Get man Empire all cultivated people , 
claim to speak Hanoverian (Jerman, so in Australasia all cul¬ 
tivated people claim to speak Ballarat English. Even in 
England this cult has made considerable progress, and now 
that it is favoured by the two great Universities, the time is 
not far away when Ballarat Englir.h will come into general ’ 
use among the educated classes of Great Britain at large. Its 
great merit is, that it is shorter than ordinary English—that 
‘s, it is more compressed. At first you have some difficulty in . 
understanding it when it is spoken as rapidly as the orator 
W'hom 1 have quoted speaks it. An illustration wdll show what 
I mean. When he called and I handed him a chair, he bowed 
and said ; 


‘Q.’ 

Presently, when we were lighting our cigars, he held a match 
,0 mine, and I said : 

‘ Thank you ; ’ and he said ; 

^ *Km.’ 



Then I saw. * Q ’ is the end of the phrase ’ I thank you ’; 
Km’ is the end of the phrase ‘You are welcome.’ Mr. 
Jttle puts no emphasis upon either of them, but delivers - 
hm so reduced that they hardly have a sound. All Ballarat ' 






Il^'pk^'^l tbe naraness and harshness out of jpiir,to4gw^%.i'< 
to it a delicate whispery and vanishing caden^o ^lW<S 
•^icharms the ear like the faint rustling of the forest leaves. ' ‘ 


CHAPTER XXVI 

Class A IxKik which people praise and don’t read. 

Pudd'nhead Wilson's New Calendan 

On the rail again—bound for Bendigo. From Diary ; , | 

October 23.—Got up at six, left at 7.30; soon rcache^f 
Castlemaine, one of the rich goldfields of the early days; waited*^ 
several hours for a train ; left at 3.40, and reached Bendigo in, 
an hour. For comrade a Catliolic priest who was better than; 

I was but didn’t seem to know it—a man full of graces of the^ 
heart, the mind and the spirit; a lovable man. He will viso,'| 
He will be a bishop, some day. Later't.n archbishop. Later^ 
a cardinal. Finally an archangel, I hope. And then he wilF^ 
recall me when I say, ‘ Do you remember that trip w'C made,!^ 
from Ballarat to Bendigo, w'hen you were nothing but Father!' 
C., and I was nothing to what I am now ?,’ It has actually,'^ 
taken nine hours to come from Ballarat to Bendigo. We could'll 
have saved seven by walking. However, there was no hurry. 

’ "vi 

A 

Bendigo was another of the rich strikes of the early days./i 
It does a great quartz-mining business, now—that business'-^ 
which, more than any other that I know of, teaches patience^ 
and requires grit and a steady nerve. The town is full of-'J 
towering chimney-stacks and hoisting-works, and looks like 
petroleum-city. Speaking of patience : for example, one of the. 
local companies went steadily on with its deep borings and.'l 
searchings without show of gold or a penny of reward for elev^f^ 
years —then struck it and became suddenly rich. The elev6n^ 
years’ work had cost /^55,ooo, and the first gold found was/^> 
grain the size of a pin’s head. It is kept under locks and ba*^'!^. 
as a precious thing, and is reverently shown to the visitor^ 
*’hats olf.’ When I saw it I had not heard its history. 

* It is gold. Examine it—take the glass. Now how uiU^ji 
. should you say it. is worth ? * 





M say about two cents; or in your English dialect^; 

farthings.* 

'/■’ / Well, it cost ii,ooo/.* 

* Oh, come ! ’ 

* Yes, it did. Ballarat and Bendigo have produced the 
'^rce monumental nuggets of the world, and this one is the 
inpnumentalest one of the three. The other two represent 
'pyooo/. apiece; this one a couple of thousand more. It is small, 

0 ahd not much to look at, but it is entitled to its name—^Adam. 

fit is the Adam-nugget of this mine, and its cliildrcn run up 
|;' 'into the millions.’ 

Speaking of patience again, another of the mines was 
§ worked, under heavy expense, during seventeen years before 
i^fpay was struck, and still another one compelled a wait of 
ifflwenty-one years before pay was struck; then, in both instances, 
iy,the outlay was all back in a year or two, with compound 
interest. 

Bendigo has turned out even more gold than Ballarat. The 
^j^two together have produced ^'650,000,000 worth—whichishalf *i 
.^as much as California has produced. 

It was through Mr. Blank—not to go h.to particulars about 
;‘his name—it was mainly through Mr. Blank that my stay in 
-i Bendigo was made memorably pleasant and interesting. He 
( explained this to me himself. He told me that it was through 
; his influence that the city Government invited me to the Town 
' Hall to hear complimentary speeches and respond to them; that 
f it was through his influence that I had been taken on a long 
(pleasurC'drive through the city and shown its notable features ; 

'i that it was through liis influence that I was invited to visit the 
’(great mines; that it was through his influence that 1 %vas taken 
5to the hospital and allowed to see the convalescent Chinaman 
fvtho had been attacked at midnight in his lonely hut eight 
f'w^eks before by robbers and stabbed forty-six times and 
fispalped besides j that it was through his influence that when I 
Iplrrived this awful spectacle of piecings and patchings and 
i|>andagings was sitting up in his cot letting on to read one of 
books ; that it was through his influence that efforts had 
l^nfmade to get the Catholic Archbishop of Bendigo to 
to dinner; that it was through his influence that 
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be^ai'mAe to geV th^ 

"to ask me to supper; that it was through his influence 
"dean of the editorial fraternity had driven me through the WQP< 3 ^, 
Outlying country and shown me, from the summit of LoneT^^ 
Hill, the mightiest and loveliest expanse of forest-clad mountain 
and valley that I had seen in all Australia. And when; 
asked me what had most impressed me in Dendigo, and p 
answered and said it was the taste and the public spirit whi^' 
had adorned the streets with 105 miles of shade-trees, he sajidi 
that it was through his influence that it had been done. , J, 

But I am not representing him quite correctly. He dii 
not say it w'as through his influence that all these things had! 
happened—for that would have been coarse •, he merely conveyed^ 
that idea; conveyed it so subtly that I only caught it fleeth.gly,'j 
as one catches vagrant faint breaths of perfume when one^i 
traverses the meadows in summer ; convc}’ed it without ofTenccS: 
and without any suggestion of egoism or ostentation—but canf: 
veyed it, nevertheless. 

He was an Irishman; an educated gentleman; grave, and',; 
kindly and courteous; a bachelor, and about forty-five or possibly^- 
fifty years old, apparently. He called upon me at the hotel»i, 
and it was there that we had this talk. He made me like him, " 
and did it without trouble. This was partly through his win^' 
ning and gentle ways, but mainly through the amazing familiarityjl 
with my books which his conversation showed. He was down;' 
to date with them, too; and if he had made them the study of' 
his life he could hardly have been better posted as to theif/, 
contents than he was. He made me better satisfied witht > 
myself than I had ever been before. It was plain that he had;?, 
a deep fondness for humour, yet he never laughed ; he neverj 
even chuckled : in fact, humour could not win to outward ex*u> 
pression on his face at all. No, he was always grave—tenderly/; 
pensively grave ; but he made me laugh, all along; and this 
very tr}dng—and very pleasant at the same time—for it was,.at3 
quotations from my own books. 

When he was going, he turned and said—• 

‘You don’t rememljcr me?’ 

‘I ? Why, no. Have we met before?* 

* No, it was a matter of correspondencCt' 

* Correspondence ? ’ 
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. many years ago. Twelve or fifteen. Oh, longer than 

thar^ ]^ut of course you- * A musing pause. ITien he said: 

* Do you remember Corrigan Castle ? * 

/ *N-no, I believe I don’t. I don’t seem to recall the name.' 

He Tvaited a moment, pondering, with the door-knob in his 
hand, then started out; but turned back and said that I had 
once been interested in Corrigan Castle, and asked me if I 
would go with him to his quarters in the evening and take a 
hot Scotch and talk it over. I was a teetotaller and liked 
rcla'tation, so I said I would. 

We drove from the lecture-hall together about half-past ten. 
He had a most comfortably and tastefully furnished parlour, 
with good pictures on the walls, Indian and Japanese ornaments 
on the mantel and here and there, and books everywhere— 
largely mine ; which made me proud. The light was brilliant, 
the easy-chairs wxre deep-cushioned, the arrangements for 
brewing and smoking were all there. We brewed and lit up; 
then he passed a sheo^Tif note paper to me and said ; 

‘Do you lomember that ?' 

‘ Oh, yes, indeed ! ’ 

The paper was of a sumptuous quality. At the top was a 
twisted and interlaced monogram printed from steel dies in 
gold and blue and red, in the ornate English fashion of long 
years ago; and under it, in neat gothic capitals, was this— 
printed in blue; 


TH£ MARK TWAIN CLUB 

CORRIGAN CASTLE 
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* My ! ’ said I. * How did you come by this ? * 

‘ I was president of it.’ 

* No ! —you don’t mean it.’ 

‘It is true. I was its first president I was re-elected 
annually as long as its meetings were held in my castle— 
Corrigan- which was five years.’ 

Then he showed me an album with twrenty-three photographs 
pf me in it. Five of them were of old dates, the others of 
various later crops; the list closed with a picture taken by Falk 
in Sydney a month before. 
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. ‘You sent us the first five ; the rest were pought^* 
l'" This was paradise 1 We ran late, and talked,^ 

^fiUced—subject, The Mark Twain Club of Corrigan Castj^^ 
"'Ireland. ’ 

I iV f cU 

My first knowledge of that club dates away back; all . 6)11 
twenty years, I should say. It came to me in the form of^si^ 
' courteous letter, written on the note-paper which I have,| 
described, and was signed, *By order of the President; C.| 
Pembroke, Secretary.’ It conveyed the fact that the club had! 
been created in my honour, and added the hope that this token 
of appreciation of my work would meet vrith my approval. 

I answered, with thanks ; and did what I could to keep my,',^ 
gratification from over-exposure. . 

It was then that the long correspondence began. A I'^ter^i? 
came back, by order of the president, furnishing me the names/^ 
of the members—thirty-two in number. AVith it came a copy ^ 
of the constitution and bye-laws, in pamphlet form, and! 
artistically printed. The initiation fee'^nd dues were in their 
proper place; also, schedule of meetings—monthly for essays 
upon works of mine, followed by discussions; quarterly for.' 
business and a supper, without essays, but with after-suppcf 
speeches; also, there was a list of the officers : president, vice-^^ 
president, secretary, treasurer, etc. 'Ihc letter was brief, butV 
it was pleasant reading, for it told me about the strong interest i 
which the membership took in their new venture, etc., etc. It'”* 
also asked me for a photograph—a special one. I w’ent down \ 
and sat for it and sent it—with a letter, of course. 

Presently came the badge of the club—and very dainty and^!^ 
pretty it was, and very artistic. It w’as a frog peeping out from!^? 
a graceful tangle of grass-sprays and rushes; and Avas done 
enamels on a gold basis, and had a gold pin back of it. Aftet'^ 
I had petted it, and played with it, and caressed it and enjoyed|*' 
it a couple of hours, the light happened to fall upon it at a he^'| 
angle and revealed to me a cunning new detail: with the Ilghtl 
just right, certain delicate shadings of the grass-blades ani^^ 
rush-stems wove themselves into a monogram—mine 1 You(i 
can see that that jewel was a work of art. And when .yb^^^ 
come to consider the intrinsic value of it, you must concedii'^ 
that it is not every literary club that could afford a badge It 
that It was easily worth ^(75, in the opinion of Mesa 



puyicajje it for that and make a profit. 

By this time the club was well under way; and from that 
time forth its secretary kept my ofT-hours well supplied with 
iusiness. He reported the club’s discussions of my books with 
1‘laboribus fulness, and did his work with great spirit and ability. 
As a rule, he synopsised; but when a speech was especially 
mjbrilliant, he short-handed it and gave me the best passages 
pcfrom it, written out. There were five speakers whom he 
^^;particularly favoured in that way : Palmer, Forbes, Naylor,, 
-v Norris, and Calder. I'almer and Forbes could never get 
^.through a speech without attacking each other; and each in 
-his own way was formidably eiTective—Palmer in virile and 
“eloquent abuse, Forbes in courtly and elegant but scalding 
^ satire. I could always tell which of them was talking, without 
5 looking for his name. Naylor had a polished style and a 
i happy knack at felicitous metaphor; Nonis's style was wholly 
' Without ornament, hu'^enviably compact, lucid and strong. 

• But after all, Calder was the gem. He never spoke when 
sober, he siioke continuously when he wasn’t. And certainly 
they were the drunkest si)ceches that a man ever uttered. 
They were full of good things, but so inc.-edibly mixed up and 
wandering, that it made one’s head swim to follow him. They 
^were not intended to be funny, but they were; funny for the 
very gravity which the speaker put into his flowing miracles of 
■;dncongruity. In the course of five years I came to know the 
‘^styles of the five orators a* well as I knew the style of any 
spc.akcr in ray own club at home. 

These reports came every month. They were wiittcn on 
'foolscap, six hundred words to the page, and usually about 
^twenty-five pages in a report—a good fifteen thousand words, 
I should say; .a solid week’s work. The reports were 
absorbingly entertaining, long as they were; but unfortunately 
,vfor me, they did not come alone. They were always accom- 
‘panied by a lot of questions, about passages and purposes in rny 
•books, which the club wanted answered; and additionally 
lliccoropanied, every quarter, by the treasurer’s report, and the 
||hditor’s report, and the committee’s report, and the president’s 
^^eyiew—and my opinion of these was always desired j also, 
jJuBgestjpns for the good of the club, if any occurred to me. 





^ ' Byllnd by I came to dread those thio^; arid tms 

greWi and grew and grew; grew until I got to anticipati|ig tbfe® 
I^S'with a cold horror. For I was an indolent man, and not fopdj 
of letter-writing, and whenever these things came I had to pHt^' 
everything by, and sit down—for my owm peace of mind—and| 

, dig and dig, until I got something out of my head which would-;, 
„• ansAvcr for a rcjjly. I got along fairly well the first year; but^ 

' for the succeeding four years the Mark Twain Club of Corrigan 
Castle Avas my curse, my nightmare, the grief and misery of myis; 
life. And I got so, so sick of sitting for photographs. I sat| 
every year for five years, trying to satisfy that insatiable'^ 
organisation. Then at last I rose in revolt—I could endure J 
my oppressions no longer. I pulled my fortitude together and '^ 
tore off my chains, and was a free man again, and happy. Frcin | 
that day I burned the secretary’s fat envelopes the moment ^ 
they arrived, and by and by they ceased to come. A 

Well, in the sociable frankness of that night in Bendigo 1 ' i 
brought this all out in full confession. '*^rhen Mr. Blank came: 

, out in the same frank way, and with a prcliminaiy word of '■ 
gentle apology said that he w'as the Mark Twain Club, and the 
only member it had ever had ! 

Wh)', it was matter for anger—but I didn’t feel any. He' 
said he had never had to work for a living, and that by the; 
time he was thirty life had become a bore and a weariness to' 
him. He had no interests left; they had paled and pcri.s]ied, 
one by one, and left him desolate. He had begun to think of 
suicide. Then all of a sudden he thought of that happy idea'i 
of starting an imaginary club, and went straightw^ay to work at’r. 
it, with enthusiasm and love. He W'as charmed with it; it”* 
gave him something to do. It elaborated itself on his hands 
it became twenty times more complex and formidable than waS: 


his first rude draft of it. Every new addition to his original; 
plan which cropped up in his mind gave him a fresh interest^ 
' and a new pleasure. He designed the club badge himself, and*l 
« worked over it, altering and improving it, a number of days;;* 
and nights; then sent to London and had it made. It was4 
V/ the only one that was made. It was made for me; the ' rest b^| 
the club ’ went without. ^ 

' He invented the thirty-two members, and their names.' lief 
the five favourite speakers and their five separat^l 





ti 


^ ^ ttyies ^ He invented tHeir speeches, aHd reported them hitnself. 

woiid have kept that club going until now, if I hadn’t 
^® 4 serted, he said. He said he worked like a slave over those 
Sieports; each of them cost him from a week to a fortnight’s 
IlKWork, and the work gave him pleasure and kept him alive and 
^^illing to be alive. It was a bitter blow to him when the club died. 

Finally—there w'asn’t any Corrigan Castle. He had 
^fcihvented that, too. 

C,'i . It was w’ondcrful—the whole thing; and altogether the most 
.ingenious and laborious and cheerful and pains-taking practical 
g^joke I have ever heard of. And I liked it; liked to hear him 
i^^'tell about it; yet I have been a hater of practical jokes frpra 
as long back as I can remember. Finally he said: 

C,,. * Do you remember a note from Melbourne fourteen or 

‘.r fifteen years ago, telling about your lecture tour in xVustralia 
"Ci and your death and burial in Melbourne?—a note from Henry 
r.Uascom, of Bascom Hall, Upper Holyw’cll, Hants.’ 

‘Yes.’ 


' j , * I WTOte it.’ 

X' ‘M-yword!’ 

‘ Yes, I did it. I don’t know why. I just took the notion, 
t and carried it out without stopping to thuik. It w’as wrong. 
/ It couid have done harm. I was al ways sorry about it after- 
,' ward. You mu'^t forgive me. I w’as Mr. Bascom’s guest in 
'i bis yacht, on his voyage around the world. He often spoke of 
'.you, and of the pleasant times you had had together in his 
' home^ and the notion took me, there in Melbourne, and I 
imitated his hand and wTOte the letter.’ 

So that mystery was cleared up, at last, after so many many 
, years 


CHAPTER XXVII 

i' 

rl 

, There arc people who can do all fine and heroic things but one: 

.‘ keep from telling their happinesses to the unhappy.— ruJU'nhead Wilson’s 
.jbl’ow Calendar^ 

j'J^iTER visits to Maryborough and some other Australian towns, 
twe presently took passage for New Zealand. If it would not 
|ldok too much like showing off, I would tell .the reader wfeere. 


^ ew &:atand is. ^or he is as I was : he thinitt n6 ihbm 
fe^d he thinks he knows where Hertzegovina is | anctiiow'to 
^i^^ronOunce/finaA; and how to use the word withoti^l 

I'iil^xposing himself to the derision of the dictionary. But iS j 
truth he knows none of these things. There are but four or j 
/ five people in the world who possess this knowledge, and these f 
' make their living out of it. They travel from place to places 
visiting literary assemblages, geographical societies, and seats 
„ of learning, and springing sudden bets that these people do 
not know these things. Since all people think they know 
them, they are an easy prey to these adventurers. Or rather 
they were an easy prey until the law interfered three months 
ago, and a New York Court decided that this kind of gambling j 
is illegal * because it traverses Article iv. Section 9 of the Con¬ 
stitution of the United States, which forbids betting on a sure 
'thing.’ This decision was rendered by the full bench of the 
New York Supreme Court, after a test sprung upon the Court 
by counsel for the prosecution which sli?Hv'ed that none of the 
nine judges was able to answer any of the four questions. 

All people think that New Zealand is close to Australia or 
Asia, or somewhere, and that you cross to it on a bridge. But 
that is not so. It is not close to anything, but lies by itself, 
out in the water. It is nearest to Australia, but still not near.' 
The gap between is very wide. It will be a surprise to the 
reader, as it was to me, to learn that the distance from 
Australia to New Zealand is twelve or thirteen hundred 
miles, and that there is no bridge. I learned this from 
Professor X., of Yale University, whom I met in the steamer 
on the great lakes when I was crossing the continent to saij 


across the Pacific, I asked him about New Zealand, in order , 
to make conversation. I supposed he would generalise a littl^ f 
, without compromising himself, and then turn the subject 
something he was acquainted with, and my object would-i 
be attained; the ice would be broken, and we could go,! 
smoothly on, and get acquainted, and have a pleasant timel t 
, But to my surprise he was not embarrassed by my question^ t 
but seemed to welcome it, and to take a distinct interest in it;!’' 

: He began to talk—fluently, easily, confidently, comfortablyL 
?ind as he talked, my admiration grew and grew; for as 
^isubjecjt developed under his competent hands I saw,,thatie, ’ 



Reacts, and its climatic peculiarities. When he was done, I was 
fMost in wonder and admiration, and I said to Inyself, he knows ’ = 
^everything; in the domain of human knowledge he is king. . 
jf^ 1 W'anted to see him do more miracles; and so, just for ‘. 
;,fthe pleasure of hearing him answer, I asked him about 
! Hertzegovina, and pariah, and unique. But he began to 
/’generalise, then, and show distress. I saw that with New * - 
21ealand gone, he vras a Samson shorn of his locks ; he was 
i as other men. This was a curious and interesting mystery, and 
/' I was frank with him, and asked him to explain it. 

He tried to avoid it at first; but then laughed, and said that 
after all the matter was not worth concealment, so he would 
let me into the secret. In substance, this is his story : 

* Last autumn I was at work one morning at home, vrhen a 
card came up—the of a stranger. Under the name was 

printed a line which showed that this visitor was Professor 
of Theological Engineering in Wellington University, Ndw 
Zealand. I w'as troubled—troubled, I mean, by the shortness 
of the notice. College etiquette required that he be at once 
invited to dinner by some member ot the Faculty—invited to 
dine on fAat day—not put off till a subsequent day. I did not 
quite know what to do. College etiquette requires, in the case 
of a foreign guest, that the dinner-talk shall begin with compli¬ 
mentary references to his country, its great men, its services 
to civilisation, its seats of learning, and things like that; and 
of course the host is responsible, and must either begin this 
talk himself or see that it is done by someone else. I was in 
great difficulty; and the more I searched my memory, the- 
more my trouble grew. I found that I knew notlung about, / 
New Zealand. I thought I knew where it was, and that was , 
all. I had an imi)ression that it was close to Australia or 
Asia, or somewhere, and that one went over to it on a bridge. 
This might turn out to be incorrect; and even if correct, it 
would not furnish matter enough for the purpose at the dinner, 
and I should expose my college to shame before my guest; he ; 
#ould see that I, a member of the Faculty of the first University / 
In’America, was wholly ignorant of his country, and he would go . 
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Iny lace burn. 

'■ *1 sent for my wife and told her how I was situated, an(|^ 

asked for her help, and she thought of a thing which I mighty 
have thought of'myself, if I had not been excited and worried.'' 
She said she would go and tell the visitor that I was out but* 
would be in in a few minutes ; and she would talk, and keep* 
him busy while I got out the back way and hurried over and^ 
made Professor Lawson give the dinner. For Lawson knew. ^ 
everything, and could meet the guest in a creditable way and J 
save the reputation of the University. I ran to Lawson, bu^ 
was disappointed. He did not know anything about New,/:'i 
Zealand. He said that as far as his recollection went, it was 
close to Australia, or Asia, or somewhere, and you go over to it{^ 
on a bridge; but that was all he knew. It was too bad. Lawson 
was a perfect encyclopedia of abstruse learning ; but now in 
this hour of need, it turned out that he did not know anyV'1 
useful thing, ‘ 

* We consulted. He saw that the reputation of the University':' 
was in very real peril, and he walked the floor in anxiety, it. 
talking, and trying to think out some way to meet the difficulty. 
Presently he decided that we must try the rest of the Faculty— , 
some of them might know about New Zealand. So wc went 
to the telephone and called up the Professor of Astronomy and 
asked him, and he said that all he knew was, that it W'as close 
to Australia, or Asia, or somewhere, and you went over to it 
on- 


* We shut him off, and called up the Professor of Biology, 

and he said that all he knew w'as that it was close to Aus- 

‘We shut him oflT, and sat down, worried and disheartened, ' 
to see if we could think up some other scheme. We shortly 
hit upon one which promised well, and this one we adopted, - 
. and set its machinery going at once. It was this. Lawson , 

‘ must give the dinner. The Faculty must be notified by telc^ ,5 
.phone to prepare. We must all get to work diligently, and at ■/, 
.-the end of eight hours and a half we must come to dinner 
^'acquainted with New Zealand; at least well enough informed,';!^ 
to appear without discredit before this native. To seenv; 4 
y properly intelligent we should have to know about New .fl 
VZcaland’s population, and politics, and form of government'3 



^i|^Ma''t:afes,'^aiia''pfo3u6t^, and anbenf histoif, 
liid iiiddern history, and varieties of religion, and nature of the ;, 
iaips;"an^ their codification, and amount of revenue, and 
'Whence drawn, and methods of collection, and percentage of 

toss, and character of climate, and-well, a lot of things like 

^that; we must suck the maps and cyclopedias dry. And 
Awhile wc posted up in this way, the Faculty’s wives must flock 
:bver, one after the other, in a studiedly casual way, and help 
^”i;iny wife keep the New Zealander quiet, and not let him get 
'Ml out and come interfering wdth our studies. The scheme / 
ff?worked admirably. But it stopped business; stopped it 




bjtirely. 


‘It is in the official log-book of Yale, to be read and 
'^It^jwondered at by future generations—the account of the Great 
>«V ,Blank Day—the memorable Blank Day—the day wherein the 
wheels of culture were stopped, a Sunday silence prevailed all 
about, and the whole University stood still while the Faculty 
\ read-up and qualified ’lijclf to sit at meat, without shame, in 
,V,the presence of the Professor of Theological Engineering from 
V New Zealand. 

* When we assembled at the dinner we were miserably tiret 
‘ and worn—but we were posted. Yes, it is fair to claim lhaj 
fact, erudition is a pale name for it. New Zealand was t| 
!;;“oDly subject; and it was just beautiful to hear us ripple it oy',. 
c;. And with such an air of unembarrassed case, and unostentatious 
‘‘'familiarity with detail, and trained and seasoned mastery of 
the subject— and oh, the grace and fluency of it! 

‘Well, finally somebody happened to notice that the guest 
looking dazed, and wasn't saying ; inything. So they 
^stir^ed him up, of course. Then that man came out with a 
^^ood, honest, eloquent compliment that made the Faculty 
lilush. He said he was not worthy to sit in the company of 
'mendike these ; that he had been silent from admiration ; that 
ie.had been silent from another cause also—silent from shame, 
silent from ignorance ! “ For,” said he, “ I, who have lived 
"eighteen j'ears in New Zealand and have served five in a 
•|l»rofessorship, and ought to know much about that countr)^; 
'^rceive, now, that I know almost nothing about it. I say it 
^hame, that I have learned fifty times, yes, a hundred 
Iim6s more about New Zealand in these two hours at this 



:i^i^ i^n I ever knew before m ail th4 .eighteen ye^i 
.together. I was silent because I could not help, ,mys 
What I knew about taxes, and policies, and laws, and revenu^l® 
and products, and history, and all that multitude of things, wa|; 
but general, and ordinary, and vague—unscientific, in a wordl] 
—and it would have been insanity to expose it here to the^ 
searching glare of your amazingly accurate and all-comprehenji 
sive knowledge of those matters, gentlemen. I beg you to l^t; 
me sit silent—as becomes me. But do not change the subject/^ 
1 can at least follow you; in this one, whereas if you change to, 
one w'hich shall call out the full strength of your mighty erudi^' 
tion, I shall be as one lost. If you know all this about a^| 
remote little inconsequent patch like New Zealand, ah, whai^^ 
wouldn't you know about any other subject I ” * 


CHAPTER xxvHi 

<* I 

1 

Man is the Only Animal that Blushes. Or needs to.— Pudd'^tihse ^; 
Wilson^s New Calendar, 

The universal brotherhood of man is our most precious possessionjT/ 
W'hat there is of iL— rudd'nhead Wilson's New Calendar. 

From Diary : November i — Noon. —A fine day, a brilliant sun,-• 
Warm in the sun, cold in the shade—an icy breeze blowing'** 
out of the south. A solemn long swell rolling up northtvard.. 
It comes from the South Pole, with nothing in the way to. 
obstruct its march and tone its energy down. I have rea4> 
somewhere th.it an acute observer among the early explorers^ 
—Cook ? or Tasman ?—accepted this majestic swell as trust^^f 
worthy circumstantial evidence that no important land lay tO ; 
the southward, and so did not waste time on a useless quest in 
that direction, but changed his course and went searching^else^l^ 
where. ' 

Afternoon. —Passing bctw'ecn Tasmania (formerly Vai^^ 
Diemen's Land) and neighbouring islands—islands whence 
poor exiled Tasmanian savages used to gaze at their lost horae^^ 
land and cry; and die of broken hearts. How glad I am tbaj® 
all these native races are dead and gone, or nearly so.,, 
work was mercifully swift and horrible in some 




M far as Tasmania is concerned the extermination 
^s complete : not a native is left. 

In the introduction to ‘The Lost Tasmanian Race’(James 
^Sonwick, F,R.G.S.) I find a description of the annihilated 
Natives: 

f' * The aboriginal Tasmanians believed themselves alone in 
Jfhe world. 

jj ‘ Dark in skin, brilliant in eye, with massive jaw, immense 
Jteeth, woolly hair, curly beard, bridgelcss nose, expanded, 
fnostril, scarred body, shapely feet, small hand, they wandered 
jabout in scattered tribes. 

'' ‘ * Except in colour, they were unlike their neighbours of 
SNcw Holland, now Australia. In hair, in nose, in limb 
they differed. Both races were wandering hunters, never 
cultivating land, nor taming bird or beast for food supply. 
‘The chase gave no chance of settled habitation or form of 
government. The wooden pointed spear stayed the kangaroo 
an its leap, and the wdirllng stick brought down the winged 
Jfowl, The friction of two pieces of wood produced fire, 
-whose embers roasted the food. Without houses, without 
culinary utensils, without garments, save the raw skin, they 
Vhad no homes, and needed none. 

j,’ ‘The lowest down the depths of barbarism, they \rere 
yneither stupid nor mise'-able ^ they were still men and 
^women. Left alone those thousands of years, never ad- 
.ivancing beyond the rudest state, they had sense and feeling. 

‘If wanting little for the body, they craved less for the 
‘;'fioul. With no gods, no form of worship, their vague fears 
‘rwere due only to the wild, dread voices of storm and darkness. 
\pf the earth earthy, infants of humanity, not even struggicrs 
i.for the light, content with one day’s food and gladness, so 
^they lived, so had their fathers lived. 

; ‘Another wanderer came, and another claimant for the 
|jjbounding kangaroo. The native saw a man, like himself, 
fjlbut white in skin, clothed, and armed with thunder stolen 
ifrom the skies. The intruder brought mistrust and gloom 

g o those sweet vales and moonlit glades, so long owned 
the dark race in careless glee. Henceforth the scene is 
angedj the men and women find another heaven spread 





, Yes, they found another heaven spread over tpem... 
blood-brother from over the way spread it He has spread 
^ a good many for our black brother. In Tasmania, i^ 
■ Sydney, he hoisted his flag, and spread his heaven, 'andi^? 
, emptied his angels in—convicts. Not all, but the bulk were. 

The English Government began wisely and humanely in^ 
Tasmania. Its clear commands were, that the good-will ofc 
the natives should be conciliated: that the whites should^' 
live in amity and kindness with them; and that acts of vio-,*; 
lence against them and interruptions of their occupations must’^ 
be rigorously punished. 7’hat was the home Government—| 
England. ‘ “'1. 

But a collision occurred almost immediately, while the headj 
of the Tasmanian Government was not in the vicinity of the' 
disaster; and so the long tragedy was begun. This was in" 
1804 . Ignorance of savage ways was the cause of the collision.,; 
Tour or five hundred natives, of both sexes and all ages, came 
sweeping down a hill, chasing a hcr^ of kangaroos. The 


ignorant new English soldiery took them for a war party and 
fired on them, slaughtering as many as fifty. The presence of -;* 
the women and children was proof that the savages had no :■ 
hostile intent, but the soldiers did not know that. 

The natives had been pleasant and friendly before, but"-, 
from this time forth they harboured an unappeasable re-i; 
sentment towards the whites. All efforts to get back their ' 
confidence failed. Failed necessarily; for there were plenty 
of bad whites scattered over the wilderness expanses of Tas¬ 
mania among the hands in charge of lonely stations—convict’.; 
servants of the settlers, these, and skulking in the bush '- 
were still worse whites—escaped convicts, desperate fellows; 
called Bushrangers; and this sort of folk constantly spoiled 
the conciliatory work of the wiser and better whites, by get- 
ting into disputes with blacks and shooting them. 

Retaliation followed, of course—and according to savage s' 
custom ; the savage took hi.s revenge out of the first whites? 
. that came handy and were weak in number or could be am-l 
bushed. Year after year, and still year after year, this weiit| 
on; and a sorrowful time of it the lonely stockmen had. Thej 
.incidents read like plagiarisms of our own early-day Ihdi^f 
tales, but not always. Very far from it. ' ' ^ ^ 





.Eiijpish'setttera in Amenca'Wre notionvict^ but" 
^i^teir in|h!r There were a few convicts—white slaves—but so 
|few that they hardly show in our history. In Tasmania there 
j^'wras a multitude of them; and they conducted themselves 
flbward the natives after fashions which were never dreamed of 


f^y the American Englishmen. Our author says : ‘ Shrieks of 
Uerrified and outraged innocence rose with the groans of 
i’slaughtered guardians, in the hitherto peaceful vales of 
^Tasmania.’ There were white fiends who amused their leisure 


i'by ‘murdering or torturing' any natives who came within their 
, reach. Our ancestors stopped with killing; they did not deal 
I in torture. 


All of the early governors of Tasmania tried to protect the 
: natives, but their efforts were always defeated by that satanic 
. convict element of the white population. 


CHAPTER XXIX 

’ The man with a new ulea is a Crank, until the idea succeeds. 

Pudd'nhcad Wilson's New Calendar» 

The strife went on, for years and decades of years. The w'hitcs 
and the blacks hunted each other, ambushed each other, 
butchered each other. The blacks were not numerous. But 
, they were wary, alert, cunning, and they knew their country 
well. So they lasted a long time, few as they were, and in- 
' flicted much slaughter upon the whites. 

1 The Government wanted to save the blacks from ultimate 
extermination, if possible. One of its schemes was to capture 
, them and coop them up on a neighbouring island under 
' guard. Bodies of whites volunteered for the hunt, for the pay 
was good—5/. for each black captured and delivered j but the 
success achieved was not very satisfactory. The black was 
' haked, and his body was greased. It was hard to get a grip on 
^jhim that would hold. The whites moved about in armed 
{bodies, .and surprised little families of natives, and did make 
fiaptures; but it w'as suspected that in these surprises half a 
I’idozen natives w'cre killed to one caught—and that was not what 
Obvernment desired. 






, Another scheme was, to drive the natives ;nto a <iorn^f.l 
Q the island and fence them in by a cordon of nien pla^d icf 
V; line across the country; but the natives managed 
!%■ through, constantly, and continue their murders and arspiis^^J 

The governor warned these unlettered savages dy printfj^ 
proclamation that they must stay in the desolate regiprl 
officially appointed for them ! The proclamation was a de 
letter; the savages could not read it. Afterwards a picture- 
clamation was issued. It was painted upon boards, and thes^ 
were nailed to trees in the forest. I give herewith a photp -4 
graphic reproduction of this fashion-plate. . | 

Substantially, it means : 

1. The governor wishes the whites and the blacks to loytf" 

each other : > 

* -5 

2. He loves his black subjects ; 

3. Blacks who kill whites will be hanged ; ji 

4. Whites who kill blacks will be hanged. , , 

Upon its several schemes the (Government spent 30,000//' 

and employed the labours and ingenuities of several thousand 
whites for a long time—with failure as a result. Then, at kisli; 
a quarter of a century after the beginning of the troubles- 
between the two races, the right man was found. No, he found- 
himself. This was George Augustus Robinson, called ii^ 
history ‘ the Conciliator.’ He was not educated, and not con-t 
spicuous in any way. He was a working bricklayer, in Hobari 
Town. But he must have been an amazing personality ; a man| 
worth travelling far to sec. It may be that his counterpart’ 
appears in history somewhere, but I do not kjiow where to” 
look for it, , I 

He set himself this incredible task : to go out into the<; 
wilderness, the jungle, and the mountain-retreats where the/! 
hunted and impjlacablc savages were hidden, and appeatj 
among them unarmed, speak the language of love and of| 
kindness to them, and persuade them to forsake their home?^ 
and the wild free life that was so dear to them, and go witU'| 
him and surrender to thj hated whites and live under tbeir^ 
,watch and w'ard and upon their charity the rest of tbeilf|C 
'’lives! ^ ^ 

On its face it is the dream of a madman. His propo$itidt|| 
was laughed at hiy most of the people, of course; and,tw<S ' * 




TUE GOVEi;*NO:i’S rUOCLAMATlUN 



















y^s earlier the Covernment would'hare w^heo^^ai it;M^ 
But, it listened, now. It had tried all the rationaIv.metho^ 
that could be invented ; they had failed, utterly ; it waS 
to try the irrational. Good might result bad couldn^tr-^M 
anybody but the Conciliator. 

If the scheme was striking, and new to the world’s ex-v 
Dcrience, the situation was not less so. It was this. The^'H 
white population numbered 40,000 in 1831; the black popula-'i^g 
tion numbered //tree hundred. Not 300 warriors, but 300 men, 
women and children. The whites were armed with guns, the.® 
blacks with clubs and spears. The whites had fought the® 
blacks for a quarter of a century, and had tried every thinkable':'^ 
way to capture, kill, or subdue them ; and could not do it , If f, 
white men of any race could have done it, these would hiive 
accomplished it But every scheme had failed; the splendid,:; 
300, the matchless 300 were unconquered, and manifestly , 
unconquerable. They would not yield, they would listen to? ' 
no terms, they would fight to the tiilter end. Yet they had no \ 
poet among them to keep up their heart and sing the marvel 
of their magnificent patriotism. 

At the end of five-and-twenty years of hard fighting the 
surviving 300 naked patriots were still defiant, still persistent,'' 
still efficacious with their rude weapons, and the governor and ' 
the 40,000 knew not which way to turn, nor what to do. % 

'J'hcn the Bricklayer—that wonderful man—went out into ' 
the wilderness, with no weapon but his tongue and no pro- •' 
tection but his honest eye and his humane heart; and tracked f 
those embittered savages to their lairs in the gloomy forests 


and among the mountain snows ; and out of the love that was.s 
in him, and the eloquence which is its native speech, he per- ^ 
snaded them I And always, during the four years that he h 
patiently followed group after group and band after band of ; 
them through hundreds of miles of mountain and wilderness, 
they rushed upon him to kill him when he caught up with «- 
them ; and always he stood his ground, unarmed, and bcguiled^i 
them to listen; and always, w^hen they had listened, thej^^ 
tlirew avray their spears and followed him ! , =/ 

. In four years, without the spilling of a drop of blood, 
brought them all in, willing captives, and delivered theth 
the white governor, and ended the war which powder ahlli 



^^}^ets,..and tlvJtisands of men to use them, had prosecuted " 
^without result since 1804. 

k^i,, ^Mareyas charming the wild beasts with his music—that is 
^able; but the miracle wrought by Robinson is fact. It is 
^:.nisto^—and authentic; and surely there is nothing greater, 

I nothing more reverence-compelling in the history of any 
»^countiy, ancient or modem. 

4^ And in memory of the greatest man that Australasia ever 
developed, or ever will develop, there is a stately monument 
to George Augustus Robinson, the Conciliator, in—no, it is to 
another man; I forget his name. 

however, Robinson’s own generation honoured him, and 
in manifesting it honoured themselves. The Government gave 
>him a money reward and a thousand acres of land ; and the 
people held mass-meetings and praised him, and emphasised 
their praise with a large subscription of money. 


CHArXER XXX 

! There are many scapegoats for our sins, but the most popular one is 
Providence. iri/ion's A’£o Ca/endir. 

" In tlic beginning, Robhison’s moral suasioji project was 
sarcastically dubbed the suga^'-plum speculation. Naturally 
Robinson was considered a crank. But he was not quite that. 
In fact, he was a good way short of that. He \vas building 
upon his long and intimate knowledge of the native character. 
The deriders of his project were right—from their standpoint— 

. for they believed the natives to be mere wild beasts; and 
, Robinson was right—from his standpoint—for he believed the 
natives to be human beings. The truth did really lie between 
the two. The event proved that Robinson’s judgment was 
I' roundest; but about once a month for four years the event 
Jicame near to giving the verdict to the deriders, for about that 
.^reqpently Robinson barely escaped falling under the native 
t^pear?. ’ 

But history shows that he had a thinking head, and was not' 
'|t,?nere wild sentimentalist. For instance, he wanted the war 

started yparmed upon his mission 







f"Chance. And he was very wOling to ha^ve help; an^so 
rewards were advertised for any who would go unarmed J 
him. This opportunity was declined. Robinson persuad^» 
. some tamed natives of both sexes to go with him— a stroh|4 
evidence of his persuasive powers, for those natives well knewf^ 
that their destruction would be almost certain. As it turned'*^ 
out, they had to face death over and over again. 

Robinson and his little party had a difficult undertaking^ 
upon their hands. They could not ride off, horseback,'§ 
comfortably into the woods and call Leonidas and his 300'J^ 
together for a talk and a treaty the following day; for tKe"|! 
wild men were not in a body; they w’ere scattered, immense^S 
distances apart, over regions so desolate that even the birds%2 
could not make a living with the chances offered—scattered in '| 
groups of twenty, a dozen, half a dozen, even in groups of,rJ 
three. And the mission must go on foot. Mr. BonwickP 
furnishes a description of those horrible regions, whereby it |j 
will be seen that even fugitive gangs of the hardiest and choic^tv^ 
human devils the world has ever seen—the convicts set apart ,;*.; 
to people the ‘Hell of Macquarie Harbour Station’—werft.^!j 
never-able, except in a single case, to survive the horrors of the 
march through them, but starving and struggling, and fainting ';,^ 
and failing, ate each other and died : 

‘Onward, still onward, was the order of the indomitable',;' 
Robinson. No one ignorant of the western country of‘! 
Tasmania can form a correct idea of the travelling difficulties. 
While I was resident in Hobart Town, the Governor, Sir John,^ 


Franklin, and his lady undertook the western journey 
Macquarie Harbour, and suffered terribly. One man, who'fijj 
assisted to carry her ladyship through the swamps, gave me his xf 
bitter experience of its miseries. Several were disabled for life .‘^1 
No wonder that but one party escaping from Macquarie^! 
Harbour convict settlement arrived at the civilised region 
safely. Men perished in the scrub, "were lost in snow, or werftg 
‘ devoured by their companions. This was the territorji^vi* 
traversed by Mr. Robinson and his black guides. All honour^J 
to his intre[)idity, and their wonderful fidelity! When 
had, in the depth of winter, to cross deep and rapid rive^^ 
^ pass among mouptains six thousand feet high, pierce dangefoti^ll 





|p[^t$rfend firid food in a county forsaken even by Birds, we f 
r^ljse their hardships. 

After a frightful journey by Cradle Mountain, and over,'“" 
lofty plateau of Middlesex Plains, the travellers experienced 
j;^hwonted misery, and the circumstances called forth the best 
^^qualities of the noble little band. Mr. Robinson wrote after- 
1 ,wards to Mr. Secretary Burnett some details of this passage of ■ 
|\horrors. In that letter, of October 2, 1834, he states that iiis 
^ natives were very reluctant to go over the dreadful mountain 
■ losses j that “ for seven successive days we continued travelling 
; over one solid body of snow ”; that “ the snows were of 
'incredible depth”; that “the natives were frequently up to 
their middle in snow.” But still the ill-clad, ill-fed, diseased, 


and wayworn men and women were sustained by the cheerful 
' voice of their unconquerable friend, and responded most nobly 
to his call.’ 


Mr. Bonwiek says that Robinson’s friendly capture of the 
[Big River tribe—remember, it was a whole tribe—‘ was by far 
';tl;|e grandest feature of the w’ar, and the crowning glory of his 
efforts,’ The word * war ’ \vas not well chosen, and is mis¬ 
leading. 

There was war still, but only the blanks were conducting it 
—the whites were holding off until Robinson could give his 
.scheme a fair trial. I think that we are to understand that the 
friendly capture of that tribe was by far the most important 
thing, the highest in value, that happened during the whole 
thirty years of trucclcss hostilities ; that it was a decisive thing, 
a peaceful Waterloo, the surrender of the native Kai)a 1 eon and 
-his dreaded forces, the happy ending of the long strife. For ^ 
/that tiibe was the terror of the colony,’its chief ‘the Black 
Douglas of bush households.* 

Robinson knew that these formidable people were lurking ’ 
..somewhere, in some remote corner of the hideous regions just [ * 
i^idescribed, and he and his unarmed little party started on a } 
’tedious and perilous hum for them. At last, ‘ theie, under the 
Ishadow of the P'renchman’s Cap, whose grim cone rose five 
Jlh^sand feet in the uninhabited westward interior,’ they were 
sfoupd. It was a serious moment. Robinson himself believed, 
Itot once, that his mission, successful until now, was to end here ^ 
I?.failure, and that his own death-hour had struck. 




/•w‘ 


, . !>rhe r^oubtaHe ^ief stood jn menacing attitude, 
l^ghteeri-foot spear poised; his warriors stood masse^ 

'^back, armed for battle, their faces eloquent with their long^^ 
cherished loathing for white men. ‘They rattled their spears| 
and shouted their war-cry.* Their women were back of thern,|,^ 
laden with supplies of weapons, and keeping their hundred and^^ 
fifty eager dogs quiet until the chief should give the signal td|| 

fall on. j'.'S 

* I think w^e shall soon be in the resurrection,’ whispered a , J 

member of Robinson’s little party. 

*I think we shall,* answered Robinson; then plucked up K 
heart and began his persuasions—in the tribe’s own dialetft,^^ 
which surprised and pleased the chief. Presently there was^^,';.|; 
interruption by the chief: 

* Who are you ? * 

* We are gentlemen.’ / . 

‘Where are your guns?’ 

‘ We have none.’ ' J, 

The warrior was astonished. . 

‘ Where your little guns ? ’ (pistols). 

‘ We have none.’ i 


A few minutes passed—in by-play—suspense—discussion \ 
among the tribesmen—Robinson’s tamed squaws meantime j 
Tcnturing to cross the line and begin persuasions upon the 
wild squaws. Then the chief stepped back ‘ to confer with the 
old women—the real arbiters of savage war.’ 


Mt, Bonwick continues: . ‘ 

‘ As the fallen gladiator in the arena looks for the signal of ;• 
life or death from the president of the amphitheatre, so waited 
our friends in anxious suspense while the conference continued. J 
In a few minutes, before a word vras uttered, the women of the I" 
tribe threw up their arms three times. This w^as the inviolable ^ 
sign of peace ! Down fell the spears. Forward, with a heavy 
sigh of relief, and up^’ard glance of gratitude, came the friends v. 
of peace. The impulsive natives rushed forth with tears]^, 
■ an 1 cries, as each saw in the other’s rank a loved one of the;^ 

■f t 

* It was a jubilee of joy. A festival followed. And, 
tears flowed at the recital of woe, a coprobory of plea^||;^^r 
laughter closed the eventful day,’ 




_ It IS a good dramatic situation. ,Tljen the curtain fell upott- 
l^anothef one: ' , * 

. ‘ *When this desperate tribe was thus captured, there was 
!ffmuch surprise to find that the 30,000/. of a little earlier day 
^l liad been spent, and the whole population of the colony placed 
V tinder arms, in contention with an opposing force of sixteen 
I' men with wooden spears ! Yet such was the fact. The 
J celebrated Big River tribe, that had been raised by European 
; fears to a host, consisted of sixteen men^ nine wcmen^ and one 
' child. With a knowledge of the mischief done by these few, 

; their wonderful marches and their widespread aggressions, 
.'their enemies cannot deny to them the attributes of courage 
and military tact. A Wallace might harass a large army with 
' B small and determined band; but the contending parties were 
at least equal in arms and civilisation. I'he Zulus who fought 
us in Africa, the Maorios in New Zealand, the Arabs in the 
. Soudan, were far better p’^svided with weapons, more advanced 
in the science of war, and considerably more numerous, than 
. the naked Tasmanians. Governor Arthur rightly termed them 
’ a noble race.’ 




Those were indeed wonderful people, the natives. They 
ought not to have been wasted. They should have been crossed 
with tlie whites. It would have improved the whites and 
done the natives no harm. 


But the natives were wasted, poor heroic wild creatures. 
They were gathered together in little settlements on neighbour¬ 
ing islands, and paternally cared for by the Government, and 
instructed in religion, and deprived of tobacco, because the 
superintendent of the Sunday-school was not a smoker, and so 
.considered smoking immoral. 

The natives were not used to clothes, and houses, and 
regular hours, and church, and school, and Sunday-school, and 
work, and the other misplaced persecutions of civilisation, and , 
they pined for their lost home and their wild free life. Too 
date they repented that they had traded that heaven for this 
<hell. They sat home-sick on their alien crags, and day by day 
;gaz^ out through their tears over the sea with unappeasable 
longing towards the hazy bulk which was the spectre of wliat 
liad been their paradise; and one by one their hearts broke 
died. • • 



}r.' In a very few years nothing but a scant remnant remain^ 
alive. A handful lingered along into age. In i864^the las^ 




K man died; in 1876 the last woman died, and the Spartans 
Australasia were extinct. s 

■ The whites always mean well when they take human fish[, v 
out of the ocean and try to make them dry and warm ah^| 
' happy and comfortable in a chicken coop; but the kindest^ 
hearted white man can always be depended on to prove himselK 
inadequate when he deals with savages. He cannot turn thej 
situation around and imagine how he would like it to have aq, 
well-meaning savage transfer him from his house and his church,'? 
and his clothes and his books and his choice food to a hideous^ 
wilderness of sand and rocks, and snow and ice and s’$et^ 
and storm and blistering sun, w’ith no shelter, no bed, no* 
covering for his and his family’s naked bodies, and nothii’g tOi 


eat but snakes and grubs and offal. This would be a hell tQ| 
him ; and if he had any wisdom he' ."ould know that his own: 
civilisation is a hell to the savage—but he hasn’t any, and has ^ 
never had any; and for lack of it he shut up those poor natives ? 
in the unimaginable perdition of his civilisation, committing ' 
his crime with the very best intentions, and saw those poor , 
creatures waste away under its tortures ; and gazed at it vaguely ‘ 
troubled and sorrowful, and wondered what could be the matter- 
with them. One is almost betrayed into respecting those' 
criminals, they were so sincerely kind, and tender, and humane, 
and well-meaning. ;; 

T/iiy didn’t know why those exiled savages faded away, and; 
they did their honest best to reason it out. And one man, in' 
a like case in New South Wales, d/d reason it out and arrive| 
at a solution : 

* li is from /he wrath of God^ which is revealed from Ileaveii' 
against all ungodliness and unrighteousness of menl 

That settles it. < 





CHAPTER XXXI 

Let us be thankful for the fools. But for them the rest of os could not 
-.•^Cc^d.’—Pudd'nkead Wtlson*s New Calendar^ 

:,^The aphorism does really seem true; ‘Given the Circum- 
;< stances, the Man will appear.’ But the man mustn’t appear 
, ahead of time, or it will spoil everything. In Robinson’s case 
1 the Moment had been approaching for a quarter of a century, 
and meantime the future Conciliator was tranquilly laying bricks 
vin Hobart. When all other means had failed the Moment had 
• arrived, and the Bricklayer put down his trowel and came for- 
‘ ward. Earlier he would have been jeered back to his trowel 
again. It reminds me of a tale that was told me by a Ken¬ 
tuckian on the train when we were crossing Montana. He 
said the tale was current ih Louisville years ago. He thought 
it had been in print, but could not remember. At any rate, in 
substance it was this, as nearly as I can call it back to mind. 

A few years before the outbreak of the Civil War it 
began to appear that Memphis, Terressee, was going to be 
a great tobacco entrepot—the wise could see the signs of it. 

: At that time Memphis had a wharfboat, of course. There wtis 
a paved sloping wharf, for the accommodation of freight, but 
the steamers landed on the outside of the wharfboat, and all 
loading and unloading was done across it, between steamer and 
shore. A number of wharfboat clerks were needed, and part 
of the time, every day, they were very busy, and part of the time 
tediously idle. They were boiling over with youth and spirits, 
and they had to make the intervals of idleness endurable in 
some way; and as a rule they did it by contriving practi-, 
cal jokes and playing them upon each other. 

The favourite butt for the jokes was Ed Jackson, because 
' he played none himself and was easy game for other people’s 
: —for he always believed whatever was told him. 

One day he told the others his scheme for his holiday. He 
owas not going fishing or hunting this time—no, he had bought 
‘ out a better plan. Out of his $40 a month he had saved 
for his purpose in an economical way, and he was going 
a look at New York. * * 

’hr*'* / 

I ^ ‘ I 


enough 








«^j;.inenrse travel—in those days it meant seeing the worldt-s 
l^ 4 heequivalent of a voyage around it in ours. At first the dtbei^| 
jy^youths thought his mind was affected, but when they fourwl^^ 
that he was in earnest, the next thing to be thought of waf 
' , what sort of ojjportunity this venture might afford for a practical^ 
vjoke. * 

The young men studied over the matter, then held a secret- 
consultation and made a plan. The idea was, that one of the-^ 
conspirators should offer Ed a letter of introduction to Com-^^ 
modore Vanderbilt, and trick him into delivering it. It would"*{ 
be easy to do this. But what would Ed do when he got back..; 
to Memphis ? That was a serious matter. lie was good-' 
hearted, and had always taken the jokes patiently; but they 
had been jokes which did not humiliate him, did not bring-', 
, him to shame; whereas, this would be a cruel one in that way, ”- 
and to play it was to meddle with fire; for with all his good-'f 
nature Ed was a Southerner—and the' English of tiiat was, that '^ 
when he came back he would kill as many of the conspirators • 
as he could before falling himself. However, the thing must' 
be done, and the chances taken—it wouldn’t do to waste such 
a joke as that. 

So the letter was prepared, with great care and elaboration. 
It was signed Alfred Fairc'hild, and was written in an easy and 
friendly .spirit. It stated that the hearer was the bosom friend ' 
of tlie writer’s son, and was of good parts and sterling character; 
and it begged the Commodore to be kind to the young' 
stranger for the writer’s sake. It went on to say, ‘ You may. 
have forgotten me in this lung stretch of time, but you will'- 
easily call me b.ick out of your boyhood memories when I,;, 
remind you of how we robbed old Stevenson’s orchard that ; 
night; and how, while lie was chasing down the road after us - 
we cut across the field and doubled back and sold his own, 
apples to his own ccok for a hatful of doughnuts ; and the- 

, time that we-’ and so forth and so on, bringing in names;- 

of imaginary comrades, and detailing all sorts of wild andjj 
absurd and of course wholly imaginary schoolboy pranks and’.; 
adventures, but putting them into lively and telling shape.' 

With all gravity Ed was asked if he would like to have'a4 
^ letter to Commojdore Vanderbilt, the great millionaire, 



‘What? Do you know that extraordinary man ?* 

' * No ; but my father does. They were schoolboys togetj|icr, 
|tAnd if you like, I’ll write and ask father, and in three days , 
^''you’ll have the letter, sure. I know he’ll be glad to give it to 
l^you, for my sake.’ , 

Ed could not find words capable of expressing his gratitude ■ 
and delight. The three days passed, and the letter was pul, 
kis hands. He started on his trip, still pouring out his 
]j:thanks while he shook good-bye all around. And when he 
Vwas out of sight his comrades let fly their laughter in a storm 
• lOf happy satisfaction—and then quieted down, and were less 
^‘happy, less satisfied. For the old doubts as to the wisdom of 
fj^ this deception began to intrude again. 

Arrived in New York, Ed found his way to Commodore 
Vanderbilt’s business quar;.ers, and was ushered into a large - 
} anteroom where a score of people were patiently awaiting their 
rturns for a two minutes’ interview with the millionaire in his 
private office, A servant asked for Ed’s card, and got the 
. letter instead. Ed w'as sent for, a moment later, and found 
- Mr. Vanderbilt alone, with the letter—open—in his hand. 

* Pray sit down, Mr. —er-* 

< * Jackson.’ 

‘Ah—sit down Mr. Jackson. By the opening sentences 
, it seems to be a letter from an old friend. Allow me—I will 
^ run my eye through it. He says—he says—why who frit?’ 

' He turned the sheet and found the signature. ‘ Alfred Fair- ' 
-•’child—hin—Fairchild—I don’t recall the name. But that is 
nothing—a thousand names have gone from me. He says— , 
he says—hm— hm—oh, dear, but it’s good ! Oh, it’s rare ! 

I don’t ^uife remember it, but I seem to—it’ll all come back to 
; me presently. He says—he says—hm—hm—oh, but that was 
J a game I Oh, spl-cndid ! How it carries me back ! It’s all 
?;‘dim, of course—it’s a long time ago—and the names—some of 
names are wavery and indistinct—but sho’, I know it . 
i^tappened—I can feei it I and lord, how it warms my heart 
^i^and brings back my lost youth ! Well, well, well, I’ve got to 
f come back into this workaday world, now—business presses 
|imd .people are waiting—I’ll keep the rest.for bed to-night, * 




') and live iny youth over again. And you’U tlmk 
; /me when you see him —1 used to call him 'Alf, I 
you’ll give him my gratitude for what this letter has done 
. the tired spirit of a hard-worked man ; and tell him there 
anything that 1-can do for him or any friend of his that 1 won^lj 
do. And as for you, my lad, you are my guest; you can*|^ 
stop at any hotel in New York. Sit where you are a htt® 
%vhile, till I get through with these people, then we’ll go homeM 
I’ll take care of ^ou, my boy—make yourself easy as taf 
that.’ 

Ed stayed a week, and had an immense time—and rever|| 
suspected that the Commodore’s shrewd eye was on him, an<t| 
that he was daily being weighed and measured and ans^lysedij 
and tried and tested. Yes, he had an immense time; dnd^4 
never wrote home, but saved it all up to tell when he shouJ[d^4 
get back. Twice, with proper modesty and decency, he pro-fv-; 
posed to end his visit, but the Cwnmodore said, ‘ No—wait 
leave it to me; I’ll tell you when to go.’ 

In those days the Commodore was making some of thosel^; 
vast Combinations of his—consolidations of warring odds and/j 
ends of railroads into harmonious systems, and concentrations'!^ 
of floating and rudderless commerce in effective centres—and--!! 
among other things his far-seeing eye had detected the coh^': 
vergence of that huge tobacco-commerce, already spoken 
toward Memphis, and he had resolved to set his grasp upon it;,' 
and make it his own. 

The week came to an end. Then the Commodore said : L), 
*Now you can start home. But first we will have some’i^ 
more talk about that tobacco matter. I know you, now. I ) 
know your abilities as well as you know them yourself—perhaps'Ij!*. 
better. You understand that tobacco matter; you understand!! 
that I am going to take possession of , it, and you also under-J 
stand the plans which I have matured for doing it. What I 
want is a man who k»'ows my mind, and is qualified to represent 
me in Memphis, and be in supreme command of that important f| 
business—and I appoini you.’ p 

‘Mel- '.S 

*Ye$. Your salary will be high—of course—for you iaf^ 
representing me. I^ter you will cam increases of it, and wU® 
get them. You will need a small army of assistants: choo^seiibeQS 





MOIIE tif 

i carefully. Take no man for friendship’s sake; but, 

all things being equal, take the man you know, take j our friend, 
^in preference to the stranger.’ After some further talk under this 
head, the Commodore said, * Good bye, my boy, and thank 
Alf for me, for sending you to me.’ 

When Ed reached Memjihis he rushed down to the wharf 
in a fever to tell his great ne«s and thank the bo}s over and 
over again for thinking to give him the letter to Mr. 
Vanderbilt. It happened to be one of those idle times, 
Blazing hot noon day, and no si^^n of life on the i lurf. But 
as Ed threaded his way among the freight piles, he saw a i^hite 
linen figure btieUl^d in slumber upon a pile of giam sacks 
under an awning, and said to himself, ‘ 11 at’s one of thorn, 
and hastened his step, nevt, he said, ‘It’s ( hailc)—its ] aii- 
cluld- good’, and the nevt moment hid an afTedi mate Innd 
on the sktpei’s shouldoi 1 he C)es ..ned, luiK, took one 
glamc, the ficc bhm hod, t’to foim whirkd i'si,lf Ik 11 tin. ‘ick- 
pile, and in an instam I d is alone and laiiehild was 11 )mg 
for the wharf bolt like the wind ' 

rd was di/ed, stajiefied ^^as lainhild era?)? What 
could be the meaning ol this? lie started slow and dreamily 
down te)waids the whaiflxnt, turned me corner of a freif^ht- 
pilc, and came suddenly upon two of the boys They were 
lightly laughir., o\ei seme jileasint mitier, they heard his 
step, and glanced up just as he disco\eied them, the laugh 
died abruptly, and before' Ld eould speik they were off, and 
sailing over bands and bale s hi e hunted d^.e^ iin Ed was 
paralysed Had tlic boys all tone mid? IVliat uv//d be the 
explanation of this cxtraoidinaiy conduet? And >o, dieammg 
along, he re iched the whaifboat, and stcpiicd aLoird—nothing 
but silence there, and \acancy. He walked across the deck, 
turned the comer to go down the outer guard, heard a 
fert^ent — 

* Oh, Lord ' ’ and saw a white linen form plunge overboard. 
The youth came up coughing and strangling, and cried 
out— 

*Go ’way from here ! You let me alone. I didn’t do it, 
I swear 1 didn’t I ’ 

, ‘Didn’t do 

‘ Give you the —* 



-A'j' ■>•1’ 


!*'«»''<TW^^a>; 




If ‘Niever mind what you didn’t do--horae‘nut" of t^ 
a What makes you all act so ? What have /done ? * ^ ^ 

■f: ‘You? \Vhy,haven’t done anything. But- * ' 1 

‘ Well, then, what have you got against me ? What do y6ii| 
^ * all treat me so, for ? ’ 

‘I—er—but haven’t you got anything against us?* "’S 
‘ Of course not. What put such a thing into yourJi 
head ? ’ ' ’ ll 

‘ Honour bright—you haven’t ? * 

‘ Honour bright.’ -I 

‘Swear it!’ 


* I don’t know what in the wor/d you mean, but I swear il,n 

anyway.’ ^ 

‘ And you’ll shake hands with me ?* 

‘ Goodness knows I’ll be g/ad to I Why, I’m just starvin^r' 
to shake hands with somebody* ' 

The swimmer muttered, ‘Hang him, he smelt a rat and; 
never delivered the letter !—but it’s all right, I’m not going to; 
fetch up the subject.’ And he crawled out and came dripping 
and draining to shake hands. First one and then another of! 
the conspirators showed up cautiously—armed to the teeth— 
took in the amicable situation, then ventured warily forward 
and joined the love-feast. 

And to Ed’s eager inquiry as to what made them act as. 
they had been acting, they answered evasively, and pretended 
that they had put it up as a joke, to see what he would do. It, 
W’as the best explanation they could invent at such short' 
notice. And each said to himself, ‘He never delivered that 
letter, and the joke is on us^ if he only knew it or we were dull 
enough to come out and tell.’ '; 

Then, of course, they wanted to know all about his trip j 
and he said— 

‘ Come right up on the boiler deck and order the drinks— 
it’s my treat. I’m going to tell you all about it. And to-nig^^ 
it’s my treat again—and we’ll have oysters and a time ! * V; 

When the drinks were brought and the cigars lighted, Ea 

'said— .i 

, ‘Well, when I delivered the letter to Mr. Vanderbilt- * | 

* Great Scott 1 * , , 

‘Gracious, how you scared me. AYhat’s the matter?*, 



- „- . _ ___ ..^ 

HTrer—nothing. Nothing—it was a tack in the chair- > 


p^atj^'sai^ one. 

I, ,. *But you all said 


^delivered the letter- 


it. However, no matter. When I 


I * Did you deliver it ? ’ And they looked at each other as 
people might who thought that maybe they were dreaming. 

5‘ Then they settled to listening; and as the story deepened 
"and its marvels grew, the amazement of it made them dumb, 
l^d the interest of it took their breath. They hardly uttered 
;,a- whisper during two hours, but sat like petrifactions and 
drank in the immortal romance. At last the tale was ended, 
and Ed said— 

* And it’s all owing to you^ boys, and you’ll never find me 
^ungrateful—bless your hearts, the best friends a fellow ever 
"had 1 You’ll all have places; I want every one of you. I 
know you—I know you “ by the back^^ as the gamblers say. 
Vou’re jokers, and all that, ^ut you’re sicrling^ with the hall¬ 
mark on. And Charley Fairchild, you shall be my first 
assistant and right hand, because of your first-class ability, and 
because you got me the letter, and for your father’s sake who 
,wrote it for me, and to please Mr. Vanderbilt, who said it 
would ! And here’s to that gical man drink hearty ! ’ 

Yes, when the Moment comes, the Man appears—even if he 
,is a thousand miles away, and has to be discovered by a 
practical joke. 


CHAPTER XXXII 

* < 

V', When people do not respect us we are sharply offended ; yet deep 
0 -down in his private heart no man much respects himself. — Piidd‘‘nhcad 
‘ S. IVihon's New Calendar. 

V NECESS.\RiLy the human interest is the first interest, in the 
log-book of any country. The annals of Tasmania, in whose 
irshadow we were sailing, are lurid with that feature. Tasmania 
was a convict-dump, in old times j this has been indicated in 
J^Jthe aocount ct the ‘ Conciliator,’ where reference is made to 
/^Vain attempts of desperate convicts to win to permanent free¬ 
dom after escaping from Macquarie Harbour and the ‘ Gates of 
EHell.' In the early days Tasmania had a grjiat population of 







led In one spot there was a settlement of juvenile c9hViefe^ 
children —who had been sent thither from their home and t^| 
'friends on the other side of the globe to expiate their * crith® 
In due course our ship entered the estuary called thi 
Derwent, at whose head stands Hobart, the capital of TaSfi^^ 
mania. The Derwent’s shores furnish scenery of an interestiiij^ 
sort. The historian, Laurie, whose book, ‘ The Story of Aus-^^ 
tralasia,’ is just out, invoices its features with considerable*^! 
truth and intemperance ; ‘ The marvellous picturesqueness of J 
every point of view, combined with the clear balmy atmosphere,| 
and the transparency of the ocean depths, must have delighted^ 
and deeply impressed’ the early explorers. *If the rock*?^ 
bound coasts, sullen, defiant, and lowering, seemed uninvit‘!|g,' ^ 
these were occasionally broken into charmingly alluring coves, § 
floored with golden sand, clad with evergreen shrubbery andif 
adorned with every variety of indi^genous wattle, she oak, wildf^,' 
flower and fern, from the delicately graceful “ maiden-hair 
to the palm-like “ old-man ” ; while the majestic gum-tree, 
clean and smooth as the mast of “ some tall ammiral,” pierces:;, 
the clear air to the height of 230 feet or more.’ ' 

It looked so to me. ^Coasting along Tasman’s Peninsul^' 
what a shock of pleasant wonder must have struck the early 
mariner on suddenly sighting Cape Pillar, with its cluster of:.; 
black-ribbed basaltic columns rising to a height of 900 feet,/' 
the hydra-head wreathed in a turban of fleecy cloud, the base 
lashed by jealous waves spouting angry fountains of foam.’ 

That is well enough, but I did not suppose those snags;);, 
were 900 feet high. Still, they were a very fine show. They 
stood boldly out by themselves, and made a fascinatingly odd,;# 


spectacle. But there was nothing about their appearance tp*^ 
• suggest the heads of a hydra. They looked like a row of lofty 
slabs, with their upper ends* tapered to the shape of a carving- '^ 
knife point; in fact, tlie early voyager, ignorant of their great 
height, might have mistaken them for a rusty old rank of piles 
that had sagged this way and that out of the perpendiculat. 

The Peninsula is lofty, rocky, and densely clothed wilhS 
scrubs or brush, or both. It is joined to the main by a Ipw^ 
neck. At this junction was formerly a convict station calfe® 
t*ort Arthur—a ]^)bce hard to escape from. Behind it was 










TOiit W|S the narrow neck, with a cordon of chained dogs 
g^ss i(i and a line of lanterns, and a fence of living guards, 
proed. We saw the place as we swept by—that is, we had a 
wlimpse of what we were told was the entrance to Port Arthur. < 
jThe glimpse was worth something as a remembrancer, but 
phat was all. 

' The author of ‘The Story of Australasia,’ imagines certain 
^episodes of the convict-life of the old times at Port Arthur, 
^and discharges them into his book in his red Vesuvian w'ay : 

\ ‘ Or turn we to the precincts of the gaol, what do we hear ? 

*^^The clink of clanking chains, the brutal snarl of the blood¬ 
-thirsty warder, the sighs and groans of the God-forsaken w'retch 
-’expiring under perhaps his hundredth lash out of a possible 500 
viand sometimes i.ooo ! ’ 

*T r* ^ 

It is good intense literature; and although the last nine 
.' words are cloudy I think wc know what they were intended to 
mean. It often happens that people frame phrases which 
have no meaning to a grammar, and yet convey a clear meaning 
to the world. ^Villiam Nye’s remark about Wagner’s music is 
'of that sort: ‘They say that Wagner’s music is better than it 
sounds.’ 


A maiked peculiarity of ‘The Story of Australasia’ is that 
' its finest and most eruptive passages hardly ever mean any¬ 
thing to a grammar, ana yet are almost always clear to the 
reader. The author is more prodigal of metaphor than is any 
Other historian ; and mctaplior confuses a grammar but it has 
The opposite effect ui)on a reader. Melaplior—to use a meta- 
"phor by way of illustration—may be likened to the succession 
of lightning-glares that accompany a htcraiy thunderstorm j 
-they light up the landscape to the reader, but the grammar 
'takes notice of nothing but the dark intervals bct\^een. Now,' 
To a grammar the phrase ‘peculiarly unique’ has no meaning ; 
;bat we have no trouble in understanding it; 

1 ' * We have already learnt how this peculiarly unique country, 
jb^witched by the curse of crime and indolence, lay in a stale 
p'orse than the first—like a huge ulcer at the heart of Nep- 
%ie. On a turn of the kaleidoscope, we have seen it gradu- 
^^lly emerging, like Venus, from the billowy depths, bearing 
symbols of Hope in one hand and of Riches in the 








l^pliifCT/ It seemed as if one heard froad the redlois of, pute 
^ toiness the Great Creator’s solemn command thyhderin^l 
^5 through chaos ; £et th&n be light J* ,, 

IV We understand that, and without difficulty; but a grmmarS 
Vwould not be able to make it out. We understand it becahSeS 
we gather its meaning from a general view, just as we take iiiS 
the features of a mosaic with a sweep of the eye. -ButJ^ 
grammar has no vision for a general view ; it has to take tM|:) 
components of it apart and examine them by detail; it knows 
no other way. If you do that with a mosaic, the result is 
wreck; the picture disappears. Still, that is what a grammar^ 
would do. It would take this present mosaic apart, and lay < 
the details in a row, and examine them one by one, withV 
interest, and try to put them together again the way they 
' before ; and would talk to itself, like this, as it went along : , 
‘First, w'C have a man—lying down. This is Neptune—^' 
Neptune personating the Curse of ^rime and Indolence. Nexty 
we have an ulcer—an Ulcer personating a Peculiarly Unique ! 
Country. The rbles ought to have been exchanged, but this ! 
was not done. Next, we join the Ulcer to the heart of the,* 
Man, and then turn the kaleidoscope. Turn it on the Ulcer. As ' 
a result, we see the Man emerge like Venus out of the billowy,\ 
depths of the Ulcer, with an Anchor in one hand and a Cornu-' 

, copia in the other—in the dark ; and at this moment we seem to, 
hear, from that darkness, the Great Creator’s solemn command/ 
come thundering through chaos, “ Let there be light.” 

* And time for it, too, otherwise we should not be able to/ 
see the man and the ulcer and the kaleidoscope. We may / 
think that when we turn the kaleidoscope we shall see the man ’ 
and the ulcer through it, but that is not so; for the outer end*! 
of a kaleidoscope is made of ground glass, and one cannot i 
see through it. If we had the man and the ulcer inside of the, 
kaleidoscope—in fragments—transparent ones—we could sec ' 
them ; and they would form themselves into beautiful and. 


v richly coloured geometrical figures every time w^e turned th'e> 
>. kaleidoscope around; bu. they would not resemble ulcers or other' 
human remains. Thus we perceive that what the historian haej; 
in his mind was not a kaleidoscope at all, but a spy-glass.’ 

The author makes an excited remark about that disastrou#^!; 
.episode of the early days—the one which resulted in,thel 







war, which the Bricklayer closed with his victorious 
rds of kindliness and brotherhood 
* The keynote of all future struggles was struck, the tocsin 
nded war’s alarms for years to come ; the death-knell of 
any an innocent settler had rung, and so, alas! had the 




^rUmpet tongue of murderous slaughter, to the last horrid dreg 
utter extermination, foretold the terrible doom of a childisli, 
c'ihildlike handful of God’s creatures.* 

K- I put that in in order to be fair to the author. I put it in 
|\to show that his metaphor-works are not always out of order. ‘ 
has here employed a difficult orchestra j yet he has made 
5the four instruments play in unison. And I put in the following 
;’paragraph because it photographs the facts, and saves me 
; trouble. He has a capable and sympathetic eye for scenery : 

" * The voyage thence up the Derwent Frith displays a grand 

■ succession of fairy visions, jn its entire length elsewhere un¬ 
equalled. In gliding ovci the deep blue sea, studded with 
lovely islets luxuriant to the water’s edge, one is at a loss which 
scene to choose for contemplation and which to admire most. 
'When the Huon and Bruni have been passed, there would 
seem no possible chance of a rival; but suddenly Mount 
Wellington, massive and noble like his brother Etna, literally ' 
heaves in sight, sternly guarded on either hand by Mounts 
Nelson and Ruraney; and presently we arrive at Sullivan’s 
Cove—Hobart !' 

It is an attractive town. It sits on low hills that slope to 
the harbour—a harbour that looks like a river, and is as smooth “ 
-as one. Its still surface is pictured with dainty reflections of 
’ boats and grassy banks and luxuriant foliage. Back of the town 
;jrise highlands that are clothed in woodland loveliness, and over 
, the way is that noble mountain, Wellington, a stately bulk, a 
^niost majestic i)ilc. How beautiful is the whole region, for 
;form, and grouping, and opulence and freshness of foliage, and 
.variety of colour, and giace and shapeliness of the hills, the 
capes, the promon lories j and then, the splendour of the sun- 
‘light, the dim rich distances, the charm of the water-glimpses ! 
‘^Xnd it was in this paradise that the yellow-liveried convicts 
landed, and the corps-bandits quartered, and the wanton ' 




toteJ on that autumn day in May,,m the brutish . Old 
.^was all out of keeping with the place, a sort of brmgmg oIJ 
heaven and hell together. ^' 


CHAPTER XXXIII 




Nature makes the locust with an appetite for crops; man would 

^ . ^_f 9.. Z. iVJmt 


made him with an appetite for 
CaUndar. 


snnd.—Pudd'n/iead Wilson's 


iVJwS 

•i J^j! 




The remembrance of this paradise reminds me that it 
Hobart that we struck the head of the procession of Jimior 
Englands. We were to encounter other sections of it in New^>.' 
Zealand, presently, and others later in Natal. Wherever tho i- 
exiled Englishman can find in his new home resemblances to C 
his old one, he is touched, to themarrow of his being ; the love^ 
that is in his heart inspires his imagination, and these 
forces transfigure those resemblances into authentic duplicates 
of the revered originals. It is beautiful, the feeling whicn,;,t 
works this enchantment, and it compels one’s homage; r 
' compels it and also compels one’s assent—compels it always--- ^ 
even when, as happens sometimes, one docs not see the resem-, 
blances as clearly as does the exile who is pointing them out. 

The resemblances do exist; it is quite true ; and oft^ 
they cunningly approximate the originals—but after all, in the^ 
matter of certain physical patent rights there is only 
England. Now that I have sampled the globe, I am not la-: 
doubt. There is a beauty of Switzerland, and it is repeated in,' 
the glaciers and snowy ranges of many parts of the earth j’ - 
there is a beauty of the fiord, and it is repeated in New Zealano,. 
and'Alaska ; there is a l^eauty of Hawaii, and it is repeated iti. 
ten thousand islands of the southern seas ; there is a beauty of . 
the prairie and the plain, and it is repeated here and there irr; 
the earth; each of these is wwshipful, each is perfect in its. 
way, yet hold no monopoly of its beauty ; but that beauty ^ 
^ which is England is alone—it has no duplicate. It is 
" ‘v up of very simple details—^just grass, and trees, anq shru(b,m 
, and roads, and .hedges, and gardens, and houses, M yjn^ 
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;fmd churches, and castles, and here and there a ruih—ahdf, 
fiipypi it nil a mellow dream-haze of history. But its beauty is ' 
J incomparable, and all its own. ' 

, Hobart has a peculiarity. It is the neatest town that the;; 
shines on; and I incline to believe that it is also the ’ 
^^cleanest. However that may be, its supremacy in neatness is 
not to be questioned. There cannot be another town in^the 
world that has no shabby exteriors, no rickety gates and fences, , 
'|,j‘: np neglected houses crumbling to ruin, no crazy and unsightly 
):{ sheds, no weed-grown front-yards of the poor, no back-yards ■ 
^^/littered with tin cans and old boots and empty bottles, no 
rubbish in the gutters, no clutter on the side-walks, no outer ‘ 
borders fraying out into dirty lanes and tin-patched huts. No, 
in Hobart all the aspects are tidy, and all a comfort to the eye ; 
the modcstest cottage looks combed and brushed, and has its 
f vines, its flowers, its neat fence, its neat gate, its comely cat 
asleep on the window-ledge' 

We had a glimpse of the museum by the courtesy of the 
" American gentleman who is curator of it. It has samples of 
'.half a dozen different kinds of marsupials'—one, the ‘Tas¬ 
manian Devil’; that is, 1 f/unk he was one of them. And 
there was a fish with lungs. When the water dries up it can 
live in the mud. Most curious of all was a parrot that kills 
' sheep. On one great sheep-run this bird killed a thousand 
sheep in a single year. lie doesn’t want the whole sheep, but 
, only the kidney-fat. This restricted taste makes him an expen¬ 
sive l.urd to support. To get the fat he drives his beak in and 
\ rips it cut; the wound is mortal. This parrot furnishes a notable 
example of evolution brought about by changed conditions, 

• When the sheep culture was introduced it presently brought 
' famine to the parrot by exterminating a kind of grub which had 
always theretofore been the parrot’s diet. The miseries of hunger 
, made the bird willing to eat raw flesh, since it could get no 
other food, and it began to pick remnants of meat from sheep- 

’ A marsupial is a plantigrade vertchrale whose speci.alty is its pocket. 

' In some countries it is extinct, in the others it is rare. The first American 
marsupials were Stephen Girard, Mr. Aslor, and the oj^ossum ; the prin- 
,;«ipal marsupials of the southern hemisphere are Mr. Rhodes and the . 
^^^Iti^garoo. I myself am the latest marsupial. Also I might boast that I 
tlie.largest pocket of them all. But there is nothing in that. 

o *» 



i$kit^ hung out on the fences to drf. It soon 'eame tb^ 
pliheep-ineat to,any other food; and by and by it came tbprd^^ 
Mjdie kidney-fat to any other detail of the sheep. The panfot'af^ 
I bill was not well shaped for digging out the fat, but Nature ba^i 
^ tectified that matter; she altered the bill’s shape, and now 
‘parrot can dig out kidney-fat better than the Chief Justice ofj 
the*Supreme Court, or anybody else, for that matter—even 
admiral. 

And there was another curiosity—quite a stunning one, t| 
thought: arrow-heads and knives just like those which^! 
primeval man made out of flint, and thought he had dpne, 
such a wonderful thing—yes, and has been humoured and^l 
coddled in that superstition by this age of admiring scientjsgfO 
' until there is probably no living with him in the other world 
by now. Yet here is his finest and nicest work exactly dupli-jjyj 
cated, in our day ; and by people who have never heard of him 3 ; 
or his works: by alwrigines who livdl in the islands of these seas%; 
within our time. And they not only duplicated those works of 
art, but did it in the brittlest and most treacherous of sub-. >;t 
stances—; made them out of old brandy bottles flung outlj| 
of the British camps; millions of tons of them. It is time for 
primeval man to make a little less noise, now. He has had hisjf 
day. He is not what he used to be. 


1 %* 


We had a drive through a bloomy and odorous fairy^ 

' land, to the Refuge for the Indigent—a spacious and comfort-.),;; 
able home, with hospitals, etc., for both sexes. There was 
crowd, there, of the oldest people I have ever seen. It was likej^i 
lacing suddenly set down in a new world—a weird world where^j 
youth had never been, a world sacred to Age, and bowed forms, 

‘ and wrinkles. Out of the 359 persons present, 223 were exij 
convicts, and could have told stirring tales, no doubt, if they^] 
had been minded to talk ; 42 of the 359 were past eighty, and!| 
several were close upon ninety; the average at death, there, isVl 
.. seventy-six years. As for me, I have no use for that place; ifc 
■ is too healthy. Seventy is old enough—after that, there 

much risk. Youth and gaiety might vanish, any day—and tlitttef 
what is left ? Death in life; death without its privileges, deat|p 
without its benefits. There were 185 women in that Refug^g 
ftod 81 of them were ex-convicts. - ■'> 

The steamer disappointed us. Instead of maki^; 


'i* 




HoSartj'jas’uSii,'slie n&de '£ ”§d #e got 

Pf,glimpse of Tasmania and then moved on* ; ?|> 

Ef . We spent part of an afternoon and a night at sea, and 
^|feached Bluff, in New Zealand, early in the morning. Bluff is ,< 
the bottom of the middle island, and is away down south, ;; 
^nearly forty-seven degrees below the equator. It lies as 
|,SQUth of the line as Quebec lies north of it, and the climates <h , 
f the two should be alike; but for some reason or other it' has f 
;'not been so arranged. Quebec is hot in the summer and cold . \ 
in the winter, but Bluff’s climate is less intense; the cold 
^ weather is not very cold, the hot vireather is not very hot; and > - 
. .the difference between the hottest month and the coldest is but , 

, seventeen degrees Fahrenheit, 

In New Zealand the rabbit plague began at Bluff. The 
man who introduced the rabbit there was banqueted and 
lauded; but they would hang him, now, if they could get him. 

,• In England the natural eiemy of the rabbit is detested and 
‘ persecuted; in the Bluff region the natural enemy of the 
rabbit is honoured, and his person is sacred. The rabbit's 
natural enemy in England is the poacher, in Bluff its natural 
enemy is the stoat, the weasel, the ferret, the cat, and the mon- ' 
goose. In England any person below the Heir who is caught, 
with a rabbit in his possession must satisfactorily explain how 
it got..there, or he will suffer fine and imprisonment, together 
.with extinction of his peerage; in Bluff, the cat found with 
a rabbit in its possession does not have to explain—everybody 
looks the other way ; the person caught noticing would suffer 
fine and imprisonment, with extinction of peerage. This is a 
sure way to undermine the moral fabric of a cat. Thirty years , 
from now there will not be a moral cat in New Zealand. Some,. 
4hink there is none there now. In England the poacher is 
, watched, tracked, hunted—he dare not show his face ; in BlulF 
the cat, the weasel, the stoat, and the mongoose go up and 
i down, whither they will, unmolested. By a law of the Legisla¬ 
ture^ posted where all may read, it is decreed that any person 
found in possession of one of these creatures (dead), must 
I satisfactorily explain the circumstance or pay a fine of not less , 

1 than 5/. nor more than 20/. The revenue from this source is 
, hot. large. Persons who want to pay a hundred dollars for a 
are getting rarer and rarer every day. This is bad,#. 
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Ifdr m^"'revdnuB was to go to the endowment of a tinitetsity;'^ 
p^vetnments are more or less short-sighted f in EnglaijJi theyft 
Shhe the poacher, whereas he ought to be banished to NewrS 
S'Zealand. New Zealand would pay his way and give hint® 


'^'^fine the 
S'Zealand. 


r wages. 


It was from Bluff that we ought to have cut across to the 'Jf 
, west coast and visited the New Zealand Switzerland, a land ofS 
superb scenery, made up of snowy grandeurs, and mighty 
glaciers, and beautiful lakes ; and over there, also, are thef|l 
wonderful rivals of the Norwegian and Alaskan fiords; and for>| 
neighbour, a waterfall of 1,900 feet ; but we were obliged tot:J 
postpone the trip to some later and indefinite time. J 

November 6.—A lovely summer morning; brilliant blue,^ 
sky. A few miles out from Invercargill passed through 
level green expanses snowed over with sheep. Fine to see.; 

^ The green, deep and vci*}^ vivid sometimes; at other times less 
so, but delicate and lovely. A passenger reminds me that I '4 


am in * the England of the Far South.' 

Dunedin^ same date ,—The town justifies Michael Davitt’s ; 
praises. The peojile are Scotch. They slopped here on their ;; 
way from home to heaven—thinking they had arrived. The t 
population is stated at‘40,000 by Malcolm Ross, journalist; 
stated by an M.P. at 60,000. A journalist cannot lie. 

To the residence of Dr. Hockin. He has a fine collection 
of books relating to New Zealand ; and his house is a museum ;; 
of Maori art and antiquities. He has pictures and prints, in 
colour, of many native chiefs of the past—some of them of note ; 
in history. There is nothing of the savage in the faces ; nothing 
could be finer than these men's features, nothing more in- v 
tellectual than these faces, nothing more masculine, nothing '% 
nobler than their aspect. The aboriginals of Australia and 
Tasmania looked the savage, but these chiefs look like Roman . 
patricians. The tattooing in these portraits ought to suggest 
the savage, of course, but it does not. The designs are so;;; 
flowing and graceful and beautiful that they are a most ^ 
satisfactory decoration. It takes but fifteen minutes to get X 
reconciled to the tattooing, and but fifteen more to perceive 
. that it is just the thing. After that, the undecorated European'^^ 
face is unpleasant and ignoble. . 

4, r>f. Hockin g^ve us a ghastly cijriosity— a lignified 


iffi t pl4nt ^omag dS" of tfigbiclrrf'ill neaSi# plant f 

g ith.a'iilehder stem four inches high. It happened not by 
^ xident, but by design—Nature's design. This caterpillar was 
Kh the act of loyally carrying out a law inflicted upon him by * 
^Nature—a law purposely inflicted upon him to get him into trouble . 
g,—a law which was a trap ; in pursuance of this law he made the 
§,jproper preparations for turning himself into a night-moth; that 
|i^is to say, he dug a little trench, a little grave, and then stretched 
><himself out in it on his stomach and partially buried himself— 
t;S!then Nature was ready for him. She blew the spores of a 
Cj,peculiar fungus through the air—with a purpose. Some of them 
i^vfell into a crease in the back of the caterpillar’s neck, and 
j^Jbegan to sprout and grow—for there was soil there—he had 
y not washed his neck. The roots forced themselves down into 
!/;,the worm’s person, and rearward along through its body, suck- 
fTjng up the creature’s juices for sap; the worm slowly died, and 
‘ /turned to vrood. And hcrfvhe was now, a wooden caterpillar, 
;;with every detail of his former physique delicately and exactly 
/ preserved and perpetuated, and with that stem standing up out 
’. of him for his monument—monument commemorative of his 


own loyalty and of Nature’s unfair return for it. 

Nature is always acting like that. ’^.Trs. X. said (of course) 
that the caterpillar was not conscious, and didn’t suffer. She 
. . should have known better. No caterpillar can deceive Nature. 
". If this one couldn’t suffer, Nature would have known it and 
; would have hunted up another caterpillar. Not that she would 
< have let this one go, merely because it was defective. No. 
‘: She would have waited, and let him turn into a night-moth ; 
then she would have fried him in the candle. 


Nature cakes a fish’s eyes over with parasites, so that it 
i shan’t be able to avoid its enemies or find its food. She sends 
parasites into a star-fish’s system which clog up its prongs and 
swell them and make them so uncomfortable that the poor 
f,' creature delivers itself from the prong to ease its misery ; and 
presently it has to part with another prong for the sake of 
comfort, and finally with a third. If it re-grows the prongs, 
jP! the parasite returns and the same thing is repeated. And 
4: finally, when the ability to reproduce prongs is lost through 
|: age, that poor old star-fish can’t get around any more, and so 
•/it stJifvatm . i 



« 


; 5 l>ej^ected tapeworm.* Unperfected—that is what theycalj^ 

O do not know why, for it transacts business just as well as 
1;^ could if it were finished and frescoed and gilded, and all tlu 
si Now see how far off Nature starts, with an unperfected tajjii 
worm, when her purpose is to get at man without his b< 
able to provide against the scheme. The Unperfected deposit] 

, its eggs in offal; dogs eat the offal and disease themselves wi%SI 
the eggs j then they bite the sheep and disease the sheep 
then both sheep and dogs drink from the spring and the brookill 
and communicate the disease to the water. And now cpmesg 
man, and drinks the water and eats the mutton—and game i^p 
called. The tape-worm germs produce a little creature in bis J 
stomach, which bores through into the liver—sometimes^ 
the lung—and forms a bag with water in it; and also clustery 
like grapes, each grape containing water. This tumour swells^" 
to the size of a hat; the man has'to be opened and the whol^^; 
mass cut away and removed—and sometimes it grows again, t 
In a lung, it has sometimes crowded the heart up under thev 
collar bone. ' j 

Did the dog violate a law of Nature ? Did the sheep ? Did ' 
the man? I cannot see that any law was violated, except tH6/ 
one which says you must not lead any one into temptation—^ J 
even a dog, or a sheep, or a man. But Nature is always doing ? 
that. It is her trade. 

November —^To the museum and public picture-galleryi r- 
with the president of the Society of Artists. Some fine pictures 
there, lent by the S. of A.—several of them they bought, the, 
others came to them by gift. Next, to the gallery of the S. of 
A.—annual exhibition—just opened. Fine. Think of a towrt^ 
like this having two such collections as this, and a Society df; 
Artists. It is so all over Australasia. If it were a monarchy ’ 
one might understand it. I mean an absolute monarchy, where 
:, it isn’t necessary to vote money, but take it. Then art flourished 
But these colonies are republics—^republics with a wide suf-; 
frage; voters of both sexes, this one of New Zealand. IH; 

, republics, neither the Government nor the rich private citwe^^l 
' is much given to propagating art. All over Australasia picture^l 
^ by famous European artists are bought for the public gallerie^| 


ayl^e^S^tate, and by societies of citizens. Living dtizehs^ 
!tqt dc^ ones. They rob themselves to give, not their heirs. 
,^)iis S. of A. here owns its building—built it by subscript!^. 


CHAPTER XXXIV 

The spirit of wrath—not the words—is the sin j and the spirit of wrath 
*s cursing. We begin to swear before we can talk,— Pudd*nhead Wihon*s 
New CaltfiJar, 

November ii. On the Road. —This train—express — goes 
:Wenty and a half miles an hour, schedule time ; but it is 
ast enough, the outlook upon sea and land is so interesting, 
and the cars so comfortable. They are not English, and 
lot American j they are the Swiss combination of the two. 
A narrow and railed porch Jklong the side, where a person can 
valk up and dowm. A lavatory in each car. This is progress ; 
,his is nineteenth-century spirit. In New Zealand these 
ast expresses run twice a week. It is well to know this if 
'ou want to be a bird and fly through the country at a twenty- 
mile gait ; otherwise you may start op one of the five wrong 
lays, and then you will get a train that can’t overtake its 
?wn shadow. 

By contrast these pleasant cars call to mind the branch- 
•oad cars at Maryborough, Australia, and a jiasscngcr’s talk 
about the branch road and the hotel. 

Somewhere on the road to Maryborough I changed for a 
rhile to a smoking-carriage. There were two gentlemen there ; 
30 th riding backward, one at each end of the compartment. 
They were acquaintances of each other. I sat down facing the 
me that sat at the starboard window. He had a good face and, 
. friendly look, and I judged from his dress that he was a dis- 
enting minister. He was along toward fifty. Of his own 
motion he stnipk a match, and shaded it with his hand for me 

5 light my cigar. I take the rest from my diary; 

* ) 

•"' In order to start conversation I asked him something about 
^^a^borough. He said, in a most pleasant—even musical-— 
lOice, but with quiet and cultured decision; 


rfs a dWrfting town, ’ mA a M of rKStelP®®^^^ 
r 1 was astonished. It seemed so odd to hear a ministc^^p 
•wear out loud. He went placidly on ; , 

'^’*It’s the worst hotel in Australia. Well, one may go .fu^^S 
ither, and say in Australasia.’ - - 

, ‘Bad beds?’ ' ,-|S 

‘No—none at all. Just sand-bags.’ * 

‘The>pillows too?’ ' 

‘Yes, the pillows too. Just sand. And not a good quality, 
of sand. It packs too hard, and has never been screened. ’]^' 
There is too much gravel in it. It is like sleeping on nuts.’ ' S 

* Isn’t there any good sand ? ’ 

* Plenty of it. There is as good bed-sand in this region aS'.;^| 

the world can furnish. Aerated sand— and loose ; but they;, 
won’t buy it. They want something that will pack solid, and 
petrify. , 

‘ How are the rooms ? ’ t. v 

‘Eight feet square; and a sheet of iced oil-cloth to step on,;;, 
in the morning when you get out of the sand-quarry.’ 

‘ As to lights ? ’ 

* Coal-oil lamp.’ 

‘A good one?’ X 

‘ No. It’s the kind that sheds a gloom,* 

* I like a lamp that burns all night.’ 

* This one won't. You must blow it out early. '■ 

‘That i.s bad. One might A\ant it again in the night.;,' 

Can't find it in the dark.’ ; 

‘ There’s no trouble ; you can find it by the stench.’ 

‘ Wardrobe ? ’ , ? 

‘ Two nails on the door to hang seven suits of clothes on-^ ; 
if you’ve got them.’ .: ’ 

‘Bells?’ 

‘ There aren’t any.’ ; 

‘ What do you do when you want service ? ’ v 

* Shout. But it won’t fetch anybody.’ } 

* Suppose you want the chamber-maid to empty the slop?^v 

jar? .XI. 

‘There isn’t any slop-jar. The hotels don’t keep theflctu?^ 
That is, outside of Sydney and Melbourne.’ 

‘Yes, I knew that. 1 was only talking. It’s, the. 





inathe morning, to'take the < o’clock train. Now, if the 

Spots-’ ' '' 

‘There isn’t any.’ 

porter.’ 

* There isn’t any.’ 

* But who will call me ?* 

* Nobody. You’ll call yourself. And you’ll light yourselfi 
too. There’ll not be a light burning in the halls or anywhere. 
And if you don’t carry a light you’ll break your neck.’ 

* But who will help me down with my baggage ? ’ 

‘ Nobody. How'cver, I will tell you what to do. In Mary- 
:borough there’s an American w’ho has lived there half a life¬ 
time ; a fine man, and prosperous and popular. He will be 
on the lookout for you ; you won’t have any trouble. Sleep 
in peace ; he will rout you out, and you wnll make your train. 
Where is your manager ? ’ • 

* I left him in Ballarat, studying the language. And besides, 
he had to go to Melbourne and get us ready for New Zealand. 
I’ve not tried to pilot myself before, and it doesn’t look 
easy.* 

’ Easy ! You’ve selected the very most difficult piece of 
railroad in Australia for your exp'^riment. There are twelve 
miles of this road which no man without good executive ability 

can ever hope-tell me, have you good executive ability ?— 

first-rate executive ability ? ’ 

‘ I —w'ell, I think so, but-’ 

‘ That settles it. That tone of—oh, wouldn’t ever make 

it in the world. How'ever, that American will point you right, 
and you’ll go. You’ve got tickets ? ’ 


‘ Yes—round-trip ; all the way to Sydney.’ 

‘Ah, there it is, you see ! You arc going in the 5 o’clock 
by Castlemainc—twelve miles—instead of the 7.15 by Ballarat, 
in order to save tw'O hours of fooling along the road. Now 
then, don’t interrupt—let me have the floor. You’re going to 
aave the Government a deal of hauling, but that’s nothing; 
yoiii ticket is by Ballarat, and it isn’t good over that twelve 
mUesi, and so-’ 

‘But why should the Government ^ire w'hich way I go ? * 

knows 1 “ Ask of the winds that far away witii - 




.^ligi^Mjiits Stowed the sea,” as the boy that stpcra ofi too 

used to say. The Governinent chooses to do 
business in its own way, and it doesn’t know as much aboj^l^l^g 
ks the French. In the beginning they tried idiots; then they iJ^W 
ported the French—which was going backwards, you seejj^^M 
it runs the roads itself—which is going backwards agmn, yo^^P 
see. “Why, do you know, in order to curry favour with. th|M 
voters, the Government puts down a road wherever anybo^^® 
wants it—anybody that owns two sheep and a dog; and 
consequence we’ve got, in the colony of Victoria, 800 railwag^ 
stations, and the business done at eighty of them doesn’t fool^g 
up twenty shillings a week.’ •• 

* Five dollars ? Oh, cornel* -;m 

* It’s true. It’s the absolute truth.* 

Why, there are three or four men on wages at 

station.* . Ij: 

* I know it. And the statiort business doesn’t pay for the^; 

sheep-dip to sanctify their coffee with. It’s just as I say..;^^ 
And accommodating ? Why, if you shake a rag the tram wUI 'K’ 
stop in tEe midst of the wilderness to pick you up. All thatif^x 
kind of politics costs, you see. And then, besides, any town;^.* 
that has a good many votes and wants a fine station, gets 
Don’t you overlook that Maryborough station, if you Uke 
interest in governmental curiosities. Why, you can put 
whole population of Maryborough into it, and give them 
sofa apiece, and have room for more. You haven t fifteen 
stations in America that are as big, and you probably haven’t^^^^; 
five that are half as fine. Why, it’s per-fectly elegant. And^ 
the clock ! Everybody will show you the clock. There isn’^ v 
a station in Europe that’s got such a clock. It doesn t strike.^ 
—and that’s one mercy. It hasn’t any bell ; and, as you^J| 
have cause to remember, if you keep your reason, all Austinli^^. 
is simply bedamned with bells. On every quarter-hour, nigb^. 
and day, they jingie a tiresome chime of half a dozen notec 
all the clocks in town at once, all the clocks in Australasia aM 
once, and all the very same notes; first, downward scale 
mU then upward scale : sol^ st\ re^ do —down agartt * 

jw/, rtf, do, *?/”^up again : sol, si, re, do ^—then the clock 

midnight: clang—clan^-—clang—clang-—dang—^clang^la^^^ 

dang— clang—<lang—dang—clang I ^and, by that 


ilo* 't 

f « 

C IT V ^ ^ 

whif s all M/f excitement about ? Oh, I see—A tan- 
'‘'%‘vay —stared by the train; why, you wouldn’t think fhs train 
^<eould scare anything. Well, of course, when they build and run 
stations at a loss, and a lot of palace-stations and clocks 
like Maryborough’s at another loss, the Government has got to 
economise somewhere, hasn’t it? Very 'well—look at the 
rolling-stock ! That’s ^\hcre they save the money. Why, that 
train from Marj borough will consist of eighteen freight cars 
and two passenger kennels; cheap, poor, shabby, slovenly; 
no drinking-water, no sanitary airangemeii^s, every imaginable 
inconvenience ; and slow?—oh, the gait of cwld molasses j no 
air-brake, no spiings, and they’ll jolt )our head off every time 
they start or stop. That’s where they make their little econo¬ 
mies, you sec. 1 hey spend tons of money to house you 
palatully while }0U wait fifteen minutes fora liam, then degrade 
you to six-hours’ convict tiansportation to get the foolish 
outlay back. What a ratiornl man really needs is afwcomfort 
while he’s w'aiting, then his jouiney in a nice train would be a 
grateful change But no, that would be common sense—and 
out of place in a Government. And then, besides, they save 
in that other little detail, you know—repudiate their own 
tickets, and collect a poor httlc illcg . mate cxtia shilling out 

of you for that twelve miles, and-’ 

‘Well, in any case-’ 

‘Wait—there’s more. Leave that American out of the 
account and see v\hat would happen. There’s nobody on 
hand to examine your tuket when you arrne. But the con¬ 
ductor v\ill come and examine it when the tram is icady to 
stait. It is too late to buy your extra ticket now; the train 
can’t wait, and won’t. You must climb out’ 

* But can’t I pay the conductor ? ’ 

‘No; he is not authorised to receive the money, and he 
won’t You must climb out Theie’s no other w'ay. I tell 
you, the i ail way management is about the only thoroughly 
European thing here—continentally European I mean, not 
English. It’s the continental business m pcifcclion; and 
downyfarff. Oh, yes, even to that peanut-commeice of weighing 
baggage.’ 

The train was slowing up at his place. As he stepped out he 

* 
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like Mar^bo?o 5 SK^’TfSrw'ffiW«^ 

Inhere, It’s a charming place—^with^a hell of a hotel.*, ' 

, « Then he was gone. I turned to the other gentleman i 
f . ‘ Is your friend in the ministry ? * , 


‘ No—studying for it.’ 


CHAPTER XXXV ^ ^ 

Time and tide wait for no man. A pompous and self-satisfied proverbi Jg 
and was true for a billion years; but in our clay of electric wires and^;J 
water-ballast we turn it around: Man waits not for time nor tide.-ri'^l 
Pudd’nhead Wilson^s New Calendar, 


It was Junior England all the way to Christchurch—iri fiicl^ 
just a garden. And Christchurch is an English town, with an;.! 
English park annex, and a winding English .brook just like the, - 
Avon—^and named the Avon ; »but from a man, not from * 
Shakespeare’s river. Its grassy banks are bordered by the,, 
stateliest and most impressive weeping willows to be found in; ;' 
the world, I suppose. They continue the line of a great 
ancestor; they were grown from sprouts of the willow that' 
sheltered Napoleon’s grave in St. Helena. It is a settled old \ 
community, with all the serenities, the graces, the conveniences, 
and the comforts of the ideal home-life. If it had an Esta¬ 
blished Church and social inequality it would be England over 
again with hardly a lack. 

In the museum we saw many curious and interesting.' 
things ; among others a fine native house of the olden times^' 
with all the details true to the facts, and the showy colours •' 
right and in their proper places. All the details: the fine ■ 
mats and rugs and things; the elaborate and wonderful wood* ■” 
carvings—wonderful, surely, considering who did them—^won-' 
derful in design, and particularly in execution, for they were • 
done with admirable sharpness and exactness, and yet with nO"' 


better tools than flint and jade and shell could furnish; and^: 
the totem-posts were there, ancestor above ancestor, witl^,, 
: tongues protruded and hands clasped comfortably over belliest;^ 


containing other people’s ancestors—grotesque and ugly devils,^ 
every one, but lovingly carved, and ably; and the stuffed nativ;^^ 
-were present, in ^their proper places, and looking as natural 







afe^j ana the housekeeping utensfls were there, too, and ciosev 
hand^the carved and finely ornamented war canoe. 

And we saw little jade gods, to hang around the neck—not,'; 
^Everybody’s, but sacred to the necks of natives of rank. Also, 
^jade weapons, and many kinds of jade trinkets—all made out ' 
^^bf that excessively hard stone without help of any tool of iron.' i 
^^nd some of these things had small round holes bored through 
i^^them—nobody knows how it was done; a mystery, a lost art, 
think it was said that if you want such a hole bored in a 
of jade now, you must send to London or Amsterdam 
f' where the lapidaries are. 

f-; Also we saw a complete skeleton of the giant moa. It 
stood ten feet high, and must have been a sight to look at 
: ' when it was a living bird. It was a kicker, like the ostrich *, 

V 'in fight it did not use its beak, but its foot. It must have 
■r been a convincing kind of kick. If a person had his back to 
^ the bird and did not see -who it was that did it, he would 
think he had been kicked by a wind-mill. 

? There must have been a sufficiency of moas in the old 
. forgotten days when his breed walked the earth. His bones 
are found in vast masses, all crammed together in huge graves. 

^ They are not in caves, but in the ground. Nobody knows 
^ how they happened to get concentrated there. Mind, they are 
„ bones, not f^ossils. This means that the moa has not been 
extinct very long. Still, this is the only New Zealand creature 
which has no mention in that otherwise comprehensive litera¬ 
ture, the native legends. This is a significant detail, and is 
' good circumstantial evidence that the moa has been extinct 
four hundred years; since the Maori has himself — by tradition— 
been in New Zealand since the end of the fifteenth century. 
He came from an unknown land—the first Maori did—then 


^ , sailed back in his canoe and brought his tribe, and they re- ^ 
moved the aboriginal peoples into the sea and into the ground 
>;’^ind took the land. That is the tradition. That that first 
Maori could come, is understandable, for anybody can come 
jij'.to a‘ place when he isn’t trying to; but how that discoverer 
found bis way back home again without; a compass is his secret, 
and he died with it in him. His language indicates that he 
^ 'Caine from Polynesia. He told where he came from, but he 
Spell well, and so one can’t find the place on the map^ % 



cause p,^pe who could spe 






IJtesemblance all out of it when they made the map. ' However^® 
gJt is better to have a map that is spelt right than one that 1^® 
^''Information in it. ‘ 

V,' In New Zealand, women have the right to vote for membersS 
;;of the Legislature, but they cannot be members themselvei^S 
The law extending the suffrage to them went into effect inS 
1893, The population of Christchurch (census of 1891) wak'S 
" 3 J» 4 S 4 * The first election under the law was held in No^l;^ 
vember of that year. Number of men who voted, 6,313 
number of women who voted, 5,989. These figures ought to^^ 
convince us that women are not as indifferent about politics'^ 
as some people would have us believe. In New Zealand a’^^^ 
whole, the estimated adult female population was 139,915 
these, 109,461 qualified and registered their names on they| 
rolls—78-23 per cent, of the whole. Of these, 90,290 went t6%' 
the polls and voted—85*18 per cent. Do men ever turn out:^^' 
better than that—in America or elsewhere ? Here is a remark 
to the other sex’s credit, too—I take it from the official report: , 

‘ A feature of the election was the orderliness and sobriety ,. , 
of the people. Women were in no way molested.’ 

- At home, a standing argument against woman suffrage has 
always been that women could not go to the polls without being ., 
insulted. The arguments against woman suffrage have always ' 
taken the easy form of prophecy. The prophets have been : 

, prophesying ever since the woman’s rights movement began in 
■ 1848, and in forty-seven years they have never scored a hit. “ 
Men ought to begin to feel a sort of respect for their ' 
mothers and wives and sisters by this time. The w'omen V 
deserve a change of attitude like that, for they have wTOught. ^ 
well. In forty-seven years they have swept an imposingly large ^ 
number of unfair laws from the statute books of America.^ In 


that brief time these serfs have set themselves free—essentially, 
Men could not have d^ne as much for themselves in that time.Xw 
^ without bloodshed—at least they never have; and that 
’ argument that they didii’t know how. The women 
accomplished a peaceful revolution, and a very beneficent one 
and yet that has not convinced the average man that they 
intelligent, and have courage and energy and perseverance 
a fortitude. It tajees much to convince the average 
' anything; and perhaps nothing can ever make 


I ABR6a 1> •, ie» 

''■h,,) * *• •' 

JW is ihe aveiage woman’s mfenor—yet la several important 
4 details t^ie evidences seem to show that that is what he is. Man 
has ruled the human race from the beginning—but he should 
remember that up to the middle of the present century it vas 
g a dull world, and ignorant and stupid; but it is not such a dull 
^ World now, and is growing less and less dull all the time. This 
is woman’s opportunity—she has had none before. I wonder 
where man will be in another forty seven years ? 

In the New Zealand law occurs this * The word person 
wherever it occurs throughout the Act, mclades woman,' 

That is piomotion, you see By that enlargement of the 
word, the matron with the garnered wisdom and experience of 
fifty years becomes at one jump the political equal of her 
callow kid of twenty one The white population of the colony 
IS 626,000, the Maori population is 42,000. The whites elect 
seventy members of the House of Representatives, the IMaons 
four The Maori women \cne for their four members. 

Novunbet 16—After four pleasant dajs in Christchurch, 
we are to Ica-ve at midnight to night Mr. Kinsey gave me an 
ornUhoihjncus, and I am tamin" it 

Sunday^!^th —Saikd last night in the Flora^ from L} ttclton. 
So we did I remember it ict Ihe people who sailed m 
* the Fhra that night may *‘orget soniC other things if they Uvea 
good while, b’*t they wi’l not Inc long enough to forget that 
'Ihe aesselwas cxtravagantlj ottrerowded. If the Flora 
had gone dovvn that night, half of the people on board would 
have been wholly without means of escape. The owners of 
that boat weie not technically guilty of conspiracy to commit 
murder, but they were morally guilty of it 

I had a cattle stall in the main stable—a cavern fitted up 
with along double file of two store>ed bunks, the files separated 
by a calico partition—twenty men and bo>s on one side of it, 
twenty women and girls on the other Ihe place was as dark 
as the soul of the Union Companj, and smelt like a kennel. 


When the vl.'jScI got out mtotlie hr ivy seas and began to pitch 
and wallow, the < ivern prisoners became immediately sea sick, 
afid then the peculiar results that ensued laid all my previous 
experiences of the kind w cll away in the shade. And the wails, 
the groans, the cues, the shrieks, the strange ejaculations- it 
wonderful. 



women and children and soine oi the men 
spent the night in that place, for they were too ill to |pave it;*,,, 
|(| but the rest of us got up, by and by, and finished the night on | 
:^rthe hurricane deck. ‘ 

That boat was the foulest I was ever in ; and the smell 0?,:^^ 
the breakfast-saloon when we threaded our way among the'? 
layers of steaming passengers stretched upon its floor and its 
tables was incomparable for efficiency. 

A good many of us got ashore at the first way-port to seek 
another ship. After a wait of three hours we got good rooms 
in the Mahinapua^ a wee little bridal-parlour of a boat—only- 
205 tons burthen \ clean and comfortable ; good service ; good ' 
beds ; good table, and no crowding. The seas danced her 
, about like a duck, but she was safe and capable. 

Next morning early, she went through the French Pass—a 
narrow gateway of rock, between bold headlands—so narrow, 
in fact, that it seemed no wider’than a street. The current' 
tore through there like a mill-race, and the boat darted through 
like a telegram. The passage was made in half a minute; then 
we were in a wide place where noble vast eddies swept grandly 
round and round in shoal water, and I wondered what they 
would do with the little boat. They did as they pleased with 
her. They picked her up and flung her around like nothing 
and landed her gently on the solid smooth bottom of sand—so 
gently, indeed, that w'e barely felt her touch it, barely felt her 
quiver when she came to a stand still. The water was as clear 
as glass, the sand on the bottom w'as vividly di.slinct, and the 
fishes seemed to be swimming about in nothing. Fishing- 
lines were brought out, but before we could bait the hooks the 
boat was off and away again. 


CHAPTER XXXVI 

Let us be grateful to Aflam our benefactor. He cut us out of the 
’blessing ’ of idleness and wou for us the ‘ curse' of labour,— Fttdd*nhea4 ' 
WilsovCs New Calendar. 

We soon reached the town of Nelson, and spent the most of; 
the day there, visiting acquaintances and driving with them"' 
about the garden—the whole region is a garden, excepting 



•TtidftE^miiore moA»;:'^ 


' Sfeehe of the ‘Maiihgatapu murders^ of thirty yeirs ago/ Th]at| 
■: i%a wild place— wild and lonely; an ideal place for a murder/^ 
:; it is at the base of a vast, rugged, densely timbered mountain. ' 
In the deep twilight of that forest solitude four desperate , 
rascals —Burgess, Sullivan, Levy, and Kelly—ambushed them¬ 
selves beside the mountain trail to murder and rob four 
travellers—Kempthorne, Mathieu, Dudley, and De Pontius, 
the latter a New Yorker. A harmless old labouring man came 
T.andering along, and as his presence was an embarrassment, 
the highwaymen choked him to death ; they hid him, and then 
resumed their watch for those four. They had to wa^ awhile 
yet, but eventually everything turned out as they desired. 

That dark episode is the one large event in the history of 
Nelson. The fame of it travelled far. Burgess made a con- 
ression. It is a remarkable paper. For brevity, succinctness 
and concentration, it is perhaps \vithout its peer in the literature 
cf murder. I’here are no \?aste words in it, there is no obtrur 
on of matter not pertinent to the occasion, nor any departure 
i.om the ciispassionate tone pioper to a rcr.nal business state- 
m -nt—for that is what it i.s : a business sfnttc entof a murder, 
i . ' :!nef engineer of it, or superintendent, or foreman, or* 
ver one may prefer to cab him. 

. '. re ge. ‘rig impatient, when we saw four men and a 
irse Cvjming. I left my fO\ei and had a look at the 
Levy had tolJ me that Mathieu w^as a small man and 
.go beard, and that it was a chestnut horse. I said, 

. ^ they come ! ” They were then a good distance away ; 

Iv the caps off my gun, and put fresh ones on, I said, 

• keep where you are. I’ll [lul them up, and you give 
me \ our gun while you tic them.” It was arranged as I have 
described. The men came; thc'y arrived within about fifteen 
yards when I stepped out and said, “ Stand ! bail up ! ” That 
mCiuis all of them to get together. I made them fall back on 
the upper side of the road with their faces up the range, and 
Sullivan brought me his gun, and then tied their hands behind 
them. The horse was very quiet all this time, he did not 
move. When they were all tied, Sullivan took t^e horse up 
the hill, and put him in the bush ; he cut the rope and let the 
swags' fall on the ground and then came to me. We then 
’ A * swag ’ is a kit, a pack, small baggage. '4 
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'hardy running. Up this creek wh'^ok‘"ini 
M went, i daresay, five or six hundred yards up it> which 
^ nearly half an hour to accomplish. Then we turned to. tl« 
^kight up the range ; we went, I daresay, one hundred and 
?yards from the creek, and there we sat down with the men. ;, . S 
‘ said to Sullivan, “ Put down your gun and search these 
which he did. I asked them their several names ; they tpldM 
me. I asked them if they were expected at Nelson. The^J 
said, “ No.” If such, their lives would have been spared, IrtM 
moneyijwc took 6o/. odd. I said, “Is this all you have? 
had better tell me.” Sullivan said, “ Here is a bag of gold/’jl 
‘!l said, “What’s on that pack-horse? Is there any gold?'^.^ 
Cwhen Kempthorne said, “ Yes, my gold is in the portmantea^. JI 
.and I trust 5'ou will not take it all.” “Well,” I said, “we ,^ 
, must take you away one at a lime, because tlie range is steep r. 
,;|ust here, and then we will let j^u go.” They said, “ AU 
right,” most cheerfully. We tied their feet, and took Dudley"^ 
with us; we went about sixty yards with him. This was.| 
through a scrub. It was arranged the night previously that it,^ 
would be best to choke them, in case the report of the arms 
might be heard from the road, and if they were missed they ’ 
never would be found. So we tied a handkerchief over his ' 

. eyes, when Sullivan took the sash off his waist, put it round 
his neck, and so strangled him. Sullivan, after I had killed 
^;thc old labouring man, found fault with the way he was choked^ 

. He said, “ The we do I’ll show you my way.” I said, “ I 
, had never done such a thing before. I have shot a man, but 
never choked one.” We returned to the others, when Kempr 
thorne said, “ What noise was that ? ” I said it was caused,?? 
by breaking through the scrub. This w'as taking too muefi'j 
time, so it was agreed to shoot them. With that I said;| 
** We’ll take you no further, but separate you, and then lodse^^ 
, one of you, and he can relieve the others.” So vnth that ,'^3 
/ Sullivan took De Pontius to the left of where Kempthom|| 5 > 
) was sittingj^ I took Mathieu to the right. I tied a str^pll 
jTOund his legs, and shot him with a revolver. He yelle^/^l§| 
jian 'from him with my gun in my hand. I sighted' 
il^prne, who had risen to his feet. I presented the gun, 

<-^pt 1^ behind the right ear; his life’s blood welled'flicdfe 






meantiitifi, and then came to me. ,1 , 

>dk to Mathieu,” indicating the spot where he lay. 

^hhttlyreturned and said, “I had to *chiv' that fellow, 

&ks not dead,” a cant word, meaning that he had to stab hinijlij 
Returning to the road we passed where De Pontius lay and 
^Vasdead. Sullivan said, “This is the digger, the otherswereall 
^Storekeepers ; this is the digger, let's cover him up, for should 
|the others be found, they’ll think he done it and sloped,'' i;*’ 
^meaning he had gone. So with that we threw all the ^.stones ..15 
^^bn him, and then left him. This bloody work took nearly ah 'vi 
?^Our and a half from the time we stopped the men.’ 

4 f ‘ Anyone who reads that confession will think that the man ; / 
fwho wrote it was destitute of emotions, destitute of feeling. 
fThat is partly true. As regarded others he was plainly without 
; feeling—utterly cold and pitiless ; but as regarded himself the ' 


^case was different. While he cared nothing for the future of ■ 
the murdered men, he cared a great deal for his own. It, 

4 tnakes one’s flesh creep to read the introduction to his ’ 

; confession. The judge on llie bench characterised it as' > ^ 
'^^scandalously blasphemous,’ and it certainly reads so, but 
Burgess meant no blasphemy. He was merely a brute, and * 

, whatever he said or wrote was sure to expose the fact. His c 
.^redemption was a very real thing to him, and he was as jubi- < 
"lantly happy on the gallows as ever was Christian martyr at,,/ 
the stake. We dwellois in this world arc strangely made, and 


. mysteriously circumstanced. We have to suppose that the 
y murdered men are lost, and that Burgess is saved; but we \ j 
\fannot suppress our natural regrets : 

' I * Written in my dungeon drear this 7th of August, in the C; 
J^ear of Grace, 1S66. To God be ascribed all power and glory, 
yh subduing the rebellious spirit of a most guilty wretch, whef-Jf ’ 
Shas been brought, through the instrumentality of a faithful 
jSbllower of Christ, to see his wretched and guilty state, inas* 


' 5 ^uch as hitherto he has IM an awful and \NTetched life, and>: 
l^through the assurance of this faithful soldier of Ciwist, he has 1 
led, and also believes that Christ will yet receive and ! ;'i 
fieWtise him from all his deep-dyed and bloody sins. I lie 
l^der the imputation which says, “ Come now and let us reason /J 
saith the Lord : though youi sins be as scarlet, 


®^,Tje„«s,Miite as snow; though they,te ifiSjae 
ptey, shall be as wool." On this promise I rely.’ ....ijS 

.We sailed in the afternoon late, spent a few hours at Nfw^i 
P^Jytnouth, then sailed again and reached Auckland the 
^Say, November 20, and remained in that fine city several dayi .2 
; Its situation is commanding, and the sea-view is superb. Thei-^ 
'.are charming drives all about, and by courtesy of friends 
had opportunity to enjoy them. From the grassy crater-.J 
summit of Mount Eden one’s eye ranges over a grand sweep 4 
and v^^‘iety of scenery—forests clothed in luxuriant foliage, 3 
rolling green fields, conflagrations of flowers, receding and/| 
dimming stretches of green plain, broken by lofty and sym^ ifi 
metrical old craters— then the blue bays twinkling and sparkling, 
away into the dreamy distances where the mountains looui-'rl 
spiritual in their veils of haze. ^ 

. It is from Auckland that one goes to Rotorua, the region | 
of the renowned hot lakes and geysers—one of the chief vronders 4 
of New Zealand ; but I was not well enough to make the trip, 

, The Government has a sanitarium there, and everything is 
comfortable for the tourist and the invalid. The Government’s 
official physician is almost over-cautious in his estimates of the 
efficacy of the baths when he is talking about rheumatism, > 
gout, paralysis, and such things ; but when he is talking about 
the effectiveness of the waters in eradicating the whisky-habit, 
he seems to have no reserves. The baths will cure the drinking- .. 
habit no matter how chronic it is—and cure it so effectually ' 
that even the desire to drink intoxicants will come no more. 
There should be a rush from Europe and America to that 
place ; and when the victims of alcoholism find out what they.;'; 
can get by going there, the rush w'ill begin. 

The thermal-springs district of New Zealand comprises an 
area of upwards of 600,000 acres, or close on 1,000 square.^: 
miles. Rotorua is the favourite place. It is the centre of a ^ 
,!;rich field of lake and mountain scenery, and it is from Rotorua^ 
:;as a base that the pleasure-seeker makes his excursions. 

,)crowd of sick people is great, and is growing; Rotorua 
..’Carlsbad of Australasia. . i 

It is from Auckland that the Kauri gum is shipped. Fq| I 
J;^,long time, now, about 8,000 tons of it have been 
the town per'year. It is worth about ^300 per, 







America, chiefly. It is in lumps, and is hard arid')? 
' obth, and looks like amber—the light-coloured like new ^ 
mber, and the dark brown like rich old amber. And it has 
|he pleasant feel of amber, too. Some of the light-coloured ';j 
^pmples were a tolerably fair counterfeit of uncut South African 
diamonds, they were so perfectly smooth and polished and 
transparent. It is manufactured into varnish; a varnish which - 
l^nswers for copal varnish and is cheaper. 

The gum is dug up out of the ground ; it has been there 
^for ages. It is the sap of the kauri tree. Dr. Campbell, of ^ 
|lAuckland, told me that he sent a cargo of it to England fifty " 
tyears ago, but nothing came of the venture. Nobody knew what. 
'£to do with it; so it was given away at 5/. a ton, to light fires with, 
fj' November 26—3 p.m.^ sailed,— and beautiful harbour. 
Jl^hd all about for hours. Tangariwa, the mountain that ‘has 
4 ; the same shape from every pbint of view.’ That is the common 
N belief in Auckland. And so it has—from every point of view 
f: except thirteen. . . . Perfect summer weather. Large school 
;.f.of whales in the distance. Nothing could be daintier than the 
puffs of vapour they spout up, when seen against the pink gloiy' 

, of the sinking sun, or against the dark mass of an island re- > 
^ posing in the deep blue shadow of a storm-cloud, . . . Great 
.5!. Barrier rock standing up out of the sea away to the left. Some 
time ago a ship hit it full speed in a fog—twenty miles out 
of her course—140 lives lost; the captain committed suicide 
without waiting a moment. He knew that whether he was to 
} blame or not the company owning the vessel would discharge, 
f Him and make a devotion-to-passengers’-safoty advertisement 
, out of it, and his chance to make a livelihood would be per* 
'{' manently gone. 










CHAPTER XXXVII 


' ,.Xiet us hot be too particular. It is better to have old second-hand 
flianionds than none at all.— Pudd^nJuad Wilson's New Calendar^, 

'f . 

%N<mmber 27.—To-day we reached Gisborne, and anchored ^ 
I* ip a big bay 3 there was a heavy sea on, so we remained on, 

^ shore; a littlo steam-tyg put 0^ 




the summit of a billow, 

;^btnen4 dim and gray in the driving storm of 'spindril]^' 

'make a plunge like a diver and remain out of sight \mtU ohe 
.gii^n her up, then up she would dart again,.'on a steep sIj^I 
tbw^ds the sky, shedding Niagaras of water.from her forec^f 
«<-and this she kept up all the way out to. us. She brou^l 
iwenty-five passengers in her stomach—men and womeii- 
mainly a travelling dramatic company. In sight on deck werefli'| 
crew, in sou’-westers, yellow water-proof ainvas suits, and bod(| 
to the thigh. The deck was never quiet for a moment, 
seldom nearer level than a ladder, and noble were the seaj^ 
which leapt aboard and went flooding aft. We rove a 
line to the yard-arm, hung a most primitive basket-chair: lEf 
and swung it out into the spacious air of heaven, and there it'^ 
swayed, pendulum-fasluon, w'aiting for its chance—then daw^J 
it shot, skilfully aimed, and was \5rabbed by the two men 
' ‘ the forecastle. A young fellow belonging to our crew was in/j 
y' the chair, to be a protection to the lady-comers. At once a 3 
couple of ladies appeared from below, took scats in his lap, we 4 
hoisted them into the sky, waited a moment till the roll of theV 
ship brought them in, overhead, then we lowered suddenly; 
V away, and seized the chair as it struck the deck. We took the^ 
twenty-five aboard, and delivered twenty-five into the tiig— 
among them several aged ladies and one blind one—and’t 
'. all without accident. It was a fine piece of work. 'U 

' Ours is a nice ship, roomy, comfoitablej well ordered, and' 
satisfactory. Now and then we step on a rat in an hotel, but we/ 
have had no rats on shipboard lately ; unless, perhaps, in the^ 
; we had more serious things to think of there, and did|^ 
.not notice. 

II have noticed that it is only in ships and hotels which stillg 
-employ the odious Chinese gong that you find rats. TbeJ 
:X^reason would seem to be, that as a rat cannpt tell the time 6 m 
^vday by a dock, he vron’t stay where he cannot find put whpnJ 
dinner is ready. 

y ' November 29.—^The doctor tells me of several old drunka]^S 
spiritless loafer, and several far-gone moral wrecks ' 
It^ve bew reclaimed by the Salvation Army and bay® 
'^’^ained staunch people and hard workers these iwo 
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.. This morning we had one of fhbsewlifez|hg | 
Ballarat flies in the room, mth his stunning biiZE<$awi 
swiftest creature in the world except the lightning*' 
^Pksh. It is a stupendous force that is stored up in that little* 
If we had it in a ship in the same proportion, we could 
®||pin^ from Liverpool to New York in the space of an hour—the' 
ffijme it takes to cat luncheon. The New Zealand express train 
^s'called the Ballarat Fly. . . , Bad teeth in the colonies. A 
K|p»^zen told me they don’t have teeth filled, but pull them out, 
M^nd put in false ones, and that now and then one sees a young" 
®ady with a full set. She is fortunate. I w'ish I had been born ' 
j^With false teeth, and a false liver and false carbuncles. I 
Should get along better. 

December 2— Monday, —Left Napier in the Ballarat Fly— 
one that goes twice a week. From Napier to Hastings, 
l^'twelve miles; time, fifty-five minutes—not so far short of 
miles an hour. ... A perfect summer day; cool 
y^bre^e, brilliant sky, rich vegetation, Tw'o or three times 
^ during the afternoon wc saw w'onderfully dense and beautiful 
forests, tumultuously piled skyward on the broken highlands—> ’ 
;^lhot the customary roof-like slant of a hillside, where the trees 
all the same height. The noblest of these trees were of t 
!^^the kauri breed, we were told—the timber that is now furnish* 
^ing the wood-paving for Europe, and is the best of all wood for 
:;^ that purpose. Sometimes these towering upheavals of forestry , 
IjJ^ere festooned and garlanded with vine-cables, and sometimes 
?l,^the masses of undergrowth were cocooned in another sort of . 
:,^:yine of a delicate cobwebby texture—they call it the ‘ supple- ; 
|vj(ack,^ I think. Tree-ferns everywhere—a stem fifteen feet high, f 
^with a graceful chalice of fern-fronds sprouting from its top—a ; 
^l^vely forest ornament. And there was a ten-foot reed with'?’ 

fidwing suit of what looked like yellow hair hanging from its 
"^“^pl^er end, I do not know its name, but if there is such a 
^ing as a scalp-plant, this is it. A romantic gorge, with a'' 
g|bxwk flowing in its bottom, approaching Palmerston North. * 
^(^^^^atfuknrau.—Twenty minutes for luncheon. With me 
lay wife and ^^^ughter, and my manager, Mr. Carlyle; 

I sat at the head of the table, and could see the 
wall; the others had their backs, to it. On tha^ * 






f .,« a good disttoce away* were a toupie ®riraniw$^^^ 

M not see them clearly, but from the grouping of the^^4'| 
ci^ that they represented the killing of Napoleon Ill’s a6ii%J 
Zulus in South Africa. I broke into the conversation, whic^ 
fWs about poetry and cabbage and art, and said to my wife^*,' 

- .* Do you remember when the new’s came to Paris-* , , 

* Of the killing of the Prince ? ’ ' ' 

[Those were the very \vords I had in my mind.] * Yes, but 
whai Prince ? ’ 

* Napoleon. Lulu.’ 


* What made you think of that ? ’ 

* I don’t know.’ 

There was no collusion. She had not seen the pictijir^,^ 
and they had not been mentioned. She ought to have thought' 
of some recent news that came to Paris, for we were but seven, 
months from tliere, and had been living there a couple of ‘ 
years when we started on this trip ; but instead of that shej^'J 
thought of an incident of our brief sojourn in Paris of sixteen ‘f; 
years before. ^ J 

Here was a clear case of mental telegraphy; of mind- 
transference ; of my mind telegraphing a thought into hers. \ 
How do I know ? Because I telegraphed an error. For it;.? 
turned out that the picture did not represent the killing of.^^ 
Lulu at all, nor anything connected with Lulu. She had to 
get the error from my head—it existed now'here else. f,’; 


CHAPTER XXXVIII ; 

The autocrat of Russia possesses more power than any other man in 
the earth; but he cannot stop a sneeze.— Pudd'^nhead Wilsoifs New\ 
'Calendar, \ 

, Wanganuif December 3.—A pleasant trip, yesterday, per 
Ballarat Fly. Four hours. I do not know the distance, put; 
. it must have been well along toward fifty miles. The Fly,: 
Jcpuld have spun it ou^ to eight hours and not disc'd^;! 
^^^oded me; for where there is comfort, and no need 
;;>hurry, speed is of no vatiife—at least tQ me; and 
rthat goes on wheels can be more comfortable, more" 
’^ctoty,, than the New Zealand trains. Outside 
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.that are §o rationally,devised, wh^you ^ 
S^’the Constant presence of charming scenery and the nearlyj 5? 
i^mtaht absence of dust—well, if one is not content then, he 
Saght to get out and walk. That w’ould change his spirit, 
^e^hj^ps ? I think so. At the end of an hour you would find v,. 
pirn waiting humbly beside the track, and glad to be taken ' 
Aboard again. . ^ 

1;: Much horseback riding, in and around this town ; many 
<^omely girls in cool and pretty summer gowns ; much Salva- 
^tion Army j lots of Maoris; the faces and bodies of some of 
^he old ones very tastefully frescoed. Maori Council House 
Wer the river—large, strong, carpeted from end to end with . 
paatting, and decorated with elaborate wood carvings, artisti- 
^ally executed. The Maoris were very polite. 

I was assured by a member of the House of Representa*' 
-fives that the native race not decreasing, but actually 
"increasing slightly. It is another evidence that they are a 
superior breed of savages. I do not call to mind any savage . 

; race that built such good houses, or such strong and ingenious ^ 
and scientific fortresses, or gave so much attention to agricul¬ 
ture, or had military arts and devices which so nearly approached, 
-the white man’s. These, taken tOtiCiher with their high , - 
^abilities in boat-building and their tastes and capacities in the ,' 
ornamental arts, modify their savagery to a semi-civilisation— ; 
:or at least to a quarter-civilisation, 

< It is a compliment to them that the British did not exter- . 
‘itninate them, as they did the Australians and the Tasmanians, ' 
Jbut were content with subduing them, and showed no desire V 
ho go further. And it is another compliment to them that the / . 
! British did not take the whole of their choicest lands, but left ' ’ ^ 
itbem a considerable part, and then w’ent further and protected - 
•ythem from the rapacities of land-sharks—a protection which ' - 
Ithe New Zealand Government still extends to them. And it is ‘ 
another compliment to the Maoris that the Government ' 
jallbws native representation in both the Legislature and the 
Cabinet, and gives both 4exes the vote. And in doing these 
|jthin^ the Government also compliments itself; it has not been ' 
:;^e,-^stom of the world for conquerors to act in this large ^ 
towards the conquered. . ^ 

^best-class white men who lived among the 



^ ^ nsci A nij^u opinion ids 

for them. Among the whites cJ Siifi 
* Old New Zealand ’; and Dr. Campbell of Aucldlni 
^^;Was another. Dr, Campbell was a close friend of seviS^^ 
chiefs, and has many pleasant things to say of their fidelitjf 
|g';^^thejr magnanimity and their generosity. Also of their quaint 
about the white man’s queer civilisation and theii 
W..V equally quaint comments upon it. One of them thought 
; missionary had got everything wrong end first and upsi& 
down. ‘ Why, he wants us to stop worshipping and supplicatwi^p 
^ the evil gods, and go to worshipping and supplicating the GotH|^ 
One ! There is no sense in that. A good God is not goinff tlffil 
f do us any harm.’ '' 

The Maoris had the tadu ; and had it on a Polyndfelil^^^ 


•tj.) 


scale of comprehensiveness and elaboration. Some of 
features could have been importations from India and Judea^ 
, Neither the Maori nor the Hindoo of common degree could^ 
cook by a fire that a person of higher caste had used, nor could^ll 
the high Maori or high Hindoo employ fire that had served a,,^ 
man of low grade; if a low-grade Maori or Hindoo drank from ^ 
- a vessel belonging to a high-grade man, the vessel was defiled/^^ 
and had to be destroyed. There "were other rescmblanccs;!^'^ 
between Maori ta^u and Hindoo caste-custom. 

Yesterday a lunatic burst into my quarters and warned mc :-^ 
that the Jesuits were going to ‘cook’ (poison) me in my food'jf 

stage at night. He said a mysterious 
f visible upon my posters and meant my death. He^?i| 

v‘ said he saved the Rev. Mr. Haweis’s life by warning him 
.. there were three men on his platform who would kill him if h%S 
took his eyes off them for a moment during his lecture. Tbje;^ 
/ same men were in my audience last night, but they saw that i'fff 
was there. ‘ Will they be there again to-night ? ’ He hesitated. M 
, then said no, ke thought they would rather take a rest And chance ^?,' 
poison. This lun'^tic has no delicacy. But he was 
I .uninteresting. He told me a lot of things. He said he 
saved so many luturers m twenty years that they put 

I think he has less refinement than any lunatm[I 

^r^avemet, 

J^cember 8.--A couple of curious war-monumentf 



oirder'^ainst fanaticism and barb^ism? Fanaticism<'| 
^^^;^mericans are Englishin blood, English in speech, Englis^l 
p^iijeligion, English in the essentials of our governmental system, 
|1,!|^lish in the essentials of our civilisation; and so, let us hope{,4 
tbe honour of the blend, for the honour of the blood, for the-f 
pj^bur of the race, that that word got there through lack of heed-'' 
palness, and will not be suffered to remain. Jf you carve it at y 
l^hermopyl®, or where Winkelried died, or upon Bunker HiU ^I 
^Qnument, and read it again—‘who fell in the defence of law 
ll^nd order against fanaticism ’—^you will perceive what the word ^ 
Snean^ and how mis-chosen it is. Patriotism is patriotism.'' 
^Calling it fanaticism cannot degrade it; nothing can degrade it 
lijplven though it be a political mistake, and a thousand times a ■: 
Ijpolitical mistake, that does not affect it; it is honourable— , 
f'lalways honourable, always noble—^and privileged to hold its 
rjheiid up and look the nations in the face. It is right to praise 
|these brave vhite men who fell in the Maori war—they deserve,. 
it; but the presence of that word detracts from the dignity of , 
,their cause and their deeds, and makes them appear to have,, 
;i|pilt their blood in a conflict with ignoble men, men not . 

!'worthy of that costly sacrifice. But the men 7 vere worthy. It^ 

-^ was no shame to fight them. They fought for their homes, - 
5hey fought for their country \ they bravely fought and bravely 
Cell j and it would take nothing from the honour of the brave . , 
’Englishmen who lie under the monument, but add to it, to say 
. that they died in defence of English law and English homes 
' against men worthy of the sacrifice—the iMaori patriots. -. 

, ' The other monument cannot be rectified. Except with- .^ 
dynamite. It is a mistake all through, and a strangely thoughtr,,’/ 
* one. It is a monument erected by white men to Maoris'^^» 


. who fell fighting with the whites and agamst their awn peefh^ 
ilvthe Maori war. ‘Sacred to the memory of the brave men ' 
..,3jh6;fen on the 14th of May, 1864,’ &c. On one side are the 
, j|a^es of about twenty Maoris. It is not a fancy of mine;,', 
,^i^;'&nument e-xists. I saw it. It is an object-lesson to the '' 





generation. It invites to treachery, disloyalty, un-^ 
Its lesson, in frank terms is, * Desert your flag;; /: 
people, bum their homes, shame your nationality 
such,* . . 


a. 




December 12 .—It is a' 

^"«itiiat€il. A busy place, and full of life and movenieHtr" lSi|^ 


^Jient the three days partly in walking about it, partly in ehJ§S 
social privileges, and largely in idling around the magnificaill 
^'garden at Hutt, a little distance away, around the shor^'"'^*^t^ 
suppose we shall not see such another, one soon. ^ 

We are packing, to-night, for the return-voyage to Australi^P 
Our stay in New Zealand has been too brief; still, we are 
unthankful for the glimpse which we have had of it. 

The sturdy Maoris made the settlement of the country 
the whites rather difficult. Not at first—but later. At fit's’ll 
they welcomed the whites, and were eager to trade with thciU—^ 


particularly for muskets ; for their pastime was intern^‘t|^2 
war, and they greatly preferred the white man’s weapons t^Q 
their own. War was their pastime—I use the word advisedl;^! 
* They often met and slaughtered bach other just for a lark, an#^^ 


when there was no quarrel. The author of ‘ Old New Zealand 
mentions a case where a victorious army could have followed^, 
up its advantage and exterminated the opposing army, but(^^ 
declined to do it; explaining naively, that ‘ if we did that, there^ 
couldn’t be any more fighting.’ In another battle one army f^ 
sent word that it was out of ammunition, and would be obligedfV|'. 
to stop unless the opposing army would send some. It wa^^,;, 
sent, and the fight w’ent on. 


In the early days things went well enough. The natives'ir 
sold land without clearly understanding the terms of exchang4f%5 
and the whites bought it without being much disturbed aboutv^ 


the natives’ confusion of mind. But by and by the Ma^;.7.' 
began to comprehend that he was being wronged; then therl^ S 
was trouble, for he was not the man to swallow a wrong 
go aside and cry about it. He had the Tasmanian’s spirit Vndl'^ 
endurance, and a notable share of military science b^sid^ 
and so he rose against the oppressor, did this gallant ‘ fanatiJUj^j^j 
and started a war that was not brought to a definitive end ‘ UT ltil’!”- 
more than a generation bad sped. ' /‘ t 

I " j •. > I t**J[i* * 




CHAPTER XXXIX 


several good protections against temptation ; but the sutest^" 
^p^,C<yy(r!urdice.'--^J^da!’nAfa/i Wilson’s New Calendar, , J 

Decmber 13.—Sailed, at 3 p.m., in ' the Mararoa,\ 
seas and a good ship—life has nothing better, i: 

p.y Monday, —Three days of paradise. Warm and sunny and, 
i’^jstnobth; the sea a luminous Mediterranean blue. . , . One; 
if^pils in a long chair all day under the deck-awnings, and reads., 
I^abd smokes in measureless content. One docs not read prose, 
* at such a time, but poetry. I have been reading the poems of 
|".Mrs. Julia A. Moore again, and I find in them the same grace 
|;|and melody that attracted mq when they were first published, 
twenty years ago, and have held me in happy bonds ever since. 

■ ‘ The Sentimental Song Book ’ has long been out of print, and 
, has been forgotten by the w’orld in general, but not by me. 

\ I carry it with me always—it and Goldsmith’s deathless story^ 

‘ Indeed, it has the same deep charm for me that the * Vicar of. 

Wakefield ’ has; and I find in it the same subtle touch—the 
-;,ionch that makes an intentionally humorous episode pathetic 
;'and an intentionally pathetic one funny. In her time, 
jMrs. Moore was called ‘the Sweet Singer of Michigan,* and 
f.,was best known by that name. I have read her book through ' 
; jtyice, to-day with the purpose of determining which of her 
' jpie^ has most merit, and I am persuaded that for wide grasp ’ 
j|md sustained power, ‘ William Upson ’ may claim first place. ; 
'll'’ 

WILLIAM UPSON. .’Vl. 

Air —* The Majof^s Only Son»* 

j'' *' Come all good people, far and near, 

^ V come and see what you can hear, 

‘ It’® a young man, true and brave, 

^ sleeping in his grave. 


Now, William Upson was his name-«> 
If it’s not that, it’s all the same-*- 
He did enlist in a cruel strife, 

Aad it caused him to lose his lifie. 




f&fatker loved-his 
This son was mneteen years of ^ 

When first in the rebellion he engaged* 


His father said that he might go, 

But his dear mother she said no. 

* Oh I stay at home, dear Billy,* she said. 
But she could not turn his head. 

k 


For go he would and go he did— 

He would not do as his mother bid, 
Because he went away down South, there 
Where he could not have his mother’s care* 


He went to Nashville, in Tennessee, 

There his kind friends he could not see } 

He died among strangers, so far away, 

They did not know where his body lay. 

He U'as taken sick ancP lived four weeks, 

And oh ! how his parents weep. 

But now they must in sorrow mourn, 

For Billy has gone to his heavenly home. 

Oh ! if his mother could have seen her sun. 
For she loved him, her darling son; 

If she could heard his dying prayer, 

It would ease her heart till she met him there. 


How it would relieve his mother’s heart 
To see her son from this world depart, 
And hear his noble words of love, 

As he left this world for that above. 


Now it will relieve his mother’s heart. 

For her son is laid in our graveyard; 

For now she knows that his grave is near. 
She M'ill not shed so many tears. 


Although she knows not that it was her son, 
For his coffin could not be opened— 

It might be some one in his place, 

For she could not see his noble face. 




) December 17.—Reached Sydney. 

.Decmber 19.—In the train. Fellow of thirty, 
i 51 slim creature, with teeth which made his 
neglected phurchyard. He had solidified hair-rift^ 

' ‘'y ..-I n I i*Vi I »'-> ‘ “ 






. , cigarettes<^mkde^ some icipd of m^ure,i^ 

^0%. These and his hair made him smell like the Veiy 
1^* He had a low<cut vest on, which exposed a deaVof 
and broken and unclean shirt-front Showy studs, of ' 
idon gold—they had made black disks on the linen. Ovetr, i 
sleeve-buttons of imitation gold, the copper base showing' 
trough. Ponderous watch-chain of imitation gold. I judge 
i^hathe couldn’t tell the time by it, for he asked Smythe what 

S me it was, once. He wore a coat which had been gay when;' 

fwas young ; five-o’clock-tea trousers of a light tint, and mar- > 
fyi^lously soiled; yellow moustache with a dashing upward 
^^htrl at the ends ; foxy shoes, imitation patent leather. He 
|;lias a novelty—^an imitation dude. He would have been a 
! 4 eal one if he could have afforded it. But he was satisfied 
^.jiyith himself. You could se^ it in his expression,^ and in all 
attitudes and movements. He was living in a dude dream¬ 
land where all his squalid shams were genuine, and himself a' 
sincerity. It disarmed criticism, it mollified spite, to see him 
^50 :en;oy his imitation languors, and arts, and airs, and his 
Studi^ daintinesses of gesture and misbegotten refinements. / 
It was plain to me that he was imaginlug himself the Prince of 
vWales, and was doing everything the way he thought the Prince 
!would do it. For bringing his four valises aboard and stowing 
&em in the nettings, he gave his porter four cents, and lightly 
^j^logised for the smallness of the gratuity—just with the con- 
tlesccndingest little royal air in the world. He stretched him- 
^11 out on the front seat and rested his pomatum-cake on the . 
iuiddle arm, and stuck his feet out of the window, and began.' 

pose as the Prince and work his dreams and languors for,;' 
ipj^iibition; and he would indolently watch the blue films 
filing up from his cigarette, and inhale the stench, and look i 
l^^giateful; and would flip the ash away with the daintiest 
"" ire, unintentionally displaying his brass ring in the most 
lonal way ; why, it was as good as being in Marlborough 
iitself to sec him do it so like. 

was other scenery on the trip. That of the Hawks^j^j 
^/iiyer, in the National Park region, fine—extraordinarily,! 

.sx>acious views of stream and lake jmposingly fram^\ 
' j and now and then the noblest grouping^: 
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^li^iefS^s. Furtlier along, green flats," 

|^m%riests, with here and there the huts and cabins oKi ^ 
||lkrmers engaged in raising children. Still further along, 
l?«tretches, lifeless and melancholy. Then Newcastle, a r^bif 
^itown, capital of the rich coal regions. Approaching Scofi 
'* wide farming and grazing levels, with pretty frequent gUtnj^ 

’ of a troublesome plant—a particularly devilish little pricH| 
pear, daily damned in the orisons of the agriculturist; import^ 
by a lady of sentiment, and contributed gratis to the coI6n|| 
. . . Blazing hot all day. ^ 

December 20.—Back to Sydney. Blazing hot again. Fromj 
the newspaper, and from the map, I have made a collection qf^ 
curious names of Australasian towns, with the idea of ihaiing^ 
a poem out of them : 


^15 ' 



Tumut 

Worrow ' 

Mimno Parah ■ 

Takee 

Koppio 

Kapunda 

Murwillumba 

Yaranyacka 

Kooringa 

Bowral 

Yankalilla 

Koolywurtie ' 

Ballarat 

Waitpinga 

Muloowurtie 

Mullengudgery 

Goolwa 

Walaroo 

Murrurundi 

Nangkita 

Yackamoorundie ■ 

Wagga-Wagga 

Myponga 

Mundoora 

Wyalong 

Penola 

Woolundunga 

Murrumbidgee 

Nangwarry 

Coomooroo 

Wollongong 

Kongorong 

Booleroo 

Woolloomooloo 

Comaum 

Pernatty 

Bombola 

Killanoola 

Geelong 

Coolgardie 

Naracoorte 

Parramatta 

Bendigo 

Binnum 

Toowoomba 

Coonamble 

Wirrega 

Taroom 

Cootamundra 

Kondoparinga 

Goondiwirdi 

, Woolgoolga 

Kuitpo 

Narrandcra 

Mittagong 

" Tungkillo 

Jerrildcrie 

Jamberoo 

Onkaparinga 

Deniliquin • 

Goomaroo 

Talunga 

Oohipara . 

1' Wolloway 

Yatala 

Whangerou 

- .Wangary 

Parawirra 

Kawakawa 

Wanilla 

Moorooroo 

Whangarei,, 




?mg 

Tea^mut Kalkoufa: 


— Taranaki Wakatipn , 

tnay be best to' build the poem now, and make^ thc^^‘ 
#i^tber help; ; ‘;g 


girm 


A SWELTERING DAY IN AUSTRALIA. 
[To 6^ readsoji and low^ with the lights turneddoum,^ 


The Bombola faints in the hot Bowral tree, 
Where fierce Mullengudgery’s smothering fires 
Far from the breezes of Coolgardie 
Bum ghostly and blue as the day expires, 


And Murriwillumba complaineth in song 
For the garlanded bowers of Woolloomooloo, 
And the Ballarat Fly ar^d the lone Wollongong 
They dream of the gardens of Jamberoo; 


The wallaby sighs for the Murrumbidgee, 

For the velvety sod of the Munno Parah, 
Where the waters of healing from Muloowurtie 
Flow dim in the gloaming by Varanyackah ; 

The K-oppio sorrows for lost Wolloway, 

And sigheth in secret for Murmrundi, 

The Whangerou wombat lamenteth the day 
That made him an exile from Jerrilderie ; 


The Teawamut Tumut from Wirrega’s glade, 
The Nangkita swallow, the Wallaroo swan, 
They long for the peace of the Timaru shade 
And thy balmy soft airs, O sweet Mittagong I 


The Kooringa bufialo pants in the sun, 

The Kondoparinga lies gasping for breath, 

. , The Kongorong Comaum to the shadow has won, 


V. But the Goomaroo sinks in the sluifiber of death ; 

?' tn the weltering hell of the Moorooroo plain 
I r ' The Yatala Wangary withers and dies, 
f ;Aud the Worrow Wanilla, demented with pain. 


the Woolgoolga woodlands despairingly flies j 
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Sweet Nangwarry’s desolate, Coonamble wails^ 

And Tungkillo Kuitpo in sables is drest, « 

For the AVhangarei winds fall asleep in the sails 
And the Boolcioo life-brccze is dead in the west 

Myponga, Kapunda, O slumber no more ! 

Yankalilla, Parawina, be warned ! 

Tliere’s death in the air ! Killanoola, wheitfore 
Shall the prayer of Penola be scorned ? 

Cootamundia, and Takee, and Wakatipu, 

Toowoomba, Kaikoura are lost! 

Fiom Onkaparinga to k r Oamaiu 
All burn in tin's hell’s holocaust ! 

t 

Panamatta and Binnum are gone to their rest 
In the\ale of Mundooia Taioom, 

Kawakaw'a, Dcniliquin—all that was best 
In the earth aie but gra\cs and a tomb! 

Narrandeia mom ns, Camaroo answers not 
When the roll of the scathclc‘^"» w c cry: 

Tongariio, Goordiwirdi, Woolundunga, the spot 
Is mute and forlorn where }c he * 

Those are good w ords for pocti y. Among the best I have 
ever seen. There are L’ght) one in the list. I did not need 
them all, but I have knocked do.\n sixty six of them , which is 
a good bag, it sec ms to me, for a pc r^on not in the business. 
Perhaps a poet l.iuic.'itc could do better, but a poet lauieatc 
gels wages, and that is dilfercnt. ^Vhen I wiito poetry I do 
not get an\ wages ; o^'ten I lose money by it. The best word 
m that list, and the most musical and gurgly, is Woolloo- 
moolloo. It IS a place near Sydney, and is a favountc pleasure 
resort It lias eight O’s in it. 
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CHAPTER XL 

Forget and forgive. This is not difficult, when properly understood. 

;Tt means that you are to forget inconvenient duties, and forgive yourself 
fot forgetting. In time, by rigid practice and stern determination, it comes 
"easy.— Pudd'nhcad Wihot^s New Calendar, 

'Monday^ December 23, 1895.—Sailed from Sydney for 

Ceylon in the P. & O. steamer Oceana. A Lascar crew mans , 
this ship—the first I have seen. White cotton petticoat and 
pants; barefoot; red shawl for belt; straw cap, brimless, on 
head, with red scarf wound around it; complexion a rich dark 
brown ] short straight black hair ; whiskers fine and silky; 
Imtrous, and intensely black. Mild, good faces ; willing and 
obedient people; capable, too; but are said to go into helpless 
panics when there is danger.* They are from Bombay and the 
coast thereabouts. . . . Left some of the trunks in Sydney, to 
be shipped to South Africa by a vessel advertised to sail three 
months hence. The proverb says, ‘ Separate not yourself from 
3^our baggage.’ . . . This Oceana is a stately big ship, 
luxuriously appointed. She has spacious promenade decks; 
large rooms ; a surpassingly comfortab!: ship. The officers* 
library is well selected ; a ship’s library is not usually that. . .. 
For meals, the buglc-call, man-of-war fashion; a pleasant 
change from the terrible gong.... Three big cats--very friendly 
loafers ; they wander all over the ship ; the wliite one follows 
the chief steward around like a dog. There is also a basket 
of kittens. One of these cals goes ashore, in port, in England, 
Australia and India, to see how his various families are getting 
along, and is seen no more till the ship is ready to sail. No 
one knows how he finds out the sailing date, but no doubt he 
comes down to the dock every day and takes a look, and when 
‘ he sees baggage and passengers flocking in, recognises that it 
' is time to get aboard. This is what the sailojs believe..., 

^ The chief engineer has been in the China and India trade 
' thirty-three years, and has had but three Christmases at home 
' in that time. . . . Conversational items at dinner ; * Mocha I 
L sold all over the world I It is not true. In fact, very few 
foreigners except the Emperor of Russia have ever seen a grain ^ 
jof it, or ever will, while they live.’ Another man said: 





;\’;/!iiiere is no sale in Australia for Australian wine. But^it g^; 
^'At6 France and comes back with a French label on it, and th^n^ 
-‘ they buy it.* I have heard that the most of the French-labelled' 
H'^claret in New York is made in California. And I remember 


what Professor S. told me once about Veuve Cliquot—if that 
was the wine, and I think it was. He was the guest of a great 
wine merchant whose town was near that vineyard, and this 
merchant asked him if much V. C. was drunk in America. 

* Oh, yes,* said S., * a great abundance of it.* 

* Is it easy to be had ? ’ 

‘ Oh, yes—easy as water. All first and second-class hotels 
have it.’ 


‘What do you pay for it ? ’ 

*It depends on the style of the hotel—from fifteen toi- 
twenty-five francs a bottle.’ 

*Oh, fortunate country ! Why, it's worth one hundred 
francs right here on the ground.’ 

‘No!* 


‘ Yes ! * 


*Do you mean that we are drinking a bogus Veuve 
Cliquot over there ? ’ 

‘Yes, and there was never a bottle of the genuine in 
America since Columbus’s time. That wine all comes from 
a little bit of a patch of ground which isn’t big enough to raise 
many bottles; and all of it that is produced goes every year to one 
^ person, the Emperor of Russia. He takes the whole crop in 
advance, be it big or little.’ 

January 4, 1896.—Christmas in Melbourne, New Year in 
Adelaide, and saw most of the friends again in both places. 
. . . Lying here at anchor all day—Albany (King George’s 
Sound), Western Australia. It is a perfectly land-locked har¬ 
bour, or roadstead—spacious to look at, but not deep water. 
Desolate-looking rocks and scarred hills. Plenty of ships 
arriving now, rushing to the new goldfields. I'lie papers are 
full of wonderful tales, of the sort always to be heard in con¬ 
nection with new gold diggings. A sample : a youth staked 
out a claim and tried to sell half for 5/.; no takers j he stuck 
to it fourteen days, starving, then struck it rich and sold out 
^ for X0,000/. , . . About sunset, strong breeze blowing, got up 
the anchor. We were in a small deep puddle, with, 







leading out of it, minutely buoyed, to the sea. 
^vSt^yed on deck to see how we were going to manage it with 
a big ship and such a strong wind. On the bridge our 
pgiant captain, in uniform ; at his side a little pilot in elaborately 
|;'gold-laced uniform ; on the forecastle a white mate and quarter- 
vrniaster or two, and a brilliant crowd of lascars standing by for 
/( business. Our stern was pointing straight at the head of the 
'-'channel; so we must turn entirely around in the puddle—and 
the w'ind blowing as described. It was done, and beautifully. 
It was done by help of a jib. We stirred up much mud, but 
did not touch the bottom. We turned right around in our 
tracks—a seeming impossibility. ^V^e had several casts of 
' quarter-less 5, and one cast of half 4—27 feet; we were 
, drawing 26 astern. By the time we were entirely around 
and pointed^ the first buoy was not more than a hundred yards 
in front of us. It was a fine piece of work, and I was the 
only passenger that saw it. However, the others got their 
dinner; the P. & O. Company got mine. . . . More cats 
developed. Sraythe says it is British law that they must be 
carried; and he instanced a case of a ship not allowed to sail 
till she sent for a couple. The bill came, too : ‘ Debtor, to 2 
cats, 20 shillings.’ . . . News comes that within this week Siam 
. has acknowledged herself to be, in effect, a French province. 
It seems plain that all savage and semi-civilised countries are 
going to be giabbcd. ... A vulture on board; bald, red, 
queer-shaped head, feathcrless red places here and there on his 
body, intense great black eyes set in feathcrless rims of inflamed 
flesh; dissipated look; a business-like style, a selfish, con¬ 
scienceless, murderous aspect—the very look of a professional 
assassin, and yet a bird which does no murder. What was the 
use in getting him up in that tragic style for so innocent a trade 
as his? For this one isn’t the sort that wars upon the living, 
his diet is offal—and the more out of date it is, the better he 
likes it. Nature should give him a suit of rusty black ; then 
he would be all right, for he W'ould look like an undertaker and 
would harmonise with his business; whereas the way he is 
now he is horribly out of drawing. 

\ Januaty 5.—At 9 this morning we passed Cape Leeuwin 
.(lioness) and ceased from our long due-west course along the 
>';«outheni shore of Australia. Turning this extreme south- 
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western corner, we now take a long straight slant nearly tf.W., 
without a break, for Ceylon. As we speed northward it will^ 
grow hotter \ciy fast—but it isn’t chilly, now,. , , The vulture » 
IS from the public menagerie at Adelaide—a great and inte-,^ 
lesting collection. It was there that we saw the baby tiger 
solemnly spreading its mouth and trying to roar like its majestic 
mother. It swaggered, scowling, back and forth on its short 
hgs just as it had seen her do on her long ones, and now and 
then snarled Mciously, exposing its teeth, with a threatening 
lift ot its uppii lip and bustling moustache; and when it 
thought It was impressing the visitors, it would spread its 
mouth wide and do that screechy cry v Inch it meant for a roar, 
but which dm not deceive. It took itself quite seriously, and 
was lovably comical And there was a hjena—an 
creatuie, as ugly as the tigci kitty was prettj. It repeatedly 
arehed it-* back and delivered itself of surK a human cry; a 
staithng jcsemblancc; a cry which was just that of a man 
Indly hurt. In the dark one would assuredly go to his assist¬ 
ance—and be dis ippointcd . . Many friends of Australasian 

1 1deration on boaid 'I hey feel sure that the good day is not 
fir off, now. Dut theic seems to be a party that would go 
fillther—-have Auslrahsia cut loose from the llntish Empire 
and set up housekeeping on her own hook. It seems an 
unwise lelea. Ihcy point to the United States, but it seems 
to me th It the ca‘.es hr<L a good deal of being alike. Austral 
asia goveins heisclf wholly —there is no interference, and her 
commeice and manufaetuies aic not oppressed in any way. 
If our case had been the same we should not have gone out 
w hen w e did. 

January 13— Unspeikably hot Ihc equator is arriving 
again. ^Vc are w ithin eight degrees of it. (’ey Ion pi esent Dear 
me, It IS beautiful • And most sumptuously tropical, as to 
character of foliage and opulence of it ‘What though the 
spity brcc/es blow soft o’er Ceylon’s isle’—an eloquent line, 
an incomparable line; it sa\s little, but conveys whole libraries 
of sentiment, and Oriental charm and mystery, and tropic 
delieiousness—aline that quiveis and tingles with a thousand 
unexpressed and inexpressible things, that haunt one and 
find no articulate voice . . . Colombo, the capital. An 
Oriental town, mo^t manifestly; and fascinating. ... In this 





pSiatikl'^slii]^ thfe passengers &ss for dinner. THc ladies* 
i^|3ilettesjiiake a fine display of colour, and this is in keeping with 
the elegance of the vessel's furnishings and the flooding bril- 
^iahc^ of the electric light. On the stormy Atlantic one never 
iees a man in evening dress, except at the rarest intervals; and 
then there is only one, not two j and he shows up but once on 
,}.the voyage—the night before the ship makes port—the night 
when they have the ‘concert ’ and do the amateur wailings and 
>recitations. He is the tenor, as a rule. . . . There has been 
•fix. deal of cricket-playing on board ; it seems a queer game for 
!' a ship, but they enclose the promenade deck with nettings to 
keep the ball from flying overboard, and the sport goes very 
well, and is properly violent and exciting. , , . We must part 
' from this vessel here. 


Januaty 14.—Hotel Bristol. Servant Brampy. Alert, 
gentle, smiling, winning yo^ng brown creature as ever was. 
Beautiful shining black hair combed back like a woman's, and 
knotted at the back of his head—tortoise-shell qomb in it, 
sign that he is a Sinhalese ; slender, shapely form ; jacket; 
under it a beltless and flowing white cotton gown from neck 
straight to heel; he and his outfit quite unmasculine. It was 
an embarrassment to undress before him. 


We drove to the market, using the J.apancse jinricksha—-our 
■ first acquaintanceship with it. It is a light cart, with a native 
. to diaw it. He makes good speed for half an hour, but it is 
hard woik for him ; he is too slight for it. After the half hour 
, there is no more pleasure for you ; your attention is all on the 
man, just as it would be on a tired horse, and necessarily your 
sympathy is there loo. There’s a plenty of these 'rickshas, and 
the tariff is incredibly cheap. 

I was in Cairo, years ago. That w^as Oriental, but there 
was a lack. When you are in Florida or New Orleans you are 
in the South—that is granted ; but you arc not in the South *, 
you are in a modified South, a tempered South. Cairo w^as a 
tempered Orient—an Orient with an indefinite something want¬ 
ing. That feeling was not present in Ceylon. Ceylon was 
fOriental in the last measure of completeness—utterly Oriental; 
;yiso utterly tropical; and indeed to one's unreasoning spiritual 
the two things belong together. All the requisites were 
pj^nt, • The costumes were right; the black and brown 
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'f.^^posuires, unconscious of immodestyi were' rigHfj ju^erj 
;|^|was there, with his basket, his snakes, his mongoose,#and his; 
?i^irrangements for growing a tree from seed to foliage and ripe.^ 
■f' .fruitage before one’s eyes; in sight were plants and flowers; 

' ' familiar to one in books but in no other way—celebrated,,; 
desirable, strange, but in production restricted to the hot belt ; 
of the equator ; and out a little way in the country were the ' 
proper deadly snakes, and fierce beasts of prey, and the wild 
elephant and the monkey. And there w'as that swoon in the; 
air which one associates with the tropics, and that smother of 
heat, heavy with odours of unknown flowers, and that sudden 
invasion of purple gloom fissured with lightnings,—then the 
tumult of crashing thunder and the downpour—and presently., 
all sunny and smiling again; all these things were ther-.'j 
the conditions were complete, nothing w'as lacking. Ana 
away off in the deeps of the jungle and in the remotenesses of 
the mountains were the ruined cities and mouldering temples,., 
mysterious relics of tlie pomps of a forgotten time and a 
vanished race—and this was as it should be, also, for nothing ^ 
is quite satisfyingly Oriental that lacks the sombre and impres¬ 
sive qualities of mystery and antiquity. 

The drive through tlie town and out to the Galle Face by ' 
the seashore, w'hat a dream it w'as of tropical s[>lendours of 
bloom and blossom, and Oriental conflagrations of costume I 
The walking groups of men, women, boys, girls, babies—each 
individual was a flame, each group a house afire for colour. 
And such stunning colours, such intensely vivid colours, such / 
rich and exquisite minglings and fusings of rainbows and light- • 
iiings 1 . And all harmonious, all in perfect taste, never a dis¬ 
cordant note ; never a colour on any person swearing at another 
colour on him, or failing to harmonise faultlessly with the colours 
of any group the wearer might join. The stuffs were silk—. 


.thin, soft, delicate, clinging ; and as a rule each piece a solid ■ 
colour : a splendid green, a splendid blue, a splendid yellow, a 1 
splendid puiplc, a splendid ruby, deep, and rich with smoulder- - 
ing fires—they swept continuously by in crowds and legions 
and multitudes, glowing, flashing, burning, radiant; and every ,',,, 
five seconds came a burst of blinding red that made a body '' 
catch his breath, and filled his heart with joy. And then, the 3 “ 
unimaginable grace of those costumes 1 Sometimes a woman’s V,? 







infhole dress was but a scarf wound about her person and her 
l^ead, sofhetimes a man’s w^as but a turban and a careless rag 
or two—^in both cases generous areas of polished dark skin 
^^fhowing—but always the arrangement compelled the homage 
I vbf the eye and made the heart sing for gladness. 
vV I can see it to this day, that radiant panorarna, that wilder- 
V'iiess of rich colour, that incomparable dissolving-view of harrao- 
nious tints, and lithe half-covered forms, and beautiful brown 
faces, and gracious and graceful gestures and attitudes and move- 

i' ments, free, unstudied, barren of stiffness and restraint, and- 

•; Just then, into this dream of fairyland and paradise a grat- 
, ing dissonance was injected. Out of a missionary school came 
inarching, two and two, sixteen prim and pious little Christian 
black girls, Europeanly clothed—dressed, to the last detail, as 
'they would be dressed on a summer Sunday in an English or 
American village. Those clothes—oh, they were unspeakably 
' ugly 1 Ugly, barbarous, destitute of taste, destitute of grace, 
repulsive as a shroud. I looked at my women-folks’ clothes— 
just full-grown duplicates of the outrages disguising those 
poor little abused creatures—and was ashamed to be seen in 
the street wnth them. Then I looked at my own clothes, and 
was ashamed to be seen m the street with myself. 

However, we must put up wiih our clothes as they are. 
They have their reason for exi.sting. 1 hey are on us to expose 
us—to advertise what we wear them to conceal. They are a 
sign; a sign of insincerity ; a sign of suppressed vanity ; a 
pretence that we despise gorgeous colours and the graces of 
harmony and form ; and we put them on to propagate that lie 
and back it up. But we do not deceive our neighbour; and 
when we step into Ceylon w’e realise that we have not even 
<ieceived ourselves. We do love brilliant colours and graceful 
costumes ; and at home wc will turn out in a storm to see 
them when the procession goes by—and envy the wearers. We 
■ go to the theatre to look at them and grieve that we can’t be 
clothed like that. We go to the king’s ball, when tve get a 
chance, and are glad of a sight of the splendid uniforms and the 
. glittering orders. When we are granted permission to attend 
gn imperial drawing-room we shut ourselves up in private and 
parade around in the tlicatrical court-dress by the hour, and 
''jtdmire ourselves in the glass, and are utteriy happy. And 
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t does the same with his grand new uniform—and if ke is nof; 
watched he will get himself photographed m it, too. When 
see the Lord Mayor’s footmen, 1 am dissatisfied with my lot % 
Yes, our clothes are a lie, and have been nothing short of thal^f' 
these hundred j ears. Uhey are insincere, they are the 
and appropriate outw'ard exposure of an inward sham and a 
moral decay. I 

The last little brown boy I chanced to notice in the crowds H 
and swarms of Colombo had nothing on but a twine string^ 
around his waist, but in my memory the frank honesty of hiS 
costume still stands out in pleasant contrast with the odious 
flummery in which the little Sunday school dowdies were mas- ^ 
querading. <• 


CHAPTER XLI 

Prosperity is the liest protector of principle. 

PmhPnhcad WthotCs New Calendar, 

Evening ——Sailed m the Rosetta, This is a poor old 
ship, and ought to be insured and sunk. As in the Oceana^ 
just so heie e\cr)body dresses for dinner, they make it a 
sort of pious duty These fine and foimil costumes are a 
rather conspicuous contnst to the po\crtyand sbabbiness of 
the surroundings. ... If }ou want a blue of a lime at 
fout o’clock tea, )ou must sign an order on the bar Ijmes 
cost fouitecn cents a baircl. 

Januaty i8 - -We ha\e been running up the Arabian Sea, 
latterly. Closing up on Bombay now, and due to amve thii 
e\cning 

January 20 — Bomlay • A bewitching place, a bewildering 
place, an enchanting place—the Arabian Nights come again ! 
tit IS a vast city, contains about a million inhabitants Natives, 
5plenu'>’-e, with a sligh. sprinkling of white people —not enough 
mg fires—tnc/ilightcst modifying efiect upon the massed daik ■ 
and multitudes, public. It is winter here, >et the weather is 
five seconds came a of June, and the foliage is the fresh and 
catch his breath, and ilnne. There is a rank of noble great 
unimaginable grase of those from the hotel, and under them rt*. 
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of picturesque natives of bbtii sexes; and tbe juggler in 
\ £i$ tu^baj) is there with his snakes and his magic; and all day 
I** lung the cabs and the multitudinous varieties of costume flock 
, It does not seem as if one could ever get tired of watching 
^ this moving show, this shining and shifting spectacle. ... In 
^ the great bazaar the pack and jam of natives were marvellous, the 
sea of rich-coloured tuibans and draperies an inspiring sight, 
and the quaint and showy Indian architecture vas just the 
right setting for it. Toi^ard sunset another show; this is the 
drive around the seashore to Malabar Point, where Lord 
Sandhurst, the Governor of the Bombay Presidency, lives. 
Parsee palaces all along the first part of the drive; and past 
them all the world is driving; the piivate carnages of wealthy 
Englishmen and natives of rank are manned b> a drncr and 
three footmen in stunning Onental liveries—tvo of these 
turbaned statues standing u^ behind, as fine as monuments. 
Sometimes c\Ln the jiublic carnages have this superabundant 
crew, slightly modified—one to diive, one to sit b> and see it 
done, and one to stand up behmd and jell—}ell when there 
is anybody in the way, and for practice when there isn’t. It 
all helps to keep up the liveliness and augment the general 
sense of swiftness and energy and confu&ion and pow-w ow. 

In the region of Scandal Point—felicitous name—where 
there are handy rocks to sit on and a roble Mew of the sea on 
the one hand, and on the other the passing and repassing 
whul and tumult of giy cairiagcs, are great groups of comfort¬ 
ably o^f Parsee women—perftet flower beds of bnlliant colour, 
a lasc.nating spectacle Irainp, tiarnp, tramping along the 
road, in singles, coupks, groups and gangs, }ou ba've the 


W'orking man and the working woman—but not clothed like 
^urs. Usually the man is a nobly-built great athlete, with not 
a rag on but his loin handkerchief; his colour a deep dark 
brown, his skin satin, his rounded muscles knobbing it as if it 
had eggs under it Usually the woman is a slender and 


shapely ticatnre, as cio* t as a lightning rod, and she has but 
one thing on—a bright coloured piece of stuff which is wound 
about her head and her body down nearly half way to her 
knees, and whieh clings like her own skin. Her legs and feet 
arc bare, and so are her arms, except for her fanciful bunches 
of teose stiver rings on her ankles and on hc^ arms. She has 
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cluster-rings on her toes. When she undresses foj; hedVshig 
takes off her jewelry, I suppose. If she took off anything morifl 
she would catch cold. As a rule she has a large shiny bdas!^^ 
water-jar of graceful shape on her head, and one of her nafa 
arms curves up and the hand holds it there. She is s6^ 
straight, so erect, and she steps with such style, and such easj 
grace and dignity; and her curved arm and her brazen jar 
such a help to the picture—indeed, our working women canned j 
begin with her as a road decoration. 

It is all colour, bewitching colour, enchanting colour—every-;g 
where—all around—all the way around the curving great! 
opaline bay clear to Government House, where the turbaned'jij 
big native chuprassies stand grouped in state at the door 
their robes of fiery red, and do most properly and stunningly^' 
finish up the splendid show and make it theatrically complete.':'"^ 
I wish I were a chuprassy. / 

This is indeed India ! The land of dreams and romance, ^ 
of fabulous wealth and fabulous poverty, of splendour and 
rags, of palaces and hovels, of famine and pestilence, of genii : 
and giants and Aladdin lamps, of tigers and elephants, the ' 
cobra and the jungle, the country of a hundred nations and a r 
hundred tongues, of a thousand religions and two million gods, 
cradle of the human race, birthplace of human speech, mother 
of history, grandmother of legend, great-grandmother of Tradi¬ 
tion, whose yesterdays bear date with the mouldering antiquities V 
of the rest of the nations—the one sole country under the sun: 
that is endowed with an imperishable interest for alien prince 
and alien peasant, for lettered and ignorant, wise and fool, rich •' 
and poor, bond and free, the one land that all men desire to 
see, and having seen once, by even a glimpse, would not give ,r, 
that glimpse for the shows of all the rest of the globe combined. 

Even now, after the lapse of a year, the delirium of those 
days in Bombay has not left me, and I hope never will. It\ii 
was all new, no detail of it hackneyed. And India did not wait ;; 
for morning, it began at the hotel—straightway. The lobbies'7 
and halls were full of turbaned, and fez’d, and embroidered- 
cap’d and barefooted and cotton-clad dark natives, some ofri; 
them rushing about, others at rest; squatting, or sitting bn 
ground \ some of them chattering with energy, others stiU apdl^; 


tong-YodnS ^Iry man’s 6wh private ftative 
behind his chair, and dressed for a p^t in the 

|Araoian Nights. 

rooms were high up, on the front. A white man— 
g he was a burly German—went up with us, and brought three 

Ir' ? arranging things. About fourteen 

others followed in procession with the hand-baggage: 
^ each carried an article—and only one ; a bag, in some case.\ 
m other cases less. One strong native carried my overcoat, 
another a parasol, another a box of cigars, another a novel, 
and tbe last man in the procession had no load but a fan. It 
: was all done with earnestness and sincerity, there was not a 
^ t7™ u procession, from the head of it to the tail of it. 

' Each man waited patiently, tranquilly, in no sort of hurry, till 
- one of us found time to give him a copper, then he bent his 
I head reverently, touched iii# forehead with his fingers, and 
went his way. They seemed .a soft and gentle race, and 

I there was something both winning and touching about their 
f demeanour. « 

1 here was a vast glazed door which opened upon the 
balcony. It needed closing, or cleaning, or something, and a 
native got down on his knees and "-ent to work at it. He 
seemed to be doing it well enough, but perhaps he wasn’t, for 
the burly German put on a look that betrayed dissatisfaction, 

, then, without explaining what was wrong, gave the native a 
brisk cuiT on the jaw and then told him where the defect was. 

It seemed such a shame to do that before us all. The native ; 
took It with meekness, saying nothing, and not showing in his 
face or manner any resentment. I had not seen the like of r 
teis for fifty years. It carried me back to my boyhood, and ^ 
Jfl^hed upon me the forgotten fact that this was the usual ^2^9 

ofexplaining one’s desires to a slave. I was able to remember 
that the method seemed right and natural to me in those days, 

I b^ng born to it and unaware that elsewhere there were other 
methods; but I was also able to remember that those un- 

for the punisher. My father was a refined and kindly gentle- 
rather austere, of rigid probity, a sternly just 
^d upnght man, albeit he attended no church and never 
^pke of religious matters and had no part nqp lot in the pious 







&mfy, 'ii6t erc^ see&m W^^^ 
is'deprivation. He laid his hand upon me in puijishmti^l 
r^nly twice in his life, and then not heavily: once for telUn^t' 
* him a lie—which surprised me, and showed me how unsuspici^g 
he was, for that was not my maiden effort. He punished ihi^? 
;, those two times only, and never any other member of th^^l 
family at all; yet every now and then he cuffed our harml(»^ 
slave-boy, Lewis, for trifling little blunders and awkwardnesses;?. 
My father had passed his life among the slaves from his CTadl 0 | 
up, and his cuffings proceeded from the custom of the timfe^; 
not from his nature. When I was ten years old I saw a inaii. 
fling a lump of iron ore at a slave-man in anger, for merely' 
doing something awkwardly—as if that were a crime. It 
bounded from the man’s skull, and the man fell and 
' spoke again. He was dead in an hour. I knew the man had 
a right to kill his slave if he warted to, and yet it seemed 
pitiful thing and somehow wrong, though why wrong I was not| 
deep enough to explain if I had been asked to do it. Nobody 
in the village approved of that murder; but of course no one 
said much about it. ■ ' 


It is curious—the space-annihilating power of thought. 5 ’or 
just one second, all that goes to make the me in me was in a 
Missourian village on the other side of the globe, vividly seeing 
again these forgotten pictures of fifty years ago, and wholly 
unconscious of all things but just those; and in the next 
second I was back in Bombay, and that kneeling native^s 
smitten cheek was not done tingling yet! Back to boyhood— 
fifty years; back to age again, another fifty'; and a flight equal 
to the circumference of the globe—all in two seconds by the 
watch! 


Some natives—I don’t remember how many—went into 
bedroom, now, and put things to rights, and arranged the mos-" 
' quito bar, and I went to bed to nurse my cough. It was about; 
nine in the evening. What a state of things ! For three bouts' 
' the yelling and shouting of natives in the hall continued, alon^ 
; with the velvety patter of their swift bare feet—what a raeket 
' it was 1 They were yelling orders and messages down thn^ 
'^flights. Why, in the matter of noise it amounted to a rip^' 
an insurrection, a revolution. ’And then there, were 
noises mixed up with these and at intervals trcmetttl.Q'wtx 
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$^< 5 sdb’'tin^thehs--'rooft falling in, i jtidg^d, tiindow’s sitiashing, 

^ persons jieing muidered, crow^s squawking and dending and 
cur&tng, canaries screeching, monkeys jabbering, micaws blas¬ 
pheming, and e\cry now and then hcndish bursts of laughtc 
and explosions of dynamite. By midnight I had sufftred aU 
the different kinds of shocks there aie, and knew th it I co ild 
nevermore be disluibcd by them, cither i olated or in coni 
bination. '1 hen came peace —stillness detp and soVmn— and 
lasted till five. 

1 hen it all broke loose again And\\l*orc bluledit^ "I he 

Bird of Buds—the Indim crow I cimc n know him vdl, 
by and by, and be infitmteJ wUh him I suj pose he is the 
hardest lot that fcathcis Yts, and the checrfullcst, and 
the best satisfied with him elf ITt n \cr arrived at v\hat he is 
by any carcKss process, oi iny sudden one, ht is a woik of art, 
and ‘art is long’, he ij the jiiodiiet of immcnornl ages, and 
of deep caleuhtion , one cm t make a luid like that in a day. 
He has been rt int imaged more times than Shiva, and he has 
kept a samiile of ta^ h incai lalion, and fused it into his con¬ 
stitution. In the eourse of his evc'lutionii) promotions, his 
sublime mareh towird ultinate peiftdion, he his been a 
gambler, a low eomcdian, a di’jsolute ^ ’ic-st, a fus \ woman, a 
blackguard, a s{ of> r, aliir, a thn,f, a sp), an informci, a trading 
politaian, a swiidle”, a jro'c'.s onil 1 j iOv,rit(, a pitriot for 
Cuvh, a n.funner, a Icctaicr a 1 iwjcr, a c on‘';)ii'»lor, a rebel, a 
ro> il si a democrit, a jru t scr and piop n‘rr of incveience, 
a nadvl'a, in inliuder, a bu'tj body, in inluKl, and a wallower 
in sin for the nicie love of it J he strange it. ailt, the lucicdible 
result, of this patient ac ( umuhtion of all dm 1111^ tints is, 
that he docs not know what care is, he docs n t know what 
^soriow IS, he dots not know vvlnt remoisc is, his hfe is one 
long thundering ccstasj of haiipinc'S, and he will go to his 
death untroubled, knowing that he will soon turn up again 

an author or 'something, and he even moit intolc 1 iblj eapable 
and conifoitable than ever he was before 

In his straddling wide foiv a»-d step, and his springy cidc- 
■wi$c senes of hops, and his impudent an, and his cunning way 
of canting his head to one side upon oceis’on, he reminds one 
of the American blackbiid. But the sharp resemblances stop 
there. He is much bigger than the he lacks 





Stackbird^s trim and sl^nda: and beautiful build ari^ s!ia]^| 
;|«alc; and of course his sober garb of grey and rusty black iS;4l 
’5poor and humble thing compared with the splendid lustre 
. the blackbird’s metallic sables and shifting and flashing brona^? 
glories. The blackbird is a perfect gentleman, in deportmenil 
and attire, and is not noisy, I believe, except when holding! 
xeligious services and political conventions in a tree; but thi^^ 
Indian sham Quaker is just a rowdy, and is always noisy whepl 
awake-^always chaffing, scolding, scoffing, laughing, ripping;, 
and cursing and carrying on about something or other. I neveif! 
saw such a bird for delivering opinions. Nothing escapes him si 
he notices everything that happens, and brings out his opinloril" 


about it, particularly if it is a matter that is none of his businessf'- 
And it is never a mild opinion, but always violent—violent arid 
profane—the presence of ladies does not affect him. HiS’ 
opinions are not the outcome of* reflection, for he never thinks 
about anything, but heaves out any opinion that is on top in 
his mind, and which is often an opinion about some quite, 
different thing and does not fit the case. But that is his way; 
his main idea is to get out an opinion, and if he stopped to 
think he would lose chances. 

I suppose he has no enemies among men. The whites and 
Mohammedans never seemed to molest him; and the Hindoos,* 
because of their religion, never take the life of any creature, 
but spare even the snakes and tigers and fleas and rats. If I 
sat on one end of the balcony, the crows would gather on the 
railing at the other end and talk about me; and edge closer, 
little by little, till I could almost reach them; and they would; 
sit there, in the most unabashed way, and talk about m;^' 
clothes, and my hair, and my complexion, and probable 
character and vocation and politics, and how I came to be in^ 
India, and what I had been doing, and how many days I had 
got for it, and how I had happened to go unhanged so longy 
and when would it probably come off, and might there be more, 
of my sort where I came from, and when would f^ey be hanged>i 
•—and so on, and so on, until I could not longer endure the^ 
embarrassment of it; then I would shoo them away, and thej^ 
would circle around in the air a little while, laughing and 
deriding and mocking, and presently settle on the rail and do, 
it all over again.| 
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^ They were very sociable when there was anything to cat—^ 
»koppressi^eIy so. With a little encouragement they v^ould come 
in and light on the table and help me eat my breakfast, and 
.^once when I was in the other room and they found themselves 
alone, they earned off everything they could lift, and they 
* were paiticular to choose things which they could make no use 
of after they got them. In India their number is beyond 
estimate, and their noise is in proportion. I suppose they cost 
the country more than the Government does; yet that is not a 
light matter. Still, they pay; their company pays; it would 
sadden the land to take their cheerful voice out of it. 


CHAPTER XLII 

By trying, we ctu eisily knn to endure ad\t.r»ity. Another man’s, I 
mean.— Pitiid'-nhead IVthon^i Ntiv Calendar 

You soon find your long ago dreams of India rising in a sort 
of vague and luscious moonlight above the horizon rim of your 
opaque consciousness, and softly lighting up a thousand for¬ 
gotten details which were parts of a vii'on that had once been 
vivid to you vvht-n you \ cie a boy and steeped your spiiit in 
tales of the East The baibanc gorgcoiisncsscs, for instance . 
and the princely titles, the sumptuous titles, the sounding titles - 
how good they' taste m the mouth ’ J he Ni/ain of Ilydciabad ; 
the Maharajah of "riavancoic, the Nalioh of Jubhelporc, the 
Begum ot Bhopal, the Naw ib of Mysoic, the Ranee of 
Gulnare, the Ahkoond of Swat, the Rao of Rohilkund, the 
Gaikwar of Baroda Indeed it is a countiy that runs nc hly to 
names. 1 he great god Vishnu ha-> i o8 — i o8 special ones - i o8 
peculiarly holy ones—names just for Sunday use only. I 
learned the whole of Vishnu’s io8 by heart once, but they 
wouldn’t stay; I don’t remember any of them now but John W. 

And the romances connected yvith those princely native 
houses —to this day they are always turning up, just as m the* 
old, old times. They were sweating out a romance m an 
English court in Bombay a while before wc were there. In 
this case a native prince sixteen and a half veail old.^^ who has 



‘iSjdymg hk titles and dignities 
r^bf fourteen years, is suddenly haled into court on thb cl 
;that he is rightfully no prince at all, but a pauper peasant; tl^i 
the real prince died when two and a half years old; that 
' death was concealed and a peasant child smuggled into the toyS^ 
cradle, and that this present incumbent was that smu 
substitute. This is the very material that so many Orient®^, 
tales have been made of. 

The case of that great prince the Gaikwar of Baroda is'S 
reversal of the theme. When that throne fell vacant, no helS 
could be found for some time; but at last one was found in the^ 
person of a peasant child who was making mud-pies in a vijjii^^f 
street and having an innocent good time. But his pedi^l^fl 
was straight; he was the true prince, and he has reigned 
since, with none to dispute his right. ', 

Lately there was another ^unt for an heir to anoth^l^ 
princely Imuse, and one was found who was rircumstance||^ 
about as the Gaikwar had been. His fathers were tracedS 
back, ill humble life, along a branch of the ancestral 
to the point where it joined the stem fourteen generations; ! 
ago, and his heirship was thereby squarely established. ThC;' 
tracing was done by means of the records of one of the gre^t^l 
Hindoo shrines, where princes on pilgrimage record their namci^’^^ 
and the date of their visit. This is to keep the prince’s religious!;*^ 
account straight and his spiritual person safe; but the record has \ 
the added value of keeping the pedigree authentic, too. ' § 

When I think of Bombay now, at this distance of time,' 
seem to have a kaleidoscope at my eye; and I hear the clasJi^t 
of the glass-bits as the splendid figures change, and faille 
apart, and flash into new forms, figure after figure; 
w'ith the birth of each new form I feel my skin crinklb|j 
and my ner\'e-web tingle with a new thrill of wonder ahSU 
delight. 'Ihese remembered pictures float past me ib 'ifji 
sequence of contrasts; following the same order always, and'1; 
always whirling by and disappearing with the swiftnesS 
, dream, leaving me with the sense that the actuality 
experience of an hour, at most, whereas it really covered ‘ ^ 

' I think. 

, The series begins with the hiring of a * bearer *• 
luan-servant -ji person who should be selected with 



long as ho is in your employ he will be about as 
yiear to ^u as your clothes. 

' In India your day may be said to begin with the 
* bearer’s ’ knock on the bedroom door, accompanied by a for- 
> itpula of Tiords—a formula which is intended to mean that 
(the bath is ready. It doesn’t really seem to mean anything at 
^ all. But that IS because you arc not used to * bearer ’ English. 
You will presently understand. 

Where he gets his English is his own secret. There is 
nothing like It elsewhere in the earth ; or oven m paradise per* 
liaps, but the other place is probably full of it You hire him 
as soon as you touch Indian soil; for no matter i\hat your sex 
is, you cannot do without him. He is messenger, valet^ 
chambermaid, table-waiter, lady’s maid, courier—he is every¬ 
thing. He carries a coarse linen clothes-bag and a quilt; he 
sleeps on the stone floor outside your chamber door, and gets 
his meals you do not know where nor when , you only know 
that he is not fed on the premises, either when you are in 
an hotel or when you are a guest in a private house His 
wages are large—from an Indian point of view —and he feeds 
and clothes himself out of them Wc hid three of him in 


tivo and a half months The first ones rate was Rs. 30 
a month—that is to say, 27 c‘nN a day, the rate of the 
others, Rs. 40 (40 rupees) a month A piincely sum; for 
the native switchman on a railway and the native servant 
in a private family get only Rs 7 per month, and the farm-hand 
only K1 4. The two former feed and clothe themselves and 
thtir families on their $i 90 per month , but I cannot believe 
that the farm hand has to feed himself on Ins oS I think 
the farm probably feeds him, and that the whole of his 
W'ages, except a tiifle for the priest, goes to the suppoit of hii 
family. That is, to the feeding of his family , for they live in a 
mud hut, hand made and doubtless rent-free, and they wear 
no clothes , at least nothing moie than a rag And not much 
of a rag at that, m the case of the males. However, these are 
handsome times for the farm hand; he was not alwa>s the child 
of luxury that he is now'. The Chief Commissioner of the 
Central Provinces, in a recent official utterance wherein he was 
rebuking a native deputation for complaining of hard times, 
reminded them that they could easily remember when a farm- 



is’to^s^y, less than a cent a day ; nearly ^^a.po a year.r |f| 
l^iich a wage:earner had a good deal of a family—ana tKey,^^ 
^liave that, for God is very good to these poor natives M| 
:aome ways—he would save a profit of 15 cents, clean anal 
clear, out of his year’s toil; I mean a frugal, thrifty person! 
would, not one given to display and ostentation. And if hai 
©wed i^'13.50 and took good care of his health, he could pay 
off in ninety years. Then he could hold up his head and looli^^ 
lis creditors in the face again. 

Think of these facts and what they mean. India does notl 
consist of cities. There are no cities in India—to speak of.' 
Its stupendous population consists of farm-labourers. India ] 
is one vast farm—one almost interminable stretch of fields wkh! 
mud fences between. Think of the above facts, and considLet .. 
Tvhat an incredible aggregate of poverty they place before yoiu < 

The first bearer that applied, 'waited below and sent up his^ 
recommendations. That was the first morning in Bombay;"” 
We read them over; carefully, cautiously, thoughtfully. There, 
was not a fault to find with them—except one: they w'ere alii 
from Americans. Is that a slur ? If it is, it is a deserved one., 
In my experience an American’s recommendation of a servant - 


is not usually valuable. We are too good-natured a race; we i 
hate to say the unpleasant thing ; we shrink from speaking the, 
unkind truth about a poor fellow whose bread depends upon , 
our verdict; so we speak of his good points only, thus not 
scrupling to tell a lie—a siVenf lie—for in not mentioning his ’ 
bad ones we as good as say he hasn’t any. The only difference; 
that I know of between a silent lie and a spoken one is, that 
the silent lie is a less respectable one than the other. And it 
can deceive, whereas the other can’t—as a rule. We not only; 
tell the silent lie as to a servant’s faults, but we sin in anoth^ 
way: w'e over-praise his merits; for when it comes to writing*; 
recommendations of servants we are a nation of gushers. And: 
we have not the Frenchman’s excuse. In France you 
give the departing servant a good recommendation, and you,'; 

conceal his faults ; you have no choice. If you mention ; 
his faults for the protection of the next candidate for hiS'. 
services, he can sue you for damages; and the Court will awards 
theiUj too; and moreover the judj?e will give you a shOT; 





-oowii worn the t)encn for trying t6 destroy a ^ 
pi^ract^ and rob him of bis bread. 1 do not state this on my', 
^wn authority, I got it from a French physician of fame and^ 
|repute—a man who was bom in Paris and had practised there 
^v'jgtll his life. And he said that he spoke not merely from 
l^'^eommon knowledge but from exasperating personal experience. 

As I was saying, the bearer’s recommendations were all 
I'from American tourists, and St. Peter would have admitted 
j/him to the fields of the blest on them—I mean, if he is as 
'[^ .unfamiliar with our people and our ways as I suppose he is, 

t: According to these recommendations, Manuel X- was 

L' Supreme in all the arts connected with his complex trade i and 
these manifold arts were mentioned—and praised—in detail. 

/. His English was spoken of in terms of warm admiration— 
f admiration verging upon rapture. I took pleased note of that, 
and hoped that some of it mjght be true. 

“ We had to have some one right away; so the family went 
’ downstairs and took him a week on trial ; then sent him up to 
me and departed on their affairs. I was shut up in my 
' quarters with a bronchial cough, and glad to have something 
fresh to look at, something new to play with. Manuel filled 
the bill; Manuel was very welcome He w'as toward fifty 
years ol^ tall, slender, with a slight stoop—an artificial stoo|^ 
a deferential stoop, a stoop rigidified by long habit—with face 
-of European mould; snort hair intensely black; gentle black 
eyes, timid black eyes, indeed ; complexion very dark, nearly 
black, in fact; face smooth-shaven. Pie was bareheaded and 
barefooted, and was never otherwise w’hilc his week with us 
' lasted; his clothing was European, cheap, flimsy, and showed 
much wear. 


He stood before me and inclined his head (and body) in 
(‘ the pathetic Indian way, touching his forehead with the finger- 
ends of his right hand, in salute. 1 said : 

■' < Manuel, you are evidently Indian, but you seem to have 

" ^ Spanish name when you put it all together. . How is that ?' 

A perplexed look gathered in his face; it was plain that he 
bid not understood—but he didn’t let on. He spoke back 
placidly; 

♦Name Manuel. Yes, master.’ 

V: ifflow ; but how did you get the 
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I, yes, i suppose. Thrnk happen $oi <JF«mer 
ime, not mother,’ , * : ' 

f;,. 1 saw that I must simplify my language and spread inyf 

' .words apart if I would be understood by this English scholari 

* Well — then — how — did— your—father—get— 
name?’ 

. *Oh, he—brightening a little—‘he Christian—Pcrtygeej; 
live in Goa; I born Goa; mother not Portygee, mother 
native—high-caste Brahmin—Coolin Brahmin ; highest caste ^i 
no other so high caste. I high-caste Brahmin, too. Christian,l' 
too, same like father; high-caste Christian Brahmin, master 
Salvation Army.’ 

All this haltingly, and with difficulty. Then he had an in-:^ 
spiration, and began to pour out a flood of words that I cduki 
make nothing of; so I said— . 

‘ There—don’t do that. I can’t understand Hindostanl.’. 

‘Not Hindostani, master—English. Always I speaking^ 
English sometimes when I talking every day all the time at you.* 1’4 

‘ Very well, stick to that; that is intelligible. It is not up>J 
to my hopes, it is not up to the promise of the recomrhenda^ 
tions, still it is English and I understand it. Don’t elaborateVf^ 
it; I don't like elaborations when they are crippled by un-' 
certainty of touch.’ .vf 

‘ Master ? * X 

* Oh, never mind; it w'as only a random thought; I didn’t 

expect you to understand it. How did you get your English ; 
is it an acquirement, or just a gift of God ? ’ ' 4 ^ 

After some hesitation—^piously: 

‘Yes, He very good. Christian god very good, HindooV. 
god very good, too. Two million tiindoo god, one Christiapi ^ 
god—make two million and one. All mine; two million aii 4 C.f 
one god. I got a plenty. Sometime I pray all time at those*-p 
keep it up, go all time every day, give something at shrine, ali|^^3 
good for me, make me better man; good for me, good for itiy 
family, dam good.’ . 

Then he had another inspiration and went rambling 
into fervent confusions and incoherencies, and I had to Stpp& 
him again. I thought we had talked enough, so 1 told hipa 
go to the bath room and clean it up and remove the slops-Wrlh^i^ 
to get jid of hiQi>|^ He went away, seeming to undcrs^?l^i^|[|^^ 





some of my clones ana i^gatt to orush mem. re* 
md! my desire several times, simplifying and resimplifyiisg 
aiid at last he got the idea* Then he went away and put 
ic^lie at the work, and explained that he would lose caste 
he did it himself ; it would be pollution, by the law of his 
te, and it would cost him a deal of fuss and trouble to purify 
mself and accomplish his rehabilitation. He said that that 
ind of work was strictly forbidden to persons of caste, and as 
l^trictly restricted to the very bottom layer of Hindoo society— 
|;the despised sudra (the toiler, the labourer). He was right; 
||fnd apparently the poor sudra has been content with his strange 
plot, his insulting distinction, for ages and ages—clear back to 
beginning of things, so to speak. Buckle says that his 
^name—^labourer—is a term of contempt; that it is ordained by 
iihe Institutes of Menu (900 n.c.), that f/ a sudra sit on a level 
\ with his superior he shall be exiled or branded * ...; if he speak 
;)^ntemptuousIy of his superior or insult him he shall suffer death ; 

he listen to the reading of the sacred books he shall have burning 
ivilpoured in his ears; if he memorise passages from them he 
' Shall be killed ; if he marry his daughter to a Brahmin the 
Xhmband shall go to hell for defiling himself by contact with a 
isfoman so infinitely his inferior; and that it is forbidden to a 
sudra toacjjuire wealth, * The bulk of the population of India,’ 
j'tsays Buckle,’^ ‘is the sudras— the workers^ the farmers^ the 
i^eators of wcalthl 

Manuel was a failure, poor old fellow. His age was against 
■him'. He was desperately slow and phenomenally forgetful, 
^hen he went three blocks on an errand he would be gone two 
Jrpura and then forget what it was he went for. \V’hen be 
packed a trunk it took him for ever, and the trunk’s contents 
■ were an unimaginable chaos when he got done. He couldn’t 
'^^i^ satisfactorily at table—a prime defect, for if you haven’t 
Jiiiur own servant in an Indian hotel you are likely to have a 
'«pw time of it and go away hungry. We couldn’t understand 
his, English, he couldn’t understand ours; and when wc found 
he couldn’t understand his own, it seemed time for us to 
I had to discharge him; there was no help for it. But 

r)V'* Without going into particulars I will remark that as a rule they wear 
tithing that wotUd conceal the brand. 

300,000,000. 




M aid /It as kmaly as i coma, and as gently; 

^1 said, but 1 hoped we should meet again in a bet^ vlrorld 
£ It was not true, but it was only a little thing to say, and il 
1 : saved his feelings and cost me nothing. 

But now that he was gone, and was off my mind and liea^J 
my spirits began to rise at once, and I was soon feeling brisk' 

. and ready to go out and have adventures. Then his newlyl 
hired successor flitted in, touched his forehead, and began td* 
fly around here, there and everywhere, on his velvet feet, ancfi^i 
in five minutes he had everything in the room * ship-shape and] 
Bristol fashion,’ as the sailors say, and was standing at theff < 
salute, waiting for orders. Dear me, what a rustler he was,^ 
what a refreshment he was, after the slumbrous ways of Manue^^ 
poor old slug. All my heart, all my affection, all my adm'fe-l^ 
tion, went out spontaneously to this frisky little forked black 
thing, this compact and compressed incatnation of energy andv^ 
force and promptness and celerity and confidence, this smart, 
smily, engaging, shiny-eyed little devil, ferruled on his uppef 
end by a gleaming fire-coal of a fez with a red-hot tassd^J? 
dangling from it I said, with deep satisfaction— % 

‘ You’ll suit What is your name ? ’ 

He reeled it mellowly off. i 

‘ Let me see if I can make a selection out of it—for business!''I 
, uses, I mean; we will keep the rest for Sundays. Give it to me 
in instalments.’ 

He did it. But there did not seem to be any short ones ,3 
except Mousa —^which suggested mouse. It was out o(j'‘ 
character ; it was too soft, too quiet, too conservative; it didn’t,' ■ 
fit his splendid style. I considered, and said— ^ V 

* Alousa is short enough, but I don’t quite like it. It seems >2 
colourless—inharmonious—inadequate; and I am sensitive 
such things. How do you think Satan would do ? ’ 

‘Yes, master. Satan do wait good.’ 

It* was his way of saying ‘very good.’ 

There was a rap at the door. Satan covered the ground' 
with a single skip; there was a word or two of Hindostani, then,!' 
he disappeared. Three minutes later he w'as before me again ;v 
militarily erect, and waiting for me to speak first, * S- 

* What is it, Satan ? * ' ^ 

‘ God want tp see you,* 


", 

■ * 

ii-'' 
\ /I' 

ftV,' 



:^Gojj. i show him up/master 

‘Why, this is so unusual, that—that—well, you see—indeed 
pjl am so unprepared—I mean—well, I don’t quite know what 
ipi do mean. Dear me, can’t you explain ? Don’t you see 

^tha^ this is a most ex-’ 

!<;,, ‘ Here his card, master.’ 

f , Wasn’t it curious—and amazing, and tremendous, and all 
^^that ? Such a Personage going around calling on such as I, 
'and sending up his card, like a mortal—sending it up by Satan. 
I'^It was a bewildering collision of the impossibles. But this was 
i;; the land of the Arabian Nights, this was India! and what is it 
that cannot happen in India ? 

We had the interview. Satan was right—the Visitor was 
^ indeed a god in the conviction of his multitudinous 
^ 'followers, and was worshippeej by them in sincerity and humble 
adoration. They arc troubled by no doubts as to his divine 
origin and office. They believe in him, they pray to him, they 
make offerings to him; they buy of him remission of sins; 
to them his person, together with everything connected with it, 

' is sacred ; from his barber they buy the parings of his nails 
and set them in gold and wear them a*? precious amulets. 

I tried to seem tranquilly conversational and at rest, but 
I was not. Would you have been i* I was in a suppressed 
-frenzy of excitement and curiosity, and glad wonder. I could 
' ,not keep my eyes off him. I was looking upon a god; an 
actual god, a recognised and accepted god ; and every detail 
of his person and his dress had a consuming interest for me. 
And the thought went floating through my head, ‘ He is wor¬ 


shipped—think of it—he is not a recipient of the pale homage 
called compliment, wherewith the highest human clay must 
Vmake shift to be satisfied, but of an infinitely richer spiritual 
food : adoration, worship !—men and w'omen lay their cares 
"and their griefs and their broken hearts at his feet; and he 
gives them his peace, and they go away healed.* 


And just then the awful visitor said, in the simplest way— 
‘There is a feature of the philosophy of Huck Finn which ’ 
—and went luminously on with the construction of a compact 
and nicely-discriminated literary verdict. 

. It ss a land of surprises—India I 1 had had my ambitions 

< A , V 1 
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.4^«jiei,-'1ina almost ,mpfcpi,;tt'tje:'t(^ i^-^.-^ 
iideifllts aiid emperors—but I had nfever lo 61 c§i,«Vh(iJi| 
iTfaat It would be false modesty to pretend that I was 
fl^dinately pleased. I was. I was much more pleased diari 4 ; 
should have been with a compliment from a man. ^ 

He remained half an hour, and I found him a tnbsra 
, courteous and charming gentleman. The godship has been 
his family a good while, but I do not know how long. He ttfl 
a Mohammedan deity; by earthly rank he is a prince;—not ah# 
Indian but a Persian prince. He is a direct descendant of the|| 
Prophet’s line. He is comely; also young—for a god ; notp 
^ forty, perhaps not above thirty-five years old. He wears hisl^l 
immense honours with tranquil grace, and with a dignity^ 
proper to his awful calling. He speaks English with, 1he^| 
ease and purity of a person born to it. I think I am' riot '^ 
overstating this. He was the only god I had ever seen, and " 
I was very favourably impressed. When he rose to say good-x 
bye, the door swung open and I caught the flasn of a red fezi$'; 
and heard these words, reverently said— | 

* Satan see God out ? ’ ;’| 

* Yes.’ And these mis-mated beings passed from view— ^ 
Satan in the lead and the Other following after. 


CHAPTER XLIII ^ 

Few of us can stand prosperity. Another man’s, I mean. ' ■ 

PudiTnhead Wilson's New Calendar, , 'ik 

■(frf' 

' 'j} 

The next picture in my mind is Government House, on Mala*jJ 
bar Point, with the wide sea-view from the windows and broad^ 
balconies ; abode of His Excellency the Governor of theil'^ 
Bombay Presidency—a residence which is 'European in every-v-l 
t|jing but the native guards and servants, and is a home and 
palace of state harmoniously combined. "'f- 

That was England, the English power, the English civilisa-'^ 
tiou, the modern civilisation—with the quiet elegances 
quiet colours and quiet tastes and "quiet dignity that arjC^t^^l 
outcome of the modern cultivation. And following it 
picture of the ancient civilisation of India—an bpi^t iit 


lie 


ptj'nce i ■ KuttiJif btiri Si^fcinbjf 
Ibe lialitana State. ITie” young lad his heir was with the 
j^ihee; also, the lad’s sister, a wee brown sprite, very pretty,' 
^^ery serious, very winning, delicately moulded, costumed like, 
daintiest butterfly, a dear little fairyland princess, gravely 


|>.w,iiljng to be friendly with the strangers, but in the beginning 


'^preferring to hold her father’s hand until she could take stock of. 
f".them and determine how far they were to be trusted. She 


I must have been eight years old ; so in tlie natural (Indian) 
V.'order of things she would be a bride in three or four years from/ 
''^ iiow, and then this free contact with the sun and the air and’ 
'/'the other belongings of out-door nature and comradeship with 
/visiting male folk would end, and she would shut herself up in 

zenana for life, like her mother, and by inherited habit of 
('"mind w'ould be happy in that seclusion and not look upon it as 
r an irksome icstraint and a weary captivity. 

The game which the prince amuses his leisure with—. 
however, never mind it, I should not be able to describe it 
intelligibly. I tried to get an idea of it while my wife and 
daughter visited the princess in the zenana, a lady of charming 
graces and a fluent speaker of English, but I did not make it 
out. It is a complicated game, and I believe it h said that 
: nobody can learn to play it well but an Indian. And I W’as 
; not able to learn how to wind a turban. It seemed a simple 
' art and easy ; but that was a deception. It is a piece of thin, 
I delicate stuff a foot wide or more, and forty or fifty feet long; 

* and the exhibitor of the art takes one end of it in his two hands, 
and winds it in and out, intricately about his head, t^visting it 

* as he goes, and in a minute or two the thing is finished, and is 
, neat and symmetrical and fits as snugly as a mould. 

We were interested in the wardrobe and the jewels, and in 
' the silver ware and its grace of shape and beauty and delicacy 
' bf ornamentation. The silver w'are is kept locked up, except 
/ at meal times, and none but the chief butler and the prince 
jrhave keys to the safe. I did not clearly understand why, but 
^ it; was not for the protection of the silver. It was cither to 
' |irotect the prince from the contamination which his caste would 
' ^ffer if the vessels were touched by low-caste hands, or it was 
to J)rotect his highness from poison. Possibly it was both. 

salaried taster has to tast^ everything before tha. 
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;§^f>ri|jce ventures it—an ancient and judicious ^stonx' in 
East, and has thinned out the tasters a good deal, for &f cou^^ 
§J it is the cook that puts the poison in. If I were an India^ 
prince I would not go to the expense of a taster, I would 
A with the cook. 

5 Ceremonials are always interesting; and I noted that the^ 

' Indian good-morning is a ceremonial, whereas ours doesn^' 
amount to that. In salutation the son reverently touches the; 
father’s forehead with a small silver instrument tipped with^ 
vermilion paste which leaves a red spot there, and in return^ 
the son receives the father’s blessing. Our good-morning is; 
well enough for the rowdy West, perhaps, but would be toO; 
brusque for the soft and ceremonious East. ^ , 

After being properly necklaced, according to custom, with'' 

' great garlands made of yellow flowers, and provided with betel' 
nut to chew, this pleasant visit closed, and we passed thenc?! 
to a scene of a different sort: from this glow of colour and'^ 
this sunny life to those grim receptacles of the Parsee dead, , 
the Towers of Silence. There is something stately about that 
name, and an impressiveness which sinks deep ; the hush of, 
death is in it. We have the Grave, the Tomb, the Mausoleuin, 
God’s Acre, the Cemetery; and association has made them* 
eloquent with solemn meaning; but we have no name that is ; 
so majestic as that one, or lingers upon the ear with such deep; 
and haunting pathos. 

On lofty ground, in the midst of a paradise of tropical 
foliage and flowers, remote from the world and its turmoil and 
noise, there they stood—the Towers of Silence; and away below/, 
was spread the wide groves of cocoa palms, then the city, mile • 
on mile, then the ocean with its fleets of creeping ships—alii 
steeped in a stillness as deep as the hush that hallowed this 
high place of the dead. I'he vultures were there. They stood; ' 
close together in a great circle all around the rim of a massive loW', 
tower—waiting; stood as motionless as sculptured ornaments, 
and indeed almost deceived one into the belief that that was what , 
they were. Presently there was a slight stir among the score ^ 
of persons present, and all moved reverently out of the path/^; 


and ceased from talking. A funeral procession entered tbeV: 
great gate, marching .two and two, and moved silently by|:>^ 
. toward the Tower. The corpse lay in a shallow she^p 


0 ij( 3 er,jCOTi^r tk a white, doth, bat was otherwise aah^. - .The ' 
^^rers of the body were separated by an interval of thirty feet ' 
^om the mourners. They, and also the mourners, were draped 
in pure white, and each couple of mourners was figuratively 
bound together by a piece of white rope or a handkerchief— 
though really they merely held the ends of it in their hands. 
Behind the procession followed *a dog, which was led in a 
le^sh. When the mourners had reached the neighbourhood 
Of the Tower—neither they nor any other human being but 
the bearers of the dead must approach within thirty feet of it— 
they turned and went back to one of the prayer-houses within 
he gates, to pray for the spirit of their dead. The bearers 
iblocked the Tower’s sole door and disappeared from view 
HWithin. In a little while they came out, bringing the bier and 
vthe white covering-cloth, and locked the door again. Then 
^,the ring of vultures rose, flajlping their wings, and swooped 
[down into the Tower to devour the body. Nothing was left of 
it but a dean-picked skeleton when they flocked out again a 
ifew minutes afterward. 


' i-w 


K The principle which underlies and orders everything con¬ 
nected with a Parsee funeral is Purity. By the tenets of the 
Zoroastrian religion the elements, Eartn, Fire and Water, are 
sacred, and must not be contaminated by contact with a dead 
body. Hence corpses must not be burned, neither must they be 
'buried. None may touch the dead or enter the lowers where 
rthey repose except certain men who are officially appointed for' 
that purpose. They receive high pay, but theirs is a dismal and 
lonely life, for they rhust live apart from their species, because 
: their commerce with the dead defiles them, and any who should 
; associate with them would share their defilement. When they 
Vcomeout of the Tower the clothes they are wearing are exchanged 
'.fOiT othere, in a building within the grounds, and the ones which 
Tthey have taken off are left behind, for they are contaminated, 
and must never be used again or suffered to go outside the 
tlgrounds. These bearers come to every funeral in new garments. 
^Bo fax as is known, no human being, other than an official corpse- 
bearer—save one—has ever entered a Tower of Silence after 
(Sts consecration. Just a hundred years ago a European rushed 

bearers and fed his brutal curiosity with a 
Ute forbidden mysteries of the place. This shabby 




iibrgivaiT »« 

;0i& two details, taken in connection with ihe fa|t tljat' 
his extraordinary offence the only punishment he got frphi 
'East India Company’s Government was a solemn 
* reprimand,’ suggest the suspicion that he was a European 
consequence. The same public document which contain^ ^ 
the reprimand gave warning that future offenders of his sof® 
if in the Company’s service, would be dismissed ; and if me|^^ 
chants, suffer revocation of license and exile to England. > 

The Towers are not tall, but arc low in proportion to theiiS 
circumference, like a gasometer. If you should fill a gasometer® 
half way up with solid granite masonry, then drive a wide and^ 
deep well down through the centre of this mass of masohry‘|;| 
you w’ould have the idea of a Tower of Silence. On 
,masonry surrounding the well the bodies lie, in shallow trcnchesHj 
which radiate like wheel-spoke^ from the well. The trenches;,| 
slant toward the well and carry into it the rain-fall. Under^g 
ground drains, with charcoal filters in them, carry off this wateir?, 
from the bottom of the w'cll. ' 

When a skeleton has lain in the Tower exposed to the rain;‘!!l 
and the flaming sun a month it is perfectly dry and cleatt.^^ 
Then the same bearers that brought it there come gloved ajjdj| 
take it up with tongs and throw it into the well. There it turns 
dust. It is never seen again, never touched again, in the world,'*^? 
Other people, separate their dead, and preserve and continue' 
social distinctions in the grave—the skeletons of kings and^" 
statesmen and generals in temples and pantheons proper tO;,:.; 
skeletons of their degree, and the skeletons of the commonplac^i 
and the poor in places suited to their meaner estate ; but thife'/- 
Parsces hold that all men rank alike in death—all are humblej’^l 
all poor, all destitute. In sign of their poverty they are sISnt tOT 
their grave naked; in sign of their equality, the bones of th^f 
rich, the poor, the illustrious and the obscure are flung info ^ 
the common well together. At a Parsee funeral there are no 
vehicles; all conccrnca must tvalk, both rich and poor* howsk>-.' 
ever great the distance to be traversed may be. In the 
. of the Five Towers of Silence is mingled the dust of all thd,;' 
Parsee men and women and children who have died in Bqmbajf J 
and its vicinity during the two centuries which have dapsCdJ^ 
since the Mohammedan conquerors drove the Parsees 
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ittie^ve* 

built by the Modi Ikmily something tnore'than 200 
and it is now reserved to the heirs of that house; 
Jptme btit the dead of that blood are carried thither. 

The origin of at least one of the details of a Parsee funeral, 


not now known—the presence of the dog. Before a corpse is 
^^horne from the house of mourning it must be uncovered and 
imposed to the gaze of a dog; a dog must also be led in the 
^ear of the funeral procession. Mr. Nusserwanjee Byramjee, 
'^^’T^ecretary to the Parsee Punchayet, said that these formalities 
^C': 4 iad once had a meaning and a reason for their institution, but 
,; ijthat they were survivals whose origin none could now account 
'X/for, Custom and tradition continue them in force, antiquity 
'hallows them. It is thought that in ancient times in Persia the 
;', dog was a sacred animal and could guide souls to heaven; also 

- ’.7that his eye had the power of purifying objects which had been 

i:bntaminated by the touch of the dead; and that hence his 
v'vpresence with the funeral provides an ever-applicable 

'•^remedy in case of need. 

.'">V The Parsees claim that their method of dii^osing of the 
(' dead is an effective protection of the living ; that it disseminates 
no corruption, no impurities of any sort, no disease-germs ; 

. that no wrap, no garment which has touched the dead is 
j ? ^^llowed to touch the living afterward ; that from the Towers of 
Silence nothing proceeds which can carry harm to the outside 
’’ world. These are just claims, I think. As a sanitary measure, 
r ’their system seems to be about the equivalent of cremation, 

- and as sure. We are drifting slowly—but hopefully—^toward 
<^mation, in these days. It could not be expected that this 
progress should be swift, but if it be steady and continuous, 

iy'even if slow, that will suffice. When cremation becomes the 
: ttile we shall cease to shudder at it; we should shudder at 
'buHal if we allowed ourselves to think of what goes on in the 


■ egraVe. 

'. Hie dog was an impressive figure to me, representing as 
be b[id, a mystery v/hose key is lost. He was humble, and 
..apparently depressed; and he let his head droop pensively, 
; jftnd look^ as if he might be trying to call back to his mind what 
> 'it was that he had used to symbolise ages ago when he began 
^ b^. Cufiedon. There was another impressive thing close at 
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4^rwt A nir^ 'ii0t privileged to ,se$ it^', Tijftt'W-^ 
fire which is supposed to have b^n buriun^^i^^i 
^literruption for more than two centuries j and so, living by Jtl^ 
.same heat that was imparted to it so long ago. ^ 

The Parsees are a remarkable community. There are bnl^J 
about 60,000 in Bombay, and only about half as many as ths^| 
in the rest of India; but they make up in importance wh8i|l;^i^ 
they lack in numbers. They are highly educated, energetii|| 
enterprising, progressive, rich, and the Jew himself is not mor^C 
lavish or catholic in his charities and benevolences. ITbe^ 
Parsees build and endow hospitals, for both men and animals.^r 
and they and their womenkind keep an open purse fori^ll great;; 
and good objects. They are a political force, and a valued;; 
support to the Government. They have a pure and loft^i' 
religion, and they preserve it in its integrity and order their 
lives by it. ** 

We took a final sweep of the wonderful view of plain and,? 
city and ocean, and so ended our visit to the garden and the,; 
Towers of Silence ; and the last thing I noticed was another, 
symbol—a voluntary symbol, this one; it was a vulture- 
standing on the sawed'OflF top of a tall and slender and branch- ’ 


less palm in an open space in the grounds; he was perfectly 
motionless, and looked like a piece of sculpture on a pillar. 
And he had a mortuary look, too, which was in keeping with ‘ 
the place. ^ 


CHAPTER xLiv ; 

There is an old-time toast which is golden for its l^eauty: * When yoft-? 
Ascend the hill of prosperity may you not meet a fiiend.’— PutUTn/kmf ] 
Wilson^s New Calendar, , 

. ** 

The next picture that drifts across the field of my memory is 
one which is connected with religious things. We were takdtT'' 
"by friends to see a Jain temple. It was small, and had many 
flags or streamers fiying from poles standing above its 
and its little battlements supported a great many small idols, 
or images. Upstairs, inside, a solitary Jain was praying olj 
kepitit^ aloud, in the middle of the room. Our presd^^^di^ 



M^?|OTfceMpt tom, noJ* 6^ IncOTroode Mm pr mddify liis;^ 
^S^cwr^ Ten or twelve feet to front of him was the idol, a' 
^Stoall figure to a sitting posture. It had the pinkish look of a, 
^,^ax doll, but lacked the doll's roundness of limb and approxi*. 
'Ji^tioa to correctness of form and justness of proportion, 
Jililr, Gandhi explained everything to us. He was a delegate to 
|, 4 he Chicago Fair Congress of Religions. It was lucidly done, 
masterly English, but in time it faded from me, and now I 
’ jhave nothing left of that episode but an impression ; a dim 
r idea of a religious belief clothed in subtle intellectual forms, 

^ lofty and clean, barren of fleshly grossnesses; and with this 
^ .another dim impression which connects that intellectual system 
; somehow with that crude image, that inadequate idol—how, I 
; do not now know. Properly they do not seem to belong 
,together. Apparently the idol symbolised a person who had 
become a saint or a god * through accessions of steadily 
'augmenting holiness acquired through a series of re-incarna- 
, tions and promotions extending over many ages ; and was now 
.,at last a saint and qualified to vicariously receive worship and 
transmit it to heaven’s chancellery. Was that it ? 

And thence we went to Mr. Premchand Roychand's 
bungalow, in Love Lane, Byculla, where an Indian prince was 
to receive a deputation of the Jain community who desired to 
congratulate him upon a high honour lately conferred upon 
.him by his sovereign, Victoria, Empress of India. She had 
.made him a Knight of the Order of the Star of India. It would 
' seem that even the grandest Indian prince is glad to add the 
modest title ‘ Sir ’ to his ancient native grandeurs, and is 
willing to do valuable service to win it. He will remit taxes 
.Jiberally, and will spend money freely upon the betterment of 
^ tlie condition of his subjects if there is a knighthood to be 
.gotten by it. And he will also do good work and a deal of 
.^0 get a gun added to the salute allowed him by the British 
Government. Every year the Empress distributes knighthoods 
'afid adds guns for public services done by native princes. 
The satote of a sinall prince is three or four guns; princes of 
greater consequence have salutes that run higlier and higher, 
gttn by gun,—oh, clear away up to eleven; possibly more, but I 
4 id hear of any above eleven-gun princes. I was told that 
prince gets a gun added, he is pretty trouble-, 



^ rm U.'Whi1e,-tfll the novelty wea^ 

^^lislc, and keeps hunting up pretexts to grt himsdf^alu|^v 
iM may be that supremely grand folk like the Nizam of HysJ ^4 
{abad and the Gaikwar of Baroda have more than eleven gun^s 
’ but I don’t know. ^ 


"When we arrived at the bungalow the large hall on tbej 
ground floor was already about full, and carriages were sti|l 
flowing into the grounds. The company present made a And: 
show, an exhibition of human fireworks, so to speak, in the; 
matters of costume and comminglings of brilliant colour. The, 
variety of form noticeable in the display of turbans was remark¬ 
able. We w'ere told that the explanation of this was, that this 
Jain delegation was drawn from many parts of India, and that’ 
each man wore the turban that w'as in vogue in his own regiit.ii 
This diversity of turbans made a beautiful eflect. 

I could have wished to staft a rival exhibition there, of 
Christian hats, and clothes. I w'ould have cleared one 
side of the room of its Indian splendours and repacked the 
space with Christians drawn from America, England and the 
colonies, dressed in the hats and habits of now, and of twenty 
and forty and fifty years ago. It would have been a hideous, 
exhibition, a thoroughly devilish spectacle. Then there would 
have been the added disadvantage of the white complexion. 
It is not an unbearably unpleasant complexion w'hen it keeps 
to itself, but when it comes into competition with masses of 
brown and black, the fact is betrayed that it is endurable only 
, because we are used to it. Nearly all black and brown skins 
are beautiful, but a beautiful white skin is rare. How rare, 
one may learn by walking down a street in Paris, New York 
or London on a week-day—particularly an unfashionable street 
—-and keeping count of the satisfactory complexions encountered 
Jn the course of a mile. Where dark complexions are 
massed, they make the whites look bleached-out, unwhole¬ 
some, and sometimes frankly ghastly. I could notice this as a 
boy, down South in the slavery days before thq war. The 
. splendid black satin skin of the South African Zulus of Durban 
lileemed to me to come very close to perfection. I can see 
those Zulus yet—’ricksha athletes waiting in front of .the^ 
botel for custom; handsome and intensely black cie^^fesi 
modemtely clothed in loose summer stuffs whose snow^biifcei* 
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my nirnd, I can , ^mpai« those complejtions with.^' 
white ones whidi are str^raing past this London window 
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A lady ; Complexion, new parchment. 

Another lady : Complexion, old parchment 
Another ; Pink and white; very fine. 

Man : Grayish skin, with purple areas. 

Man : Unwholesome fish-belly skin. 

Girl: Sallow face, sprinkled with freckles. 

Old woman: Face whitey-gray. 

Young butcher : Face a general red flush. 

, Jaundiced man : Mustard-yellow. 

Elderly lady : Colourless skin, with two conspicuous moles. 

Elderly man — a drinker : Boiled-cauliflower nose in a 
^ flabby face veined with purple crinklings. 

Healthy young gentleman : Fine fresh complexion. 

Sick young man : His face a ghastly white. 

^ No end of people whose skins are dull and characterless 
, modifications of the tint which w'e miscall white. Some of 
these faces are pimply; some exhibit other signs of diseased 
blood; some show scars of a tint out of harmony with the 
surrounding shades of colour. The white man’s complexion 
makes no concealments. It can’t. It seems to have been ■ 
designed as a catch-all for everything that can damage it. 

C Ladies have to paint it, and powder it, and cosmetic it, and 
diet it with arsenic, and enamel it, and be always enticing it, 
.and persuading it, and pestering it and fussing at it to maj:e it 
; beautiful; and they do not succeed. But these efforts show 
what they think of the natural complexion, as distributed. As 
' dikributed it needs these helps. The complexion which they 
try to counterfeit is one which Nature restricts to the few—to 
the very few. To ninety-nine persons she gives a bad com¬ 
plexion, to the hundredth a good one. The hundredth can 
keep it—how long? Ten years, perhaps. 

The advantage is with the Zulu, I think. He starts with a 
beautiful complexion, and it will last him through. And as 
for the Indian brown—-firm, smooth, blemishless, pleasant and 
restful to the eye, afraid of no colour, harmonising with all 
tolotits' and adding a grace to them all— I think fliere is no 



jpCTfect tint. ' r 

. To return to the bungalow. The most gorgeous co.stu%^^ 
J^^esent were worn by some children. They seemed to 
r^O bright were the colours and so brilliant the jewels struhgii 
' ^;bVef the rich materials. These children were professions^ 
' oautch-dancers, and looked like girls, but they were boy£^i| 
They got up by ones and twos and fours and danced and san^ii 
to an accompaniment of weird music. Their posturings anS'| 


gestunngs were elaborate and graceful, but their voices w^e;?| 
stringently raspy and unpleasant, and there was a good deal cl^ 
monotony about the tune. 

By and by there was a burst of shouts and cheers outsid^ 
and the prince with his train entered in fine dramatic styi^ 

, He was a stately man, he was ideally costumed, and fairly/ 
^ festooned with ropes of gems; • some of the ropes were of j,'. 
’ pearls, some were of uncut great emeralds—emeralds renowned;> 
in Bombay for their quality and value. Their size was a / 
marvel, and they were enticing to the eye, those rocks. A 
boy—a princeling—was with the prince, and he also was a / 
radiant exhibition. f 


The ceremonies were not tedious. The prince strode to / 
his throne with the port and majesty—and the sternness—of a. \\ 
. Julius Cassar coming to receive and receipt for a back-country 
kingdom and have it over and get out, and no fooling. There’ ■ 
■\ was a throne for the young prince, too; and the two sat there^ V 
y' side by side, with their officers grouped at either hand and ,, 
' mosl^,accurately and creditably reproducing the pictures which' 
one sees in the books—pictures which people in the prince*s 
line of business have been furnishing ever since Solomon . 
received the Queen of Sheba and showed her his things. Tbo J- 
chief of the Jain delegation read his paper of congratulations, § 
then pushed it into a beautifully engraved silver cylinder, / 
which was delivered with ceremony into the prince’s bands 
and at once delivered by him without ceremony into the hands 
of an officer. I will copy the address here. It is interesting, / 

- as showing what an Indian prince’s subjects may have oppor- /, 
ttiioity to. thank him for in these days of modern English / 
as contrasted with’ what his ancestor would have given. ' 
opportunity to thank him for a century and a half agd J^ the ^ 












0 


Rlrofiity^ ft half ago an address of tikhlw 0uld hSive b©^ put 
'^mSl space. It would have thanked the prince— . 

For not slaughtering too many of his people upon mere 

; 

ft. For not stripping them bare by sudden and arbitrary 
^taxdevies and bringing famine upon them; 

' 3. For not upon empty pretext destroying the rich and 
l^^wiring their property j 

' 4. For not killing, blinding, imprisoning or banishing the 
l4?telatives of the royal house to protect the throne from possible 

i|V 5. For ndt betraying the subject secretly, for a bribe, into 
v>- 4 he hands of bands of professional Thugs, to be murdered and 
: f' robbed in the prince’s back lot. 

Those were rather commpn princely industries in the old 
:»';rimes, but they and some others of a liarsh sort ceased long 
; ago under English rule. Better industries have taken their 
place, as this address from the Jain community will show : 

‘Your Highness,—We the undersigned members of the 
; V jam community of Bombay have the pleasure to approach 
' your Highness with the expression of our heartfelt congratula- 
tions on the recent conference on your Highness of the 


>! .Knighthood of the Most Exalted Order of the Star of India. 
Ten years ago we had the pleasure and privilege of welcoming 
^your Highness to this city under circumstances which have 
; made a memorable epoch in the history of your State, for had 
it not been for a generous and reasonable spirit that your High- 
> liess displayed in the negotiations between the Palitana 
i'!' Durbar and the Jain community, the conciliatory spirit that 
'' ftnimated our people could not have borne fruit That was 
the first step in your Highness’s administration, and it fitly 
elicited the praise of the Jain community and of the Bombay 
Government. A decadeof your Highness’s administration, com¬ 
bined with the abilities, training and acquirements that your 
. Highness brought to bear upon it, has justly earned for your 
, Higbn'ess the unique and honourable distinction—the Knight¬ 
hood of the Most Exalted Order of the Star of India, which 


.! we undferstand your Highness is the first to enjoy among., 
:,‘c|ble^''of your Highness’s rank and standing. And we assure * 




we feel no less proud than your Highness. Esk-lt 
iyT 3 liS*ment of commercial factories, schools, hospitals, etc,;'!!!?! 
;: your Highness m your State has marked your HighnessVl 
: during these ten years, and we trust that your Highne^J 

Timl be glared to rule over your people with wisdom and fore^^ 
‘ that your Highness h^. 
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^en pleased to introduce in your State. AVe again offer yow H 
Highness our warmest felicitations rbr the honour that hasbeeniS 

semnts^ remain your Highness’s obedien{j 

Factories, schools, hospitals, reforms. Th^ prince pro.'? 
^ptes that kind of things in the modern times, and » h i 
Knighthood and guns for it. i 

After the address the prinevi responded with snap and 

/moment with half a dozen guests in English -S 
^ native tongue, then the garlands ' 

were distributed as usual, and the function came to an end. 


CHAPTER XLV 

liu ^ possession which outvalues all his others— 

his last breath.-/Wflr«Affarf m/son^s New Calendar, 

* 

Toward midnight, that night, there was another function. 
This was a Hindoo wedding—no, I think it was a betrothal 
ceremony. Always before, we had driven through streets that 
were multitudinous and tumultuous with picturesque native 

nothing of that. We seemed to move 

^ suggestion of 

hfe in those still and vacant streets. Even the crows were 
everywhere on the ground lay sleeping natives— 
hundreds. They lay stretched at full length, 
^blankets, heads and all Their 
.attitudes and their rigidity counterfeited death. Theplaguo' 
not m Bombay then, but it is devastating the city mw. 
The §hops are deserted, now. half of the people have 4 n 4 






^ttS jSnSi ^-shbials ev^ij^y/. No.> 
l^jJj^tiig dty looks now in thoiiaytime as it looked then d nighty." 

we had pierced deep into the native quarter and were*:' 
^gpir^ding its narrow dim lanes, we had to go carefully, for men: 
l^e stretched asleep all about and there was hardly room to, 
0 nvt between them. And every now and then a swarm of rats 
;;VOuld scamper across past the horses’feet in the vague light—the 
^■‘ijKibeaw of the rats that are carrying the plague from house to 
; house in Bombay now. The shops were but sheds, little booths 
"open to the street; and the goods had been removed, and on 
5]the counters families were sleeping, usually v/ith an oil lamp 
i^resent. Recurrent dead-watches, it looked like. 

But at last we turned a corner and saw a great glare of light 
hahead. It was the home of the bride, wrapped in a perfect 
conflagration of illuminations,—mainly gas-work designs, gotten 
/ up specially for the occasion. Within was abundance of 
brilliancy—flames, costumes, colours, decorations, mirrors—it 
was another Aladdin show. 

The bride was a trim and comely little thing of twelve 
> yeans, dressed as we would dress a boy, though more ex- 
* pensively than we should do it, of course. She moved about, 

. very much at her ease, and stopped and talked with the guests 
i;' and allowed her wedding jewelry to be examined. It was very 
;‘.^ne. Particularly a rope of great diamonds, a lovely thing to 
V look at and handle. It had a great emerald hanging to it. 

The bridegroom was not present. He was having betrothal 
festivities of his own at his father’s house. As I understood 
he and the bride were to entertain company every night 
'^ and nearly all night for a week or more, then get married, if 
alive. Both of the children were a little elderly, as brides and 
^ grooms go, in India—twelve; they ought to have been married a 
year or two sooner; still, to a stranger twelve seems quite young . 
enough. 

A while after midnight a couple of celebrated and high- 
priced nautch-girls appeared in the gorgeous place, and danced 
and sang. With them were men who played upon strange in¬ 
struments which made uncanny noises of a sort to make one's 
flesh creep. One of these instruments was a pipe, and to its 
music the girls went through a performance which repre- 
. fented shake charming. It seemed a doubtful sort of music 



^iJccfs like it and will com€ out of 'tbdf'holes 
it Vith every evidence of refreshment and gratittide* 

.‘isaid that at an entertainment in his grounds once, the 
; brought out half a dozen snakes, and the music had to boS 
stopped before they would be persuaded to go, Nobo4yfl 
wanted their company, for they were bold, familiar anid§ 
dangerous; but no one would kill'them, of course, fsr it 
sinful for a Hindoo to kill any kind of a creature. 

We withdrew from the festivities at two in the mornittgvjS 
Another picture, then—but it has lodged itself in my memory^ 
rather as a stage-scene than as a reality. It is of a porch, and 
short flight of steps crowded with dark faces and ghostly-whifcl 
draperies flooded with the strong glare from the dazzling :in- 
centration of illuminations; and midway of the steps on^ 
conspicuous figure for accent—a»turbaned giant, with a name.y! 
according to his size : Rao Bahadur Baskirao Balinkanje Pital%;, 
Vakeel to his Highness the Gaik war of Baroda. Without him_ < 
the picture would not have been complete; and if his nameV/ 
had been merely Smith, he wouldn’t have answered. Close at 


hand on house-fronts on both sides of the narrow street were 
Jlluroinations of a kind commonly employed by the natives-rr.V 
scores of glass tumblers (containing tapers) fastened a fewil^ 
inches apart all over great latticed frames, forming starry 
constellations which showed out vividly against their black .' 
backgrounds. As we drew away into the distance down the^y 
dim lanes the illuminations gathered together into a single^^ 
mass, and glowed out of the enveloping darkness like a sun^ t 


Then again the deep silence, the skurrying rats, the dini j ■' 
forms stretched everywhere on the ground; and on either hand ^] 
those open booths counterfeiting sepulchres, with counterfeit | 
corpses sleeping motionless in the flicker of the counterfdt 


death-lamps. And now, a year later, when I read the cables 
grams I seem to be reading of what I myself partly saw— 
jsaw before it happened—in a prophetic dream, as it were. 


One cablegram says, * Business in the native town is about 
suspended.. Except the wailing and the tramp of the funerals 
, there is but little life or movement. The closed, shops 
exceed in number those that remain open.* Another thsb 
325,oop.of the people have fled the city and are cartyuiig, the, 



"l 












sfbsfci 

I v* t jf 

fo th6 eotintty* Three days later doilae$ the news, * The 
^^ftpo^ulatjpn is reduced by M{f* The refugees have carried 
disease to Karachi: * 220 cases, 214 deaths/ A day or two 
hj* later, ‘52 fresh cases, all of which proved fatal/ * 

! > The plague carries with it a terror which no other disease 
can excite; for of all diseases known to men it is the deadliest 
—by far the deadliest. ‘ Fifty-two fresh cases—all fatal* It 
^ is the Black Death alone that slays like that. We can all 
imagine, after a fashion, the desolation of a plague-stricken 
city, and the stupor of stillness broken at intervals by distant 
bursts of wailing, marking the passing of funerals, here and 
there and yonder, but I suppose it is not possible for us to 
realise to ourselves the nightmare of dread and fear that 
possesses the living who are present in such a place and cannot 
get away. That half million fled from Bombay in a wild panic 
suggests to us something of what they were feeling, but perhaps 
not even they could reali'^e what the half million were feeling 
whom they left stranded behind to face the stalking horror 
without chance of c'-cape. Kinglake was in Cairo many years 
ago during an epidemic of the Black Death, and he has 
imagined the terrors that creep into a man’s heart at such a 
time and follow him until they themselves breed the fatal sign 
in the armpit, and then the dclmum with confused images, and 
home-dicams, and reeling billiard tables, and then the sudden 
blank of deatli. 


CHAPTER XLVX 

Hunger is the handmaid of genius.— Pudd^nhead Wtlson^s Ntw 
Cultftdar* 

One day during our stay in Bombay there was a criminal 
trial of a most interesting sort, a terribly realistic chapter out 
of the Arabian Nights, a strange mixture of simplicities and 
pieties and murderous practicalities which brought back the 
forgotten days of Thuggee and made them live again; in fact 
even made them believable. It was a case where a young 
girl had been assassinated for the sake of her trifling ornaments, 
things not worth a labourer’s day’s wages in America. This 
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lining could have been done in many other countries^ Mr 
hanlly with the cold business-like depravity, absence of fear^'' 
absence of caution, destitution of the sense of horror, repentanceit 
remorse, exhibited in this case. Elsewhere the murderer 
would have done his crime secretly, by night, and withottll 
witnesses ; his fears would have allowed him no peace while 
the dead body was in his neighbourhood, he would not have 
rested until he had gotten it safe out of the way and hidden 
as effectually as he could hide it But this Indian murderer 
does his deed m the full light of day, cares nothing for the ‘ 
presence of witnesses, is m no way incommoded by the society 
of the corpse, takes his own time about disposing of it, and the 
whole party are so indifferent, so phlegmatic, that they lake 
their regular sleep as if nothing was happening and no ha^^ers 
hanging over them , and these five bland people close the 
episode with a religious service'* The whole thing read* like 
a Meadows-Taylor Thug talc of half a century ago; as one may 
see by this official repoit of the tual: 

*At the Ma/agon Police Court yesterday Superintendent 
Nolan again charged Tookaram, Suntoo Savat, Baya, woman, 
her daughter Knshni, and Gopal Vithoo Bhanayker, before 
Mr. Phiroze Hoshang Dastui, Fourth Presidency Magistrate, 
under sections 302 and 109 of the Code, -with having on the 
night of December 30 last murdered a Hindoo girl named 
Cassi, aged twelve, by strangulation, m the room of a chawl at 
Jackana Bunder, on the Sew n Road, and also with aiding and 
abetting each other in the commission of the offence. 

‘ Mr F. A. Little, public prosecutor, conducted the case on 
behalf of the Crown, the accused being undefended. 

‘ Mr. Little applied under the provisions of the Criminal 
Procedure Code to tender pardon to one of the accused, 
Knshni, woman, aged twenty-two, on her undertaking to make 
a true and full statement of facts under which the deceased 


girl Cassi w^as murdered 

‘The magistrate having granted the public prosecutor’s 
application, the accused Knshni went into the witness-boi^ 
and, on being examined by Mr. Little, made the following 
confession :—“ I am a mill-hand employed at the Jubilee Mill 
I recollect the day (Tuesday) on which the body of the 
deceased Cassi was found. Previous to that I attended the 








when I savv five persons' in the hous6, viz., the first „ 
'MeCtised, Tookaram, who is my paramour; my mother, the ^ 
K^^Ond accused, Baya j the accused Gopal, and two guests, 
Ramji Daji and Annaji Gungaram. Tookaram rented 
niom of the chawl situated at Jackaria Bunder Road from 
Kife owner Girdharilal Radhakishan, and in that room I, my 
^' paramour Tookaram, and his younger brother Yessoo Maha- 
j'Jdhoo live. Since his arrival in Bombay from his native coun- 
Vtry Yessoo came and lived with us. When I returned from 
';J;the mill in the afternoon of that day, I saw the two guests 
'^tseated on a cot in the verandah, and a few minutes after the 
;’'accused Gopal came and took his seat by their side, while I 
;f;and my mother were seated inside the room. Tookaram, who 
/had gone out to fetch some pan and betel-nuts, on his return. 
home had brought the two geests with him. After returning 
home he gave them pan supari. While they were eating it 
" my mother came out of the room and inquired of one of the 
. guests, Ramji, what had happened to his foot, w'hen he replied 
/that he had tried many remedies, but they had done him no 
: good. My mother then took some rice in her hand and pro¬ 
phesied that the disease which Ramji wai suffering from would 
not be cured until he returned to bis native country. In the 
meantime the deceased Cassi came from the direction of an 


outhouse, and stood in front on the threshhold of our room 
with a loia in her hand. Tookaram then told his two guests 
to leave the room and they then went up the steps towards the 
' quarry. After the guests had gone aivay, I'ookaram seized the 
deceased, who had come into the room, and he afterwards put 
a waistband around her, and tied her to a post which supports 
a loft. After doing this, he pressed the girl’s throat, and 
having tied her mouth with the dhotur (now shown in Court) 
fastened it to the post. Having killed the girl, Tookaram 
removed her gold head-ornament and a gold putke^ and also 
took charge of her lota. Besides these two ornaments Cassi 
had on her person ear-studs, a nose-ring, some silver toe-ring% 
two necklaces, a pair of silver anklets and bracelets. Tookaram 
afterwards tried to remove the silver anklets, the ear-studs, and 
:he nose-ring, but be failed in his attempt. While he was 
Joihg so, 1 , my mother, and Gopal were present. After 
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reifQovmg tti6 two gold ornaments he handed Ihetn Ofpt 
Gopal| who was at the time standing near me. When he 
killed Cassi, Tookaram threatened to strangle me also *f 1 ^ 
informed anyone of tins. Gopal and m}self were then stjand* 
ing at the door of our room, and we both were threatened by 
Tookaram. My mother, Baya, had seired the legs of the 
deceased at the time she was killed, and whilst she was being 
tied to the post. Cassi then made a noise. Tookaram and 
my mother took part in killing the girl. After the murder her 
body was wrapt up in a mattress and kept on the loft over the 
door of our room When Cassi was strangled the door of the 
room was fastened from the inside by Tookaram. This deed 
was committed shortly after my return home from woik itw 
the mill. Tookaram put the bod> of the deceased in thoT 
mattress, and after it was left on the loft he went to have his 
head shaved by a baiber nam(?d Sambhoo Knghco, who lives 
only one door away fiom me. My mother and ri)self then 
remained in the posse«>sion of the information. I was slapped 
and threatened by my paramour Tookaiain, and that was iho 
only reason w hy I did not inform an) one at that time \\ hen 1 
lo.d Tookaram that I would give infoimation of the occurrence 
he slapped me. 'I he accused Gopal was asked by Tookaram 
to go back to his room and he did so, taking away with him 
the two gold oinainents and the /o/a \essoo Mahadhoo, a 
brother-mhw of Tookaram, came to the hou-.e and asked 
lookaram why he was woshmg, the witeipipc being just 
opposite? Tookaiam replied thit be was washing his dhotta^ 
as a fowl had polluted it. About six o'clock in the evening of 
that day niy mother gave me three pice and asked me to buy 
a coeoanut, and I gave the money to Yessoo, who went and 
ftuhed a coeoanut and some betel leaves W hen Yessoo and 
others were in the room I was bathing, and after I finished my 
bath, my mother took the coeoanut and the betel leaves from 
Yessoo, and we five went to the sea. Ihe paity consisted of 
Tookaram, my mother, i c»soo, Tookaiani’s younger biother, 
and myselt On reaching the seashore, my niothei made the 
offering to the sea, and pnyed to be pauloned for what we 
Itad done Before we went to the sea someone erme to in¬ 
quire after the girl Cassi '1 he poliee and other people came 
tp make ^ese inquiries both before and after we left the house 
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the seashore. The police questioned my mother about the 
‘ Iplrlf and, she replied that Cassi had come to her door but 
(had left, The next day the police questioned Tookaram, and 
be too gave a similar reply. This was said the same night 
trtiOT the search was made for the girl. After the offenng 
was made to the sea we partook of the cocoanut and returned 
home, when my mother gave me some food, but Tookaram 
did not partake of any food that night After dinner I and 
my mother slept inside the room and lookoram slept on a cot 
near his brother in law Ytssoo Mahadhoo, jUst outside the 
door. That was not the usual place where lookaram slept. 
He usually slept inside the room The body of the deceased 
remained on the loft when I went to s’cep The room in 
which we slept was locked, and I heard thit my paramour 
Tookaram was restless outside About three o’clock the fol¬ 
lowing morning Tookaram ktiocked at the door when both 


m>sell and my mother opened it He then told me to go to 
the steps leading to the quarry and see if any one was about. 
These steps led to a stab’e through which w( go to the quarry 
at the back of the compound \V hen I got to the step-, I saw 
no one theie lookaram asked me if an> one was there, and 
I replied tint I could ste no one about He then took the 
body of the d< cetsod fiom the loft, aiul basing wrapped it up 
m Its asked me to "eeoinpany him te> the steps of the 
quarry, and I did so Ihe su/tc now produced here was the 
same Bc'-ide the sa^ce there was also a cMe on the body. 
He then carried the boel> in his arms, and went up to the 
steps through the stable and then to the nghthand tow aids a 
s&kt^s bungalow, where lookaram placed the bod) near a 
wall. All the time I and m) mother were with hmi \Mien 
the body was taken down, Yessoo was l)ing on the cot After 
depositing the body under the wall, we all returned home, and 
£oon after 5 a m the police again came and took 1 ookaram 
away About an hour after they returned and look me and 
Jmy mother away We were questloned about it, when I made 
a statement Iwo nouis later 1 was taken to the room, and I 
pointed out this waistband, the dhoUtry the mattress, and the 
wooden post to Superintendent Nolan and Inspectors Roberts 
and Rashanali m the presence of my mother and Tookaram. 
Tookaram killed the girl Cassi for to ornaments, which he 
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iHe<i The body was found in the same place Wei’ 
deposited by Tookaram.” * 7;* ^ 

The criminal side of the native has always been pictun^ 
always readable. The Thuggee and one or two other pS 
larly outrageous features of it have been suppressed 
English, but there is enough of it left to keep it darkly irite-i?/ 
nesting. One finds evidence of these survivals in the newB;^ 1 ? 
papera Macaulay has a light-throwing passage upon t 2 ji 1 s 3 | 
matter in his great historical sketch of Warren Hastings, ^ 
where he is describing some effects which followed the tempo- 
rary paralysis of Hastings’s powerful government brought- 
about by Sir Philip Francis and his party : 

. ‘The natives considered Hastings as a fallen man; i 
they acted after their kind. Some of our readers may 
seen, in India, a cloud of crcmvs pecking a sick vulture 
death—no bad type of what happens in that country as often 
as fortune deserts one who has been great and dreaded. In 
an instant, all the sycophants, who had lately been ready to liO' > 
for him, to forge for him, to pander for him, to poison for him, 
hasten to purchase the favour of his victorious enemies by ,, 
accusing him. An Indian Government has only to let it be 
understood that it wishes a particular man to be ruined, and - {, 
in twenty-four hours it will be furnished with grave charges, ', 
supported by depositions so full and circumstantial, that any -n- 
person unaccustomed to Asiatic mendacity would regard them ' 
as decisive. It is well if the signature of the destined victim 
is not counterfeited at the foot of some illegal compact, and if i • 
some treasonable paper is not slipped into a hiding-place in liis 
house.’ 

That was nearly a century and a quarter ago. An article 
in one of the chief journals of India (the ‘Pioneer’) shows 
that in some respects the native of to-day is just what his "kl 
ancestor was then. Here are niceties of so subtle and delicate 
a sort that they lift their breed of rascality to a place amoc(g ’ 
the fine arts, and almost entitle it to respect 

‘The records of the 


\ 
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ana ongyiauiy oi cesign me most expert of their fmtenuty 
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smd America. India in special is the home Of forger]^, 
Thei^ sqje some particular districts which are noted as marts for 
the finest specimens of the forger’s handiwork. The business 
is cwried on by firms who possess scores of stamped papers to 
iuitevery emergency. They habitually lay m a stock of fre^b 
stamped papers every year, and some of the older and more 
thriving houses can supply documents for the past forty years 
backy bearing the proper water mark and po^tessing the genuine 
appearance of age. Other districts ha^e earned notoriety for 
Skilled perjury, a pre eminence that excites a respectful admira- 
^ tion when one thinks of the universal pret alence of the arty 
and persons desiious of succeeding in false suits are ready to 
pay handsomely to avail themselves of the services of these 
local experts as \Mtnesses' 

Various instances illustiative of the methods of these 
swindlers are given. They tvhibit deep cunning and total 
depravity on the part of the swindler and his pals, and more 
obtuseness on the part of the victim than one would expect to 
find m a country where suspicion of your neighbour must 
surely be one of the earliest things learned The fav&inte 
subject IS the >oung fool who has just come into a fortune 
and IS trying to see how pooi a use he can put it to I will 
quote one example: 

‘Sometimes another foim of conhd<.n<’e trick is adopted 
which is invariably successful The parf^^ular pigeon is spotted, 
and his acquaintance having been ^ encouraged m 

every fonn of vice. When the fnenaship is thoroughly esta¬ 
blished, tlie swindler remarks to the young man that he 
a brother who has asked him to lend him Rs 10,000. The 
samdiei says he his the money and would lend it, but as the 
liorrower is his brother he cannot chaige interest So he pro- 

1 * i that he should hand the dupe the money and the latter 
d lend It to the swindler’s brother exacting a heavy pre- 
ent of interest which it is pointed out they may equally 
' in dissipation. The dupe sees no objection, and on the 
inted day receives Rs. 7,000 from the swindler, which he 
^ over to the confederate. 1 he latter is profuse in his 
and executes a promissory note for Rs. 10,000 payable 
arer. The swindler allows the scheme to remain quiescent 
^ time, and then suggests that as the money has qot been 
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and'would be ttnpii^sant''ii^' 
vrould be better to sell the note in the baz^f. 
hands the note over, for the money he advanced was h6| bis, 
and on being informed that it would be necessary to have'his 
signature on the back, so as to render the security negotiable^: 
he signs without any hesitation. The swindler passes it on to 
confederates, and the latter employ a respectable firm of 
solicitors to ask the dupe if his signature is genuine. 
admits it at once, and his fate is sealed. A suit is filed by 
a confederate against the dupe, the accomplices being made 
co-defendants. They admit their signatures as indorsers, and 
the one swears he bought the note for value from the dupe. 

The latter has no defence, for no Court would believe the 
apparently idle explanation of the manner in which he came^to 
endorse the note.’ 

There is only one India I It is the only country that has 
a monopoly of grand and imposing specialties. When another 
country has a remarkable thing, it cannot have it all to itself 
—sog^e other country has a duplicate. But India—that is 
differeirt. Its marvels are its own; the patents cannot be • 
infringed; imitations are not possible. And think of the size 
of them, the majesty of them, the weird and outlandish 
character of the most of them i 

There is the Plagimldie Black Death : India invented it; 

birth. 

^ms India’s invention. 

rL-_ 

in fact rejoicingly burned 
SS the bodies of their dead hustends h, a 

gle year, bight hundred would do it this year if the British 
Government would let them ^ 

‘““'Iteds. in the o?" 

relirion“,n“ worships them alii 

S^airt other countries are paupers, I^dia is ufe^ 

„„ is on a giant scale-even h» no 

no other country can show anything to compare wiS it 
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she has been used to wealth on so vast a scale that she had to 
shorten do single words the expressions describing great sums. 
She describes one hundred thousand with one word—a lakk. 
She describes ten millions with one word—a crtfre. 

In the bowels of the granite mountains she has patiently 
carved out dozens of vast temples, and made them glorious 
W'ith sculptured colonnades and stately groujjs of statuary, and 
has adorned the eternal walls with noble paintings. She has 
built fortresses of such magnitude that the show-stiongholds of 
the rest of the world are but modest little things by compari¬ 
son; palaces that are wonders for ranty of materials, delicacy 
and beauty of woikmaiiship, and for cost, and one tomb 
which men go around the globe to see. It takes eighty nations, 
speaking eighty languages, to people her, and they number 
three hundred millions 


On top of all this she is* the mother and home of that 
wonder of wondeis— ras^e—amd of that mystery of mysteries, 
the Satanic brotherhood of the Thugs, 

India had the start of the whole woild, in the beguining 
of things She had the first civihsatu , she had the first 
ac(uiT uLition of material w’-calth ; she was populous with deep 
thinkt'rs and subtle intellet ts , she had mine s, and woods, and 
a fruitful soil. It would seem as if she should have kept the 
lead, and should be to d^) not the meek dependent of an alien 
master, but mistress of the woildand dt hit ring law and com¬ 
mand to cveiy tribe and nation in it. But in truth there was 
novel €iny possibility of such supremacy for lier. If thue h id 
bten but one India and one language—but thcie were eighty 
of them • Where there are eighty nations and several hundicd 
goveuuuciUs, fighting and quairolling must be the common 
business of life, unity of purpose and policy are impossible ; 
out of such elements supremacy in the world cannot come. 
Evei caste itself could have had the defeating effect of a 
iniiltiplidtv ol tongues, no doubt, for it separates a people into 
layers, and layers, and still other layers, that have no com¬ 
munity of feeling with each other ; and in such a condition of 
things .as that, patriotism can have no healthy growth. 

It was the division of the country into so many states and 
nations that made Thuggee possible and prosperous. It is 
difiScult to realise the situation. But perhaps one may 



^lf>prottmate it by imagining tbe states of ,QQr j;|^ipii 
by separate nations, speaking 'separate languages, wifli ;gu^|| 
and custom-houses strung along all frontiers, plenty orintri^l 
ruptions for travellers and traders, interpreters able to ha]ndl^| 
all the languages very rare or non-existent, and a few waoi'> 
always going on here and there and yonder as a further embaff > 
rassment to commerce and excursioning. It would niak^f 
intercommunication in a measure ungeneral. India had eighty f 
languages, and more custom-houses than cats. No clever man| 
with the instinct of a highway robber could fail to notice whatvi 
a chance for business was here offered. India was full of clever-^^ 
men with the highwayman instinct; and so, quite naturally^,^ 
the brotherhood of the Thugs came into being to meet thei; 
long-felt want. ^ 

How long ago that was, nobody knows—centuries, it is " 
supposed. One of the chiefest wonders connected with it was 
the success with which it kept its secret. The English trader 
did business in India two hundred years and more before he ' 
ever heard of it; and yet it was assassinating its thousands i^ll • 
around him every year, the whole time. 


CHAPTER XLVII I 

The old saw says, * Let a sleeping dog lie.* Right. Still, when there 
Is much at stake it is better to get a newspaper to do it.-^PudiPnhead 
Wilson^s New Calendar. '. 

From Diary \ January 2 %.—\ learned of an Thug-book' L 

the other day. I was not aware before, that there was such t 
thing. I am allowed temporary use of it We are making pre- ' 
parations for travel. Mainly the preparations are purchases of 
bedding. This is to be used in sleeping berths in the trains j in 
private houses sometimes ; and in nine-tenths of the hotels. It 
is not realisable; and yet it is true. It is a survival ^ an appa- 
rently unnecessary thing whivjh in some strange way has outlived 
conditions which once made it necessary. It conies down 
itom a time when the railway and the hotel did not, exist; 
when the occasional white traveller went horseback or by 
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cattj ^(d stopped oveniigbt m the dak-bimgalow, 
aV easy distances by the Govemm^t—a shelter, 
^l^erely, and nothing more. He had to carry biding 'along, or 
without. The dwellings of the English residents are spacious, 
I^ TOmfoTtable, and commodiously furnished, and surely it must 
Kbe an odd sight to see half a dozen guests come filing into such 
place dumping blankets and pillows here and there and 
tC^verywhere. But custom makes incongruous things congruous. 
One buys the bedding, with waterproof hold-all for it at 
almost any shop—there is no difficulty about it. 

January 30.—What a spectacle the railway station was, at 
,retrain time ! It was a very large station, yet when we arrived it 
! ’deemed as if the whole world was present—half of it inside, the 
otlier half outside, and both halves, bearing mountainous head- 
,loads of bedding and other freight, trying simultaneously to 
pass each other, in opposing floods, in one narrow door. These 
r 'opposing floods were patient, gentle, long-suffering natives 
with whites scattered among them at rare intervals; and 
wherever a white man’s native servant appeared, that native 
. seemed to have put aside his natural gentleness for the time 
„and invested himself with the white man’s privilege of making 
a way for himself by promptly shoving all intervening black 
things out of it. In these exhibitions of authority Satan was 
scandalous. He was probably a Thug, in one of his former 
incarnations. 

Inside the great station, tides upon tides of rainbow- 
. costumed natives swept along, this way and that, in massed 
and bewildering confusion, eager, anxious, belated, distressed ; 
and washed up to the long trains and flowed into them with 
- their packs and bundles, and disappeared, followed at once by 
the next wash, the next wave. And here and there, in the 
midst of this hurly-burly, and seemingly undisturbed by it, sat 
great groups of natives on the bare stone floor,—young, slender 
brown women, old, gray, wrinkled women, little soft brown 
babies, old men, young men, boys ; all poor people, but all the 
females among them, both big and little, bejewelled with cheap 
and showy nose-rings, toe-rings, leglets and armlets, these 
things constituting all their wealth, no doubt These silent 
crowds sat therewith their humble bundles and baskets arid 
tmall household gear about them, and patiently wjiited—for; 






A'tmiii'that was to' start at sonie time 
:the day or liight. They hadn^t timed them^Wes Well/tSli^lH 
ms no matter—the thing had been so ordered from on 
therefore why worry ? There was plenty of timci hours 
hours of it, and the thing that was to happen would happen-^'S’ 
there was no hurrying it. 

The natives travelled third class, and at marvellously ch^;^ 
rates. They were packed and crammed into cars tha| held^;\|' 
each, about fifty ; and it was said that often a Brahmin of 
highest caste was thus brought into personal touch, and coii^'^ 
sequent defilement, with persons of the lowest castes—no doubl;^ 
a very shocking thing if a body could understand it and pro-,' 
perly appreciate it. Yes, a Brahmin who didn’t own a rupeq^,:^ 
and couldn’t borrow one, might have to touch elbows with 
rich hereditary lord of inferior caste, inheritor of an ancient 
title a couple of yards long, and lie would just have to stand it j ' 
for if either of the two was allowed to go in the cars where the 
sacred white people were, it probably wouldn’t be the august 
poor Brahmin. There was an immense siring of those third- ;' 
class cars, for the natives travel by hordes ; and a weary bard’ •' 
night of it the occupants would have, no doubt. 


AVhen we reached our car, Satan and Barney had already 
arrived there with their train of porters carrying bedding and 
parasols and cigar boxes, and were at w’ork. We named him i- 
Barney for short; we couldn’t use his real name, there wasn’t y 
time. It was a car that promised comfort ; indeed, luxury. Yet f/' 
the cost of it—well, economy could no further go; even in ,' 
France; not even in Italy. It was built of the plainest and 
cheapest partially-smoothed boards, with a coating of dull / 
paint on them, and there was nowhere a thought of decoration. ^ [ 
The floor was bare, but would not long remain so when the V 
dust should begin to fly. Across one end of the compart¬ 
ment ran a netting for the accommodation of hand-baggage; 
at the other end was a door which would shut, upon compul¬ 
sion, but wouldn’t stay oliut; it opened into a narrow little 
'Closet which had a washbowl in one end of it and a place to' 
put a towel, in case you had one with you—and you would be 
sure to have towels, because you buy them with the bedding, 
Miowing that the railway doesn’t furnish them. On each side - 
of the cof, and running fore and aft, was a broad leathe^ 
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hung, by straps, a uridei'^at, leath'er•coV(^e^«helf—to 
r^: on. In the daytime you can hitch it up against the 
Mt of the.way—and then you have a big unencumbered and 
^nbst comfortable room to spread out in. No car in any 
country is quite its equal for comfort (and privacy) I think. 
For usually there are but two persons in it; and even when 
^there are four there is but little sense of impaired privacy. 
S',t>ur own cars at home can surpass the railway world in all: 
‘X details but that one: they have no cosiness; there are too 
{, ' many people together. 

X At the foot of each sofa was a side-door, for entrance and 
; exit. 

i. Along the whole length of the sofa on each side of the car 
;> ran a row of large single-plate windows, of a blue tint—blue to 
soften the bitter glare of the*sun and protect one’s eyes from 
,' torture. These could be let down out of the way when one 
^ wanted the breeze. In the roof were two oil lamps which gave 
V a liglit strong enough to read by; each had a green cloth ' 
, attachment by which it could be covered when the light should 
' be no longer needed. 

While we talked outside with friends, Barney and Satan 
- placed the hand-baggage, books, fiuits and soda-bottles in the 
t racks, the hold-alls and heavy baggage in the closet, hung the 
overcoats and sun-helmets and towels on the hooks, hoisted 
the two bed-shelves up out of the way, then shouldered their 
bedding and retired to the third-class. 

Now, then, you see what a handsome, spacious, light, airy, 
home-like place it was, w-herein to walk up and down, or sit 
and write, or stretch out and read and smoke. A central door 
, m the forward end of the compaitment opened into a similar 
compartment. It was occupied by my wife and daughter. 
About nine in the evening, while we halted awhile at a station, 
Barney and Satan came and undid the clumsy big hold-alls, 
and ^read the bedding on the sofas in both compartments— 
mattresses, sheets, gay coverlets, pillows, all complete; there 
are no chambermaids in India—apparently it is an ofBce that 
was never heard of. Then they closed the communicating 
. dooi^ piimbly tidied up our place, put the night-clothing on the 
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beds and tbe slippers under thenii then i:etumed t6 theit 
quarters. « 

January 31. —It was novel and pleasant, and I stayed 
awake as long as I could, to enjoy it, and to read about those 
strange people, the Thugs In my sleep they remained with 
me, and tried to strangle me. The leader of the gang was 
that giant Hindoo who was such a picture in the strong light ^ 
wh^n we were leaving those Hindoo betrothal festivities at two 
o’clock in the morning—Rao Bahadur Baskirao Balinkanje 
Pitale, Vakeel to the Gaikwar of Baroda. It was he that 
brought me the invitation from his master to go to Baroda 
and lecture to that prince—and now he was misbehaving in 
my dreams But all things can happen in dreams It is 
indeed as the Sweet Singer of Michigan says—irrelevantly, o* 
course, for the one and unfailing great quality which dis- 
tmguishes her poetry from Shakespeare’s and makes itpreciou? 
to us IS its stern and simple irrelevancy : 

My hevt was gay and happy, 

This was ever m my mind. 

There is better times a coming. 

And 1 hope some da} to find 
Myself capable of composing 
It was. my heart’s delight 
To compose on a sentimental subject 
If It c line in my mind just right ' 

Batoda —Aimed at s(vcn this morning Ihe dawn was 
just bctjinning to show It was forlorn to have to turn out in a 
strange place at such a time, and the blinking lights m the 
station made it stem night still But tht gentlemen who had 
come to receive us were there with their servants, and they 
made quick work, Iheie was no lost time We weie soon 
outside and moving swiftly through the soft grey light, and 
presently wtre comfoitably housed—with more servants to 
help than we were used to, and with rather embarrassingly 
important officials to direct them. But it was custom \ they 
spoke Ballarat English, their bearing was charming and hospi¬ 
table, and so all went well. 

Breakfast was a satisfaction. Across the lawns was visible 

J 7 ht Sentiffientai Song hook, p 49; theme, ‘The Author** Early 
Life,’ t9th stanza. 
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|rc(,;0xe4 trdmping leisurely up and down long inclines, drawng , 
8&; and out of the stillness came the suffering scre^h of 
machinery—not quite musical, and yet soothingly melan-‘ 
j^^Jiifeoiy -and dreamy and reposeful—wail of lost spirits, one 
imagine. And commemorative and reminiscent, 
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^^,’haps; for of course the Thugs used to throw people down 
iJ^'that well when they were done with them. 

’ After breakfast the day began—a sufficiently busy one. 
li'C. We were driven by winding roads througli a vast park, with , 
noble forests of great trees, and with tangles and jungles of 
ioyely growths of a humbler sort j and at one place three large 
grey apes came out and pranced across the road—a good deal 
\' "of a surprise, and an unpleasant one, for such creatures belong 
in the menagerie, and they look artificial and out of place in 
“' ■a wilderness, * 

^ We came to the city, by and by, and drove all through it. 

' Intensely Indian, it was, and crumbly, and mouldering, and 
V immemorially old, to all appearance. And the houses—oh, 

7 indescribably quaint and curious they were, with their fronts s 
an elaborate lace-work of intricate and beautiful wood- 
/ carvings, and now and then further adorned with rude pictures 
of elephants and princes and gods done in shouting colours; 
and all the ground-floors along these cramped and narrqw 
.' lanes occupied as shops—shops unbelievably small, and impos¬ 
sibly packed with merchantable rubbish, and with nine-tenths- 
naked natives squatting at their work of hammering, pound- 
r ing, brazing, soldering, sewing, designing, cooking, measuring 
‘ out grain, grinding it, repairing idols—and then the swarm of 
; tagged and noisy humanity under the horses’ feet and every- 
. where, and the pervading reek and fume and smell! It was 
all wonderful and delightful. 

Imagine a file of elephants marching through such a 
crevice of a street and scraping the paint off both sides of it 
With their hides. How big they must look, and how little 
they must make the houses look; and when the elephants are 
in their glittering court costume, what a contrast they must 
make with die humble and sordid surroundings. And when a 
mad elephant goes raging through, belting right and left with 
Ms trunk, how do these swarms of people get out of ^he way? 
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J ^inpQseit js a, thing which happens nof 
, ’^ad season (for elephants have a mad season). ' , 

I wonder how old the town is. There are 
huilding—massive structures, monuments, apparently- 
are so battered and worn, and seemingly so tired and so 
dened with the weight of age, and so dulled and stupefied^ 
with trying to remember things they forgot before histoi^! 
began, that they give one the feeling that they must have beepw 
a part of original Creation. This is indeed one of the oldes^^ 
of the princedoms of India, and has always been celebrated^ 
for its barbaric pomps and splendours, and for the wealth 
its princes. 
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CHAPTEll XLVin "i 

■| 

It takes your enemy and your friend, working together, to hurt you 
the heart: the one to slander you and the other to get the news to 
Pudd'*nhead Wilsot^s New Calendar, 


Out of the town again; a long drive through open country, 4- 
by winding roads among secluded villages nestling in the inri 
viting shade of tropic vegetation, a Sabbath stillness every- 
where, sometimes a pervading sense of solitude, but aJwaysf;" 
barefoot natives gliding by like spirits, without sound of foot- 
fall, and others in the distance dissolving away and vanishing'Ji 
like the creatures of dreams. Now and then a string of stately^? 
camels passed by—always interesting things to look at—andfj/ 
they were velvet-shod by nature, and made no noise. Indee^'^^J;^ 
there were no noises of any sort in this paradise. Yes, onceS 
there was one, for a moment; a file of native convicts passed,/ 
along in charge of an officer, and we caught the soft clink’,of 
tlieir chains. In a retired spot, resting himself under a trC^ 
was a holy person—a naked black fakeer, thin and skinny, and , 
whitey.gray all over witl. ashes. 

By and by to the elephant stables, and I took a ride j i 
it was by request—I did not ask for it, and didn’t want it; but i ^ 
I took it, because otherwise they would have thoughtwa^ 
r.fifraid, which I was. The elephant kneels down, by command, 
--one end of him at a time—and you climb the ladder 
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get mto the howdah, and then he gets npi one end at a 
Just es a*shipgets up over a wave , and after that, as he stndes 
DAOnstrously about, his motion is much like a ship's motion. 
The mahout bores into the back of his head with a great iron 
prod, and you wonder at his temerity and at the elephant's 
patience, and you think that perhaps the patience will not last; 
hut It does, and nothing happens The mahout talks to the 
elephant in a low voice all the time, and the elephant setms to 
understand it all and to be pleased with it, and he obeys 
every order in the most contented and docile way Among 
these twenty five elephants were two which were larger than 
any I had ever seen before, and if 1 had thought 1 could learn 
lo not be afraid, I would have taken one of them while the 
police were not looking 

In the howdah house there, were many howdahs that were 
made of silver, one of gold, and one of old iv ory, and equipped 
with cushions and canopies of rich and costly stuffs Ihe 
wardrobe of the elephants was there, too vast velvet cov ers 
stiff and heavy with gold embroidery , and bells of silver and 
gold, and ropes of these metals for fastening the things on— 
harness, so to speak , and monster hoops of massive gold for 
the elepl ant to wear on his ankles when he is outm procession 
on business of state 

But we did not see tho treasury of Ciown jewels, and that 
was a disappointment, for m mass and richness it ranks only 
second in India By mistake we were t il en to see the new 
palace instead, and we used up the last remnant of our spare 
time theie It was a pity, too , for the new palace is mived 
modem Amenc in Luiopean, and has not a nieiit except cost- 
hness It is wholly foreign to Indn, and impudent and out 
of place Ihe aichitect has escaped Ihis comes of over¬ 
doing the suppression of the 1 hugs, they had their merits. 
Ihe old palace is Oriental, and charming, and m consonance 
with the countiy The old palace would still be great il there 
Were nothing of It but the spacious and lofty hall where the 
durbars are held. It is not a good place to lecture in, on 
account of the echoes, but it is a good place to hold durbars 
m and regulate the affairs of a kingdom, and that is what it is 
for. It 1 had It 1 would have a durbar every day, mstead of 
PUce Of twice a year. * 



)’pruice 'iS an educated gentleiiakr 
’.J^ui^pean. '"He has been in Europe’five'iSm^.' 

^^Ihatthisis costly amusement for him,- since in crossiii^'t^ej 
'sea he must sometimes be obliged to drink water from vessCM 
; that are more or less public, and thus damage his caste.’ T<i'| 
get it purified again he must make pilgrimage to some renowhi^f 
Hindoo temples and contribute a fortune or two to theiSl^^ 
His people are like the other Hindoos, profoundly religious}^ 
and they could not be content with a master who was impure^**^ 
We failed to see the jewels, but we saw the gold cannori 
and the silver one—they seemed to be six-pounders, They'^i; 
were not designed for business, but for salutes upon rare arid??! 
particularly important State occasions. An ancestor of the?; 
present Gaikwar had the silver one made, and a subsequent;* 
ancestor had the gold one made in order to outdo him. ThLii' 


sort of artillery is in keeping with'the traditions of Baroda, which ; 
w^s of old famous for style and show. It used to entertain./ 
visiting rajahs and viceroys with tiger-fights, elephant-fights,'i: 
illuminations, and elephant-processions of the most glittering 
and gorgeous character. 


It makes the circus a pale poor thing. 

In the train, during a part of the return-journey from ; 
Baroda, we had the com])any of a gentleman who had with him,;'; 
a remarkable looking clog. I had not seen one of its kind 
before, as far as I could remember; though of course I niighi 
have seen one and not noticed it, for I am not acquainted V; 
with dogs, but only with cats. This dog’s coat was smooth?^'; 
and shiny and black, and I think it had tan trimmings around ;■! 
the edges of the dog, and perhaps underneath. It was a long,' 
low dog, with very short, strange legs-legs that curved in 
board, something like parentheses turned the wrong way (i 
Indeed, it was made on the plan of a bench for length and - / 
lowness. It seemed to be satisfied, but I thought the plan 
poor, and structurally weak, on account of the distance 
between the forward supports and those abaft. With age thb 
;,dog s ^ck was likely to sag; and it seemed to me that it would- 
have been a stronger and more practicable dog if it had had ? 
soine more legs. It had not begun to sag yet, but the shape ■ • 
^pf the legs showed that the undue weight imposed upon them ? 
was beginning to tell. It had a long nose, and fioppy 



oeformed, for it was plain that the gentleman was very; 
of it, and naturally he could be sensitive about it, From 
^^icacy I thought it best not to seem to notice it too much* 
jSp doubt a man with a dog like that feels just as a person 
lljdoes who has a child that is out of true. The gentleman was 
merely fond of the dog, he was also proud of it—just the 
};i«ame, again, as a mother feels about her child when it is an 
i^;idiot, I could see that he was proud of it, notwithstanding 
5 ;,j,t was such a long dog and looked so resigned and pious. It 
i^'had been all over the world with him, and had been pilgriming 
'. like that for years and years. It had travelled 50,000 miles by 
sea and rail, and had ridden in front of him on his horse 8,000. 


' It had a silver medal from the Geographical Society of Great 
^ .Britain for its travels, and I saw it; and it had won prizes in 
dog shows, both in India and in England—I saw them. He 
said its pedigree was on record in the Kennel Club, and that 
it was a well-known dog. He said a great many people in 
London could recognise it the moment they saw it. I did not 
say anything, but I did not think it anything strange; I should 
know that dog again, myself, yet I am not careful about 
noticing dogs. He said that when he walked along in London, 
people often stopped and looked at the dog. Of course I did 
’ not say anything, for I did not want to hurt his feelings, but I 
, could have explained to him that if you take a great long low dog 
' like that and waddle it along the street anywhere in the world 
and not charge anything, people will stop and look. He was 
gratified because the dog took prizes. But that was nothing j 
if I were built like that I could take prizes myself. I wished I 
knew what kind of a dog it was, and what it was for, but I could 
pert very well ask, for that would show that I did not know. 

, Not that I want a dog like that, but only to know the secret of 
its birth. 

’ I think he was going to hunt elephants with it, because I 
fro® remarks dropped by him, that he had hunted large 
gkme ill, India and Africa, and likes it. But I think that if he 
"tries to hunt elephants with it, he is going to be disappointed. 

, 1 rio not believe that it is suited for elephants. It lacks energy, 
\k ]^dks force of character, it lacks bitterness. These things all 
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thtmd In tlio meekness and resignation nf its eS|>rasSidii* It 
would not attack an elephant, I am sure of it. It gaig^t not 
tun if it saw one coming, but it looked to me like a dog that, 
would sit down and pray. , 

I wish he had told me what breed it was, if there are others j[ 
but I shall know the dog next time, and then if I can bring 
myself to it I will put delicacy aside and ask. If I secttL 
strangely interested in dogs, I have a reason for it; for a dog 
saved me from an embarrassing position once, and thatnas 
made me grateful to those animals; and if by study I could 
learn to tell some of the kinds from the others, I should be 
greatly pleased. I only know one kind apart, yet, and that is 
the kind that saved me that time. I always know that kind 
when I meet it, and if it is hungry or lost I take care of it. The 
matter happened in this way. * 

It was years and years ago. *1 had received a note from Mr. 
Augustin Daly, proprietor of The Fifth Avenue Theatre, asking 
me to call, the ne\t time I should be in New Yoik. I was writing 
plays, in those days, and he was admiring them and trying to 
get me a chance to get them played m Sibena. I took the 
first train—the early one—the one that leaves Hartford at 
8 29 in the morning. At New Ha\en I bought a paper, and 
found it filled with glaring display-lines about a ‘bench show* 
there. I had often heard of bench-shows, but had never felt 
any interest in them, because I supposed they were lectures 
that were not well attended. It turned out, now, that it was 
not that, but a dog show. There was a double-leaded column 
about the king feature of this one, which was called a Saint 
Bernard, and was worth $10,000, and was known to be the hugest 
and finest of his species in the world. I read all this with 
interest, because out of my school boy readings I dimly re-r 
membered how the priests and pilgrims of St Bernard used to 
go out m the storms and dig these dogs out of the snow¬ 
drifts when lost and exhausted, and give them brandy and 
save their lues and diag them to the monastery and restore 
them with giuel. 

Also, there was a picture of this prize-dog in the paper, a 
noble grfat creature with a benignant countenance, standing by 
a table. He was placed in that way so that one conld get a 
right idea of his great dimensions. You could see that he was 





^®^^:fiifflte"lii^er iisn t^e llroii^r^n^d, & bug^ f^w tpr'a' 
there was a description wWch went into tho 
^^^tis. It gave his enormous weight—150^ pounds; stnd 
4 ft- 2 in. from stem to stern-post; and his 
S^sijght — 3 ft. I in. to tlie top of his back. The picture 
pl^'the figures so impressed me that I could see the beautiful 
||ido]ossus before me, and 1 kept on thinking about him for 
next two hours : then I reached New York and he dropped 
of my mind. 

| ‘ ' . In the swirl and tumult of the hotel lobby I ran across Mr. 
;>iTkily*s comedian, the late James Lewis, of beloved memory,, 
;’|:and I casually mentioned that I was going to call upon Mr, 
£ :^aly in the evening at eight He looked surprised, and said 
-||&e reckoned not. For answer I handed him Mr. Daly’s note. 

; Its substance was : *Come to my private den, over the theatre, 
yivh^e we cannot be interrupted. And come by the back way, 

; not the front No. 642 Sixth Avenue is a cigar shop; pass 
ihrough it and you are in a paved court, with high buildings 
' ;^l around; enter the second door on the left, and come up 
; stairs.* 

^ , ‘Is this all?* 


' , ‘Yes,’I said. 

‘Well, you’ll never get in.* 

' ‘Why?’ 

‘Because you won’t Or if you do you can draw on me 
fora hundred dollars; for you will be the first man that has 
accomplished it in twenty-five years. I can’t think what Mr. 
Daly can have been absorbed in. He has forgotten a most 
important detail, and he will feel humiliated in the morning 
'%ben he finds that you tried to get in and couldn’t’ 

' y ‘ Why, what is the trouble? ’ 

^, :*I *11 tell you. You see-* 

’ that point we were swept apart by the crowd, somc- 
bdtiy detained me with a moment’s talk, and we did not get. 
telpher again, But it did not matter; 1 believed he was 
joking, anyway. 

■’ ,. At ^ght in the evening I passed through the cigar shop 
andiiitp the court and knocked at the second door. * 
i ^ 0 pme in I ’ 

I ^t^ired. It was a small room, carpetless, dusty, with a 
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table and two cheap wopdeii ^dira ibr ^ ^ 
irishtnan was standing there, with shirt-d!)lIa^'-a^jW^ffi 
;<iinbnttoned, and no coat on. I put my hat on the tabl^' a^p 
\vas about to say something, when the Irishman took;"^" 
innings himself. And not with marked courtesy of tone : ' 


.•'V'l 
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'Well, sor, what willjyou have ? ’ 

I was a little disconcerted, and my easy confidence Sufferect^ 
a shrinkage. The man stood as motionless as Gibraltar, and 




kept his unblinking eye upon me. It was very embarrassm^;’^ 
very humiliating. I stammered at a false start or twO'| 
then- 

‘ I have just run down from-’ 

*Av ye plaze, ye’ll not smoke here, ye understand?* 

I laid my cigar on the window-ledge; chased my hightt\ 
thoughts a moment, then said, in a placating manner- 
‘ I—I have come to see Mr. Daly.’ 

* Oh, ye Aave, have ye ? * 

‘Yes.’ 

* Well, ye’ll not see him.* 

‘ But he asked me to come.’ 
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* Oh, he di’dj did he ? * V! 

‘Yes, he sent me this note, and—’ , ^ 

‘ Lemme see it.’ 

For a moment I fancied that there would be a change in. 
the atmosphere, now ; but this idea was premature. The big i 
man was examining the note searchingly under the gas-jet. A; 
glance showed me that he had it upside down—disheartening' 
evidence that he could not read. 

* Is ut his own handwrite ? * 

‘Yes—he wrote it himself.’ 


‘ He did, did he ? ’ . ' 

‘Yes.* 

*Hm. Well, thin, why wud he write it like that?* 

‘ How do you mean ? ’ 

* I mane, why wudn’*- he put his name to ut ? * 

‘His name is to it. Tkafs not it—you are looking atwy; 
name.’ r 

I thought that that was a home shot, but he did not betmy 
that he had been hit He said : ’ ', 

‘It’s not an aisy one to spell; how do you pronoutii^ 



' ■ 

" Hm. Mike Train. Hm. I don’t remember ut 

^hat is It ye want to see him about ? ’ 

^ It isn’t I that want to see >%//», he wants to see ?* 

*Oh, he does, does he?’ 

‘ Yes.’ 

* What does he want to see ye about ?' 

*' * I don’t know.’ 

‘Ye don’t knojo ! And ye confers it, be cod I Well, I 
can tell ye wan thing—ye’ll not see him. Are ye in the 
business?’ 

‘What business ?’ 

‘The show business.* 

A fatal question. 1 recognised that 1 was defeated. If 1 
answered no, he would cut the matter short and wave me to 
the door without the grace of h word—I saw it in his uncom¬ 
promising eye , if I said I was a lecturer, he itvould despise me, 
and dismiss me with opprobrious words; if I said I was a 
l&ramatist, he would throw me out of the window. I saw that 
my case was hopeless, so I chose the course which seemed 
least humiliating, I would pocket ray shame and glide out 
without answering The silence was growing lengthy. 

‘ I’ll ask ye again : Arc >e in the show business yerself?’ 

‘Yes »’ 

I said It with splendid ''onfidence ; for in that moment the 
very twin of that grand New Haven dog loafed into the room, 
and I saw that Inshman’s eye light eloquently with pnde_and 
affection 

‘ Y(* arc ? And w hat is it ? * 

‘I’ve got a bench show in New Ilaien.* 

The weather did change then. 

* Ye don’t say^ su * And that’s >our show, sir f Oh, Ws a 
grand show, it’s a wonderful show, sir, and a pioud man I am 
to sec your honour this day. And >e’ll be an expert, sir, and 
ye’ll know all about dogs—more than ever they know then- 
selves, I’ll take me oath to ut.’ 

I said, with modesty—‘ I believe I have some reputation 
that way In fact my business requires it.’ 

*Ye have some reputation, your honour ! Bcdad I bcla\e 
you I There’s not a jintleman m the worrld that can lay over 

'u 
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know that dog’s dimensions thae^betterm^h^litfll^ 
;pwiii his own self, and just by the casting of yWfMuoat^d^^^ 
fitipon him. Would you mind giving a guess, if y^' 

-'good?’ 

I knew that upon my answer would depend my fate. 
made this dog bigger than the prize-dog, it would be hiw 
diplomacy, and suspicious; if I fell too far short of the 
dog, that would be equally damaging. The dog was standii^ 
by the table, and I believed I knew the difference between 
and the one whose picture I had seen in the newspaper to, kt 
shade. I spoke promptly up and said— 

‘ It’s no trouble to guess this noble creature’s figure^'*; 
height, 3 ft .; length, 4 ft. | in.; weight, 148^ lbs.’ ;■ 

The man snatched his hat from its peg and danced 6h «>, 
for joy, shouting— ' ., i 

‘ Ye’ve hardly missed it the hair’s breadth, hardly the shaweji*- 
of a shade, your honour! Oh, it’s the miraculous eye ye’yjjp 
got, for the judgment of a dog ! ’ , 

And still'pouring out his admiration of my capacities, he } 
snatched off his vest and scoured off one of the wooden chairs ' 
with it, and scrubbed it and polished it, and said— .s';! 

‘ There, sit down your honour, I’m ashamed of meself 
I forgot ye were standing all this time ; and do put on yoUTh^1^;|^; 
ye mustn’t take cold, it’s a drafty place j and here is your 
sir, a getting cold, I’ll give ye a light. There. The place 
all yours, sir, and if ye’ll just put your feet on the table ando^ 
make yourself at home, I’ll stir around and get a candle 
light ye up the ould crazy stairs and see that ye don’t come 
anny harrm, for be this time Mr. Daly ’ll be that impatient 
see your honour that he’ll be taking the roof off.’ '-'ilS 

He conducted me cautiously and tenderly up the stait^'£: 
lighting the way and protecting me with friendly warnings, 
pushed the door open and bowed me in and went his way, 
mumbling hearty things about my wonderful eye for the pdifitV^'% 
of a dog. Mr. Daly was WTiting and had his ^ck to ijie. 
glanced over his shoulder presently, then jumped up aw 5 
said— ‘ 

* Oh, dear me, I forgot all about giving instructiousC,l:;^§ 
' just writing you, to beg a thousand pardons. B14 




tha^s idoha it m ^v^sHand-twenty year^ Viou 
ibe him, I know that; there’s not money enough if? • 
m If^rk to do it. And you didn’t persuade him j he is aU ^ 
iron : there isn’t a soft place nor a warm one in him. 
rhare. What is your secret ? Look here; you owe me a 
fl^^hundred dollars for unintentionally giving you a chance to 
^pferform a miracle—for it is a miracle that you’ve done.’ 

.fli"' ■' *That is all right,’ I said, ‘collect it of Jimmy Lewis.’ 

That good dog not only did me that good turn in the lime 
JJ^pfjcny need, but he won for me the envious reputation among 
: the theatrical people from the Atlantic to the Pacific of 

'-fbeing the only man in history who had ever run the blockade 
Augustin Daly’s back door, 

" % . * • 


v*'> ■ 


CHAPTER XLIX 


' If the desire to kill and llie opportunity to kill came always together, 
"r Who would escape hanging?— Pudd'nhcad Wilson's Neio CaUndar. 


the Train .—Fifty years ago, when I Was a boy in the then 
^jremote and sparsely peopled Mississippi valley, vague tales and 
tumours of a mysterious body of professional murderers came 
wndering in from a country which was constructively as far from 
'Jliisas the constellations blinking in space—India; vaguetales and 
"jTumours of a sect called Thugs, who waylaid travellers in lonely 
'V|feces and killed them for the contentment of a god whom 
I'lhby worshipped ; talcs which everybody hked to listen to, and 
itirobpdy believed—except with reservations. It was considered 
|lhat the stories had gathered bulk on their travels. The 
died down and a lull followed. Then Eugene Sue’s 
. jWiiidering Jew’ appeared, and made great talk for a while, 
pile character in it was a chief of Thugs—‘Feringhea’—a 
jhystenous and terrible Indian who was as slippery and sly as 
^ serpent, and as deadly ; and he stirred up the Thug interest 
,’Snce more. But it did not last. It presently died again—this 
^imie tQ^y dead. 

^.ixst glance it seemed strange thdt this should have 
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^ I mean, on our side of tlie water, 

;V^,4,\?lience the Thug tales mainly came wasa,GoTemmen£EWv?» 
;. :-ahd without doubt was not republished in America^; if.,w 4 p 
C': probably never even seen there. Government Reports 
no general circulation. They are distributed to the few, an 4 f 
are not always read by those few. I heard of this Report f# 
the first time a day or two ago, and borrowed it. It is fiill 
fascinations, and it turns those dim, dark fairy tales of my b(ife3 
hood days into realities. 

T Report was made in 1839 by Major Sleeman, of thi^i 
Indian Service, and was printed in Calcutta in 1840. It is 4 S 
clumsy great fat poor sample of the printer’s art, but gQO<i!!*j 
enough for a Government printing-office in that old day and Ja'I' 
that remote region, perhaps. To Major Sleeman was gii^^: 
the general superintendence of‘the giant task of ridding In4ia;S' 
of Thuggee, and he and his seventeen assistants accomplished':!' 
It. It w'as the Augean Stables over again. Captain Vallanceivl' 

writing in a Madras Journal in those old times, makes thisl^ 
remark : - 

T far-spread evil eradicated from vi 

India and known only in name, ivill greatly tend to immorUlise 
British rule in the East.’ . :y, 

He did not over-estimate the magnitude and difficulty of' 
the work, nor the immensity of the credit which would justly 'i' 
be due to British rule in case it was accomplished. , ;; 

Thuggee became knowm to the British authorities in India 
about 1810 but its wide prevalence was not suspected : it was?/ 
not regarded as a serious matter, and no systematic measures:^-; 

about 1830. About that? - 
time Major Sleeman captured Eugene Sue’s Thug-clMeL'H 

Fennghea, and got him to turn king’s evidence. The revela-.^v 
tions were so stupefying that Sleeman was not able to believe,' 

thought he knew every criminal within his.! 
jurisdiction, and that the worst of them were merely thieves ; ' 

heen alfnh Tk”" f P*‘''^^''sional murderers; that tl^y 
^dorebv and that they 

Come and see -and he took him to a grave and 
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'^h%St^ed dead IsodleSi flihd to!d him All the circumi^tanceA of 
<> the hillingSi and named the Thugs who had done the work. 

. It #as a staggering business. Sleeman captured some of these 
'Thugs and proceeded to examine them separately, and with 
■jMrOper precautions against collusion ; for he would not believe 
any Ind^n’s unsupported word. The evidence gathered 
proved tne truth of what Feringhea had said, and also revealed 
the fact that gangs of Thugs wcie plying their trade all over 
India. The astonished Government now took hold of Thuggee, 
and for ten years made systematic and relentless war upon it, 
and finally destroyed it Gang after gang was captured, tried, 
and punished. '1 he Thugs were harried and hunted from one 
end of India to the other. The Government got all their 
secrets out of them; and also got the names of the members of 
the bands, and recorded thcm«in a hook, together with their 
birthplaces and places of icsidencc. 

The Thugs were worshippers of Bhowance ; and to this god 
they sacrificed an) body that came handy; but they kept the 
dead man’s things themselves, for the god cared for nothing 
but the corpse. Men were initiated into the sect with solemn 
ceremonies. Then they were taught how to strangle a person 
with the sacred choke cloth, but were not allowed to perform 
officially w'lth it until after long practice. No half-educated 
strangler could choke a man to death quickly enough to keep 
him from uttering a sound, a muffled scicam, gurgle, gasp, 
moan, or something of the soit, but the expert’s wotk was 
instantaneous; the cloth was whipped around the victim’s 
neck, thcic was a sudden twist, and the head fell silently 
forward, the e>es starting from the sockets ; and all was over. 
The Thug carefully guarded against res stance. It was usual 
to get the vi( tims to sit down, for that was the iiandiest posi¬ 
tion for business. 


If the '1 hug had planned India himself it could not hava 
been more conveniently arranged for the needs of his occupa¬ 
tion. There were no public conveyances. There were no 
conveyances for hire. The traveller went on foot or in a 
buUock-cort or on a horse which be bought for the purpose, 
i M soon as he was out of his own httlc State oi principality 
he was among strangers ; nobody knew him, nobody took not? 
Of him, and from that time his movements could no longer be 
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" 5(^16 no habitations between villages,/ Wj^ 
between villages he was an easy prey, partidul 
^Vnsmlly travelled by night, to avoid the heat. He 
b'einjj overtaken by strangers who offered hin^jbe^ 

' tection of their company or asked for the protect^bf;^ 
^d these strangers were often Thugs, as he ptesendy fj 
but to his cost. The land holders, the native police, die 
princes, the village officials, the customs officers, were m 
, cases protectors and harbourers of the Thugs, and be^i 
travellers to them for a share of the spoil. At first tlusl^ 
dition of things made it next to impossible for the fin v^mig 
to catch the marauders ; they were spirited away by tK 
"Watchful friends. All throughi a vast continent, thus infes^b 
helpless people of every caste and kind moved along the p# t^ 
and trails in couples and groups silently by night, carrying 
commerce of the country—treasure, jewels, money, and 
batches of silks, spices, and all manner of wares. It was i 
paradise for the Thug. 

\\^en the autumn opened, the Thugs began to gatfeS 
together by pre-concert. Other people had to have interpf^f 
at every turn, but not the Thugs; could talk togetherr/«l| 
matter how far apart they were bom, for they had a lflngnq|gj| 
of their own, and they had secret signs by which they k^ 
each other for Thugs and they were always friends. 
their ffiversities of religion and caste were sunk in devotS 
to their filing, and the Moslem and the high-caste and 
caste Hindoo were staunch and affectionate brother 
Thuggery. ‘ ^ 

When a gang had been assembled, they had rbl^^ 
worship, and waited for an omen. They had definite 
about the omens. The cries of certain animals were^j^^l 
onicns, the cries of certain other creatures were bad bmeiiysfcfc.^| 
bad omen would stop proceedings and send the men 
W strangling-cloth were sacred 

^ Thugs worshipped the sword at home before goiMi«3^S 
assembling-place, the strangling-cloth was wots®^M 
j>lace of assembly. The chiefs of most of the 
.fotm^d'the religious ceremonies themselves, 
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ty)f ibe Itaets ^cre so holy that no one but the Chkur was 
towed to touch the vessels and other things used in then^. 

H Thug methods exhibit a curious mixture of caution and 
absence of it cold business calculation and sudden, unre- 
ieoting Impulse, but there were two details which were constant^ 
and not subject to capnee patient persistence in following u)[> 
the prey, and pitilessness when the time came to act 

Caution was exhibited in the strength of the bands. They 
never felt comfortable and confident unless their strength ex« 
needed that of any party of travellers they were likely to meet 
by four or five fold. Yet it was never their puiposc to attack 
openly, but only when the victims were oS their guard When 
they got hold of a party of travellers they often moved along 
in their company several days# using all manner of arts to win 
their friendship and get their confidence. At last, when this 
was accomplished to their satisfaction, the real business began. 
A few Thugs were privately detached and sent forward m the 
dark to select a good killing place and iht graves. When 
the rest reached that spot a halt was called, for a rest or a 
janoke. The trasellers were invited to sit By signs, the chief 
appointed certain Thugs to sit down in front of the travellers 
as if to wait upon them, others to sit down beside them and 
ehgage them in conversation, and certain expert stranglers to 
Stand behind the travellers and be ready when the signal was 
given. The signal was usually some commonplace remark, 
like ‘Bring the tobacco’ Sometimes a considerable wait 
ensued after all the actors were in their places—the chief was 
bidmg his time, in older to make everything sure hfcantime 
the talk droned on, dim figures mo\ed about in the dull night 
light, peace and tranquillity reigned, the tra\ellcis resigned 
themselves to the pleasant leposefulness and comfort of the 
flihiation, unconscious of the death-angels standing motioiuess 
at their backs. The time was iipe, now, and the signal came: 

the tobacco.’ There was a mute swift movement, all 
in /the same instant the men at each victim’s sides seized his 
handS| the man in front seized his feet and pulled, the man at 
this DSick whipped the cloth around his neck and gave it a twist 
h^d sunk forward, the tragedy was over. The bodies 
Stripped and covered up in the graves, the sp^il packed 
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Rei^rt shows that the travellCTS ihoved’;fia' 
gfoups—twos, threes, fours, as a rule; aparty 
if Wit was rare. The Thugs themselves seem to have bS 
lijoplj people who moved in force. They went about in p! 
f*' nf 10, 15, 25, 40, 60, 100, 150, 200, 250, and onegai^ ^iji 
‘ „ is lUentioned. Considering their numbers, their catch wsus' 
extraordinary— particularly when you consider that they w; 

•noth in the least fastidious, but took anybody they could; 
whether rich or poor, and sometimes even killed chiiihl 
New and then they killed women, but it was considered siiift 
to do it, and unlucky. The * season * was six or eight 
long. One season the half dozen Bundelkund and GwHliW 
gangs aggregated 712 men, and they murdered 210 ped^^| 
One season the Malwa and Kandeish gangs aggregated 
men, and they murdered 232. One season the Kandeish 
Berar gangs aggregated 963 men, and they murdered siS 
people. 

Here is the tally-sheet of a gang of sixty Thugs for a whdle*? 
season—gang under two noted chiefs, ‘Chotee and Shcik^i 
Nungoo from Gwalior.’ 

* Left Poora, in Jhansee, and on arrival at Sarora murdered^ 
a traveller. 

*0n nearly reaching Bhopal met three Brahmins and^^ 
,; murdered them. - 

, * Crossed the Nerbudda; at a village called 

, burdered a Hindoo. 

^ Went through Aurungabad to Walagow, there 
Havildar of the barber caste and five sepoys (native soldiers) )! 
the evening came to Jokur, and in the morning killed: 
pear the place where the treasure-bearers were killed 
before. ‘ 

‘Between Jokur and Dholeea met a sepoy of the 
caste; killed him in the jungle. ' 

!' *PMsed through Dholeea and lodged in a village; 

the road to Indore, met a Byragee 
‘;;,iMn<iicant) j murdered him at the Thapa. 

^4' fM the morning, beyond the Thapa, fell 
y Hai1|jb^toivellers; murdered them. '' 






M' ithd Dlioreea iket a Maiwarie ; 

lil','* <R ' " ' ' ' . " > . ^ 


ii'.'-'-f - 
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g^l^- At.Dhoreea met three Marwaxies ; took them two ipUeiV*; 
Ilfil:i|lmn2ered them 


Two miles further on, overtaken by three trcasure-bearew ;' 
them two miles and murdered them in the jungle^ , /: 
l^l^i’^Came ontoKhurgore Bateesa in Indore, divided sppifj 
^lid. dispersed. / 

^ total of twenty-seven men murdered in this expedition.^ 
|^> >’KChotee (to save his neck), was informer, and furnished these 
Several things are noticeable abOut his rkumL i, 
^bt^nm brevity; 2, absence of emotion \ 3, smallness of the 
^laiTties encountered by the sis^ty ; 4, variety in character and 
l^adityof the game captured; 5, Hindoo and Mohammedan 
'^^ehiefs in business together for Bhowanee; 6, the sacred caste 
^Ofihe Brahmins not respected by either; 7, nor yet the sacred 
»||pbaracter of that mendicant, that Byragee. 
i ^ A beggar is a holy creature, and some of the gangs spared 
on that account, no matter how slack business might be; 
iJhtit other gangs slaughtered not only him, but even that 
^4^aiedest of sacred creatures, the fakeer —that repulsive skjn^ 
thing that goes around naked and mats his bushy 
with dust and dirt, and so beflours his lean body with 
"^sihies that he looks like a spectre. Sometimes a fakeer trusted 
^ shade too far in the protection of his sacredness. Xn the 
fiddle of a tally-sheet of Feringhea’s, who had been out mth. 

Thugs, 1 find a case of the kind. After the killintg 
^lih^-nmemen and one woman, the fakeer appears on the scene; : 
£|- 5 ;i 5 'Approaching Doregow, met three pundits; also a &keer, 
panted on a pony; he was plastered over with sugar to collect 1 
was covert with them. Drove off the fakeer, and 
^^U^)the other three. 

giving Doregow, the fakeer joined again, and went on in 
to Raojana; met six khutries on their way h:om 
ttloSlE^itOvKagpore. Drove off the fakeer with stoneS) and 
aix men in camp and buried them in the grove, 
day the fakeer joined again; made him leave at 
^ere, fell in with two kahars and a sepoy and.! 





p™^;«|Qw^< 5 s place seawt^rQr'^e.^it^ji^jC%^^ 
-f^keer came again. Losing ,all pati^'ce\,ii^l| 

|| J^ve Mithoo, one of the gang, five rupees ($2.56) ,tQ 
N^iHi and take the sin upon himself. All four were sifa^^SiP 
■ including the fakeer. Surprised to find among the fak^ffl 
efiects thirty pounds of coral, three hundred and fifty 
of small pearls, fifteen strings of large pearls, and a gilt neckla<M 
' It is curious, the little effect that time has upon a rea® 
interesting circumstance. This one, so old, so long ago 
down into oblivion, reads with the same freshness and chaS 
that attach to the news in the morning paper; one’s spirits 
up, then down, then up again, following the chances which 
fakeer is running ; now you hope, now you despair, now yo^f 
hope again ; and at last everything comes out right, and 
feel a great wave of personal setislaction go weltering through 
you, and without thinking, you put out your hand to pat MithoQ;^ 
on the back, when—puff! the whole thing has vanished^r 
away, there is nothing there; Mithoo and all the crowd) 
have been dust and ashes and forgotten, oh, so many, many/tf 
mafiy lagging years ! And then comes a sense of injuiy : ymi 
don’t know whether Mithoo got the swag, along with the 
or had to divide up the swag and keep all the sin himself^ 
There is no literary art about a Government Report. It stops aSf 
story right in the most interesting place. . 

These reports of Thug expeditions run along interminabiyiv< 
in one monotonous tune : * Met a sepoy—killed him; met fiv^’l 
pundits killed them; met four Rajpoots and a w’oman—killed^'; 
them ’—^and so on, till the statistics get to be pretty dry. But; 
this small trip of Feringhea’s forty had some little variety abouf 4 
it. Once they came across a man hiding in a ^az>e—a thief^l 
he had stolen 1,100 rupees from *Dhunroj Seith of Parowtel^§ 
They strangled him and took the money. They bad ,nd ^ 
patience with thieves. They killed two treasure-bearers,’ andi!)- 
got 4,000 rupees. They came across tw^o bullocks ‘ laden witbl 
copper pice,’ and killed the four drivers and took the 
There must have been half a ton of it. I think it takes a dptfi^if 
.handful of pice to make an anna, and sixteen annas ^ 
iwpee f and even in those days the rupee was worth 
dollar,^ Coming back over their tracks from Baroda 
another picturesque stroke of luck; ‘ The Lohars, 
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M^’ii^maJ gulf of time! W« siiH see Feringti^’s lips-Mtieo^r^' 
And through the dim haze we catch the incandescent.‘ 
l^miher of his smile! He accepted that trust, good man J * 
^"iid so we know w'hat went with the traveller. ;; 

pf' Even rajahs had no terrors for Feringhea; he came across 
I'an elephant-driver belonging to the Rajah of Oodeypore and 
f|>romptly strangled him. 

j ' * A total of one hundred men and five women murdered on 

;'this expedition.* 

Among the reports of expeditions we find mention of victims 
almost every quality and estate ; 


Native soldiers 

Fakeers 

Mendicants 

Holy-water carriers 

Carpenters 

Pedlars 

Tailors 

Blacksmiths 

Policemen (native) 

Pastrycooks 

Orooms 

Mecca pilgrims 

Chuprassies 

Weavers 

Priests 

Bankers 


Treasure-bearers 

Children 

Cowherds 

Gardeners 

Shopkeepers 

Palanquin-bearers 

Farmers 

Bullock-drivers 

Male servants seeking work 

Women servants seeking work 

Shepherds 

Archers 

Table-waiters 

Boatmen 

Merchants 

Grass-cutters. 


•• • 

* ' Also, a prince’s cook; and even the water-carrier of that 
i^^ttblime lord of lords and king of kings, the Governor-General 
;^f India ! How broad they were in their tastes ! They also 
Murdered actors—poor wandering barn-stormers. There are 
;two instances recorded ; the first one by a gang of Thugs under 
chief who soils a great name borne by a better man— 
deathless * Gunga Din ’ : 

$i‘’‘>fj^ter murdering four sepoys, going on toward Indore, met 
'polling players and persuaded them to come with us, on, 
|!|p|^(^ence that we would see their performance at the next 
Il^t^cred them at a temple near Bhopal.’ « 





■Ciif t 


^ At peohutteei joined by two comedian^ "Murdef|d 
d^ard of that place.* - 

But this gang was a particularly bad crew. On that exjfg^ 
y^Jition they murdered a fakeer and twelve beggars. And;y^ 
. Bhowanee protected them ; fot once when they were stran^i^ 
' a man in a wood when a crowd was going by close at hand anq 
the noose slipped and the man screamed, Bhowanee made ^ 
camel burst out at the same moment with a roar that drowne^t 
the scream; and before the man could repeat it the breath wi|^ 
choked out of his body. ', 

The cow is so sacred in India that to kill her keeper is ah’ 
* awful sacrilege, and even the Thugs recognised this; yet now 
and then the lust for blood was too strong, and so they didlk^SI 
, a few cowkeepers. i 

In one of these instances the witness who killed the cow¬ 
herd said, ‘ In Thuggee this is stiictly forbidden, and is an act* 
from which no good can come. I was ill of a fever for tetiL 
days afterward. I do believe that evil will follow the murder 
of a man with a cow. If there be no cow it does not signify.* 
Another Thug said he held the cowherd’s feet while this witness 
did the strangling. He felt no concern, ‘ because the bad for¬ 
tune of such a deed is upon the strangler and not upon the 
assistants, even if there should be a hundred of them.’ 

. There were thousands of Thugs roving over India con¬ 
stantly, during many generations. They made 'I’huggec a 
hereditary vocation and taught it to their sons and to their 
sons* sons. Boys were in full membership as early as six¬ 
teen years of age; veterans were still at work at seventyj 
What was the fascination, what was the impulse? Appa-" 
rently it was partly piety, largely gain, tind there is reason, 
to suspect that the s^^r/ afibrded was the chiefest fascination^ 
of all. Meadows Taylor makes a Thug in one of his books 
claim that the pleasure of killing men was the white man’s 
beast-hunting instinct enlarged, refined, ennobled. I wiUquol^q 





V CHAPTER L 

i * ^ ' 

Simple rules for savbg money. To save half: When you are fired by, < 
eager impulse to contribute to a charity, wait, and count fcHrty. To 
save three-quarters, count sixty, To save it all, count sixty-five.— PudcTn-^ 

»’^Aetul WilsofCs New Calendar^ 

'''Thb Thug said: 

.Y' ‘How many of you English are passionately devoted to 
/^spotting 1 Your days and months are passed in its excitement. 

^ A tiger, a panther, a buffalo or a hog rouses your utmost 
A^ergies for its destruction—^you even risk your lives in its pur- 
^Uuit. Plow much higher game is a Thug’s ! * 

, That must really be the secret of the rise and development 
qf Thuggee. The joy of killing ! the joy of seeing killing done 1 
, These are traits of the human race at large. We white people 
I are merely modified Thugs ; Thugs fretting under the restraints 
a not very thick skin of civilisation ; Thugs who long ago 
enjoyed the slaughters of the Roman arena, and later the 
' burning of doubtful Christians by authentic Christians in the 
public squares, and who now, with the Thugs of Spain and 
■Nimes, flock to enjoy the blood and misery of the bull ring. 
We have no tourists of either sex or any religion who are able to 
resist the delights of the bull ring when opportunity offers; and 
we are all gentle Thugs in the hunting-season, and love to 
ehase a tame rabbit and kill it. Still, we have made some 
pOgress-microscopic, and in truth scarcely worth mentioning, 
certainly nothing to be proud of—still, it is progress : we 
tyoJonger take pleasure in slaughtering or burning helpless 
men. 'We have reached a little altitude where we may look 
upon the Indian Thugs with a complacent shudder; and 
.^-^y even hope for a day, many centuries hence, when our 
posterity will look down upon us in the same way. 

J are many indications that the Thug often hunted 

'fein for the mere, sport of it; that the fright and pain of the 
•quiwry were no more to him than are the fright and pain of the 
f^bbit^or the stag to us i and that he was no more ashamed of 
b^ainig his game with deceits and abusing its trust than am 

^ ^ r ^ 


confidence 

J H, V ‘Madara, son of Nihal, and 1 (Ramzan) set out 

the cold weather and followed the high road for about twii^H 
; ’days in search of travellers, until we came to Selempore, 'n'liiiS 
- we met a very old man going to the east. We won his co^S 
^ence m this manner : he carried a load which was too heavS 
for his old age; I said to him, “ You are an old man, I will Alw 
you in carrying your load, as you are from my part of tl3 
country.” He said, « Very well, take me with you.” So we to'oMI 
him with us to Selempore, where we slept that night. 
woke him next morning before dawn and set out, and at thdft 
distance of three miles we seated him to rest while it was 
^ry dark. Madara was ready behind him, and strangled 

Sag^ seventy yearfe|: 

Another gang fell in with a couple of barbers and persua 
th^ to come along in their company by promising them the 
job of shaving the whole crew-thirty Thugs. At the place:| 
appointed for the murder fifteen got shaved, and actually paid 

the harnerK fnr thoiV um*.!.- nni-i.iii-j .t . 


..il u I i- , .-— .juaveu, auu actually paia: f 

the barbers for their work. Then killed them and took back'^-^ 
the money. 

A ^g of forty-two Thugs came across two Brahmins and.’^^ 
a shopkeeper on the road, beguiled them into a grove and cot wj 
up a concert for their entertainment. While these poor fellow/l 
were listening to the music the stranglers were standing behind'-1^ 

them; Md at the proper moment for dramatic eflect they-S 
applied the noose. T 

The most devoted fisherman must have a bite at least a3 
often as once a week or his passion will cool and he will put WS 
his tackle. The tiger-sportsman must find a tiger at least if ; 
once a fortnight or he will get tired and quit. The elephant^lf 
hunters enthusiasm will waste away little by little, and his zeal 
will perish at last if he plod around a month without finditte£l 
member of that noble family to assassinate. • 

.11 hunter's heart isfor tlie 

^ quarn^ man, howdifierent is the case ! and hwciKatc^ll 
and IS the zeal and how childish the endurance 
other Jmnto by comparison. Then, neither hunMr,iiiS« 









rage of his desire. Of all the huntmg-passions that 
ih the breast of man, there is none that can lift him 
pi^ior to discouragements like these but the one—the royal^ 
the supreme sport, whose quarry is bis brother. By ‘ - 
parison, tiger-hunting is a colourless poor thing, for all it ! 
is bieen so bragged about 

Why, the Thug was content to tramp patiently along, afoot, 
in the wasting heat of India, week after week, at an average of 
or ten miles a day, if he might but hope to find game 
iSbme time or other and refresh his longing soul with blood. 

I Here is an instance : 

* I (Ramzan) and Hydcr set out, for the purpose of strang- 
^Ifog travellers, from Guddopor^, and proceeded via the Fort of 
ijulalabad, Newulgunge, JJaiigermow, on the banks of the 
,^panges (upwards of loo miles), from whence we returned by 
another route, 
y gunge, where 


1^; 


Still no travellers ! till we reached Bowance- 
we fell in with a traveller, a boatman j we 


y inveigled him and about two miles east of there Hyder strang- 
Vled him as he stood—for he w'as troubled and afraid, and 
'would not sit. We then made a long journey (about 130 
Stiftiles) and reached Hussunpore Bundwa, where at the tank 
I'Ve fell in with a traveler—he slept there tliat night; next 
^morning we followed him and tried to win his confidence; ata 
of two miles we endeavoured to induce him to sit 
«i^bwn—but he would not, having become aware of us. I 
attempted to strangle him as he walked along, but did nqt 
"Succeed; both of us then fell upon him, he made a great out- 
They are murdering me ! ” at length we strangled him and 
^ j^ng his body into a well. After this we returned to our homes, 
been out a month and travelled about 260 miles. A 
;|&tM of tw'o men murdered on the expedition.^ 

'And here is another case—related by the temble Futty 
■a man with a tremendous record, to be re-mentioned by 



? lj with three others, travelled for about forty-five days a 
of about 200 miles in search of victims along the 
Bundwaand returned by Davodpore (another 200 



:.and Hyder, inveigled him and accompanied hijn tii^; 
^thin three miles of Rampoor, wher^ after dark, in a 
phu^ we got him to sit down and rest; and while I kept^^i 
in talk, seated before him, Hyder behind strangled himj I 
made no resistance. Koshal stabbed him under the arms 
in the throat, and we flung the body into a running streanSi; 
We got about four or five rupees each ($2 or ff2.$o). We 
proceeded homewards. A total of one man murdered on 
expedition.* , 

There. They tramped 400 miles, were gone about three^ 
months, and harvested two dollars and a half apiece. ;f 

mere pleasure of the hunt was sufficient. That was pay enoh^vii; 
They did no grumbling. * . 

Every now and then in this big book one comes across tha^C! 
pathetic remark: * We tried to get him to sit down, but he^ 
would not.* It tells the whole story. Some accident hadV, 
awakened the suspicion in him that these smooth friends who? 
had been petting and coddling him and making him feel so}' 
safe and so fortunate after his forlorn and lonely wanderings? i 
were the dreaded Thugs ; and now their ghastly invitation tp;^, 
* sit and rest * had confirmed its truth. He knew there was ,nol5 
help for him, and that he was looking his last upon earthly 
things, but ‘ he would not sit.* No, not that—it w'as too awful’;- 
to think of! 

There are a number of instances which indicate that when ; 
a man had once tasted the splendid joys of man-hunting he;’; 
could not be content with the dull monotony of a crimeless lifCj.- 
afterward. Example, from a Thug’s testimony : ' 

* We passed through to Kurnaul, where we found a formea^yj 
Thug named Junooa, an old comrade of ours who had turne(|;^; 
religious mendicant and become a disciple and holy. He 
to us in the serai, and weeping with joy returned to his' 
trade.* 

Neither wealth nor honours nor dignities could satis^liilJ 
reformed Thug for long. He would throw them all away, 
day, and go back to the lurid pleasures of hunting 
bwng hunted himself by the British. ..,,, 






lUms&ii wa$ taken into a great imiiire grandee’s service and 
given authority over five villages. * My authority extended 
'Civer these people to summons them to my presence, to make 
^em stand or sit. I dressed well, rode my pony, and had two 
Sepoys, a scribe and a village guard to attend me. During 
three years I used to pay each village a monthly visit, and no 
one suspected that I was a Thug ’ 1 he thief men used to 
Wait on me to transact business, and as I passed along, old and 
young made their salaam to me ’ 

And yet, during that very three years he got leave of 
absence *to attend a wedding,’ and instead went off on a 
Thugging lark with six other 1 hugs and hunted the highway for 
fifteen days *—with satisfactory results 

Afterwards he held a great oftice under a Rajah There 
he had ten miles of country under his command and a military 
guard of fifteen men, with authority to call out 2,000 more upon 
occasion But the British got on his track, and they crowded 
him so that he had to gi\c himself up Sec what a figure he 
was when he was gotten up for style and had all his things on . 
*I was fiilly armed—a sword, shield, pistols, a matchlock 
musket and a Hint gun, for 1 was fond of being thus arrayed, and 
when so armed feared not though forty cn stood before me * 
He gave himself up and pioudly proclaimed himself a 
Thug Then by request he agreed to betray his friend and 
pal, Buhrara, a Thug with the most tremendous record in 
India. *I went to tlie house where Buhram slept, (often has 
he led our gangs ’) I woke him, he knew me wel^, and came 
outside to me It was a cold night, so under pretence of 
warming myself, but in reality to have light for his seizure by 
the guards, I lighted some straw and made a blaze We were 

warming our hands The guards drew around us 1 said to 

them, “ This is Buhram,” and he was seized just as a cat seizes 
a mouse Then Buhram said, “ I am a Ihug ’ my father was 
a Thug, my grandfather was a Ihug, and 1 have thugged with 
many! ” * 

^ i^oke the mighty hunter, the mightiest of the mighty, the 
Cordon Gumming of his day. Not much regiet noticeable 

* 

^ < Having planted a bullet in the shoulder bone of an elephant, and 
WiV9^ the agonised creature to lean for support against a tree, 1^ proceeded 
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lay times thw OflEfowl 
4;j|C^bslty tibsatisfied. For instance, here is a'l[itl^,|ll£SgE!f^p^^ 
of the record of a certain band of 195 Thngs,-which ;i^ 
defect: . - 

‘FeU in with Lall Sing Subahdar and his family, con^tin^ 

' of nine persons. Travelled with them two days, and the thi 3 pd| 
put them all to death except the two children, little 
, of ohe and a half years old.’ < 

There it stops. What did they do with those poor littW^ 
fellows? What was their subsequent history? Did they purirt| 
pose training them up as Thugs ? How could they take c^^/j 
of such little creatures on a march which stretched over several^)^ 
months? No one seems to have cared to ask any questic^i^\ 
about the babies. But I do wish I knew. € 1 

One would be apt to imagine that the Thugs were utterly-, 
callous, utterly destitute of human feelings, heartless toward 
their own families as well as toward other people’s ; but this't 
was not so. Like all other Indians, they had a passionate love,.* 
for their kin. A shrewd British officer who knew the Indian ; 
character, took that characteristic into account in laying his; 
plans for the capture of Eugene Sue’s famous Feringhea. He ,, 
found out Feringhea’s hiding-place and sent a guard by night. 
to seize him, but the squad was awkward and he got away.“J 
However, they got the rest of the family—the mother, wife,;! 
child and brother—and brought them to the officer, at Jubbul-^i, 
pore; the officer did not fret, but bided his time: * I knevv?^ 
Feringhea would not go far while links so dear to him were in.' 

to brew some coffee. Having refreshed myself, taking observations of,the.* 
elephant’s spa.snis and wiithings between the sips, I resolved to make;; 
experiments on vulnerable points, and approaching very near, I 
several bullets at different parts of his enormous skull. He only acknow*), 
ledged the shots by a salaam-like movement of his trunk, with the poiht of ; 
which he gently touched the wounds with a striking and peculiar acttoii;'' * 
Surprised and shocked to find that I wa.s only prolonging the suffia'ing of^ 
the noble beast, which bore its trials with such dignified composuy^ti JfS 
resolved to finish the proceeding with all possible despatch, and accordlpM^! 
'■ opened fire upon him from the left side. Aiming at the shoulder,,'! 

si* shots with the two-grooved rifle, which must have eventually proVw* 
'mortal, after which 1 fired six shots at the same part with the 
pounder. luxgc tears now trickled down from his eyes, whic^ 
shut and opened, his colossal frame shivered convulsively, 
bis be^expired .’—Gordon Cumming, \ 



t^nds*' He was right Feriztghea knew all the danger he 
<was rundmg by staying in the neighbourhood, still he coiild 
not tear himself away. The ofheer found that he divided his 
rime between five villages where he had relatives and friends 
who could get news for him from his family at Jubbulpore gaol, 
and that he never slept two consecutive nights in the same 
Village. The officer traced out his several haunts, then pounced 
upon all the five villages on the one night and at the same 
hour, and got his man 

^ Another sample of family affection A little while pre- 
tviously to the cipture of Feiinghea^s familj, the Bntibh officer 
had captuied Feringhca’s foster biother, Itadei of a gang of 
ten, and had tried the eleven and condemned them to be 
banged 1 eunghca’s captuied family anived at the gaol the 
day before the execution was lotakc place 1 he foster brother, 
Jhurboo, enti Gated to be allowed to see the aged mother and 
the others Ihc piayer was granted, and this is what took 
place—It IS the British officci who speaks 

‘In the morning, just before going to the scaffold, the 
interview took jlace before me lie fell it the old woman’s 
feet and begged tint she would relieve him fiom the obligations 
of the milk with which sh had nouruued him, and the care 
with which she had chenshcii hmi from infancy, as he was 
about to die be‘‘ore he could fulfil an) of them bhe placed 
her hands on his head, and he knelt, and she said she forgave 
him alt, and bid him die like a man ’ 

If i tapable aitist should make a picture of it, it would 
be full of dignit) and solemnity and pathos, and it could touch 
)OU \ou would imagine it to be an)thing but what it was. 
There i» icverence there, and tenderness, and gntdulncss, and 
compassion, and lesignition, and foititudc, and self respect— 
and no sense of disgncc, no thought of dishonour Every¬ 
thing IS there that goes to make a noble parting, and give it a 
moving grace and beauty and dignity And yet one of these 
^ people IS a I hug and the other a mother of Thugs ’ 1 he incon¬ 
gruities of our hu»uan nature seem to reach ^heir limit here. 

^ 1 wish to make note of one curious thing while I thml of 
py* One of the very commone'-t remarks to be found in this 
^ bowildenng array of I hug confessions is this : 

^Stranded him and ihttw him in a weiil* In one case 





;■; Qie “^me ^Wdll before. ■ It makes a body tbursty to 
■ ' r And there is another very curious thing. 'The 
«:> ,Thu^ had private graveyards. They did not like tb kill 

bury at random, here and there and everywhere. They'^^^P 
. ferred to wait, and toll the victims along, and get to one 'Q^; 

; their regular buiying-places {pheeh) if they could. In the*^ 
little kingdom of Oude, which was about half as big as Irelaii^l 
and about as big as the State of Maine, they had two kiindtid\ 
and seventy-four bheels. They were scattered along fourt^\ 
hundred miles of road^ at an average of only five miles ap'orp'^i 
and the British Government traced out and located each ahd'i 


every one of them and set them down on the map. ’ H 

The Oude bands seldom went out of their own coufitt'^^ 

^ but they did a thriving business within its borders. So did 
outside bands who came in and helped. Some of the Thug-J 
leaders of Oude were noted for their successful careers. Each 
of four of them confessed to about 300 murders; another to 
nearly 400; our friend Ramzan to 604—he is the one who got! 
leave of absence to attend a wedding and went thuggihgV 
instead ; and he is also the one who betrayed Buhram to the' 
British. 


But the biggest records of all were the murder-lists of Futty» 
Khan and Buhram. Futty Khan’s number is smaller than ' 
Ramzan’s, but he is placed at the head because his average is the ; 
best in Oude-Thug history per year of service. His slaughter 
was 508 men in twenty years, and he was still a young man whea; 
the British stopped his industry. Buhram’s list was 931^!*. 
murders, but it took him forty years. His average was biiO ' 
man and nearly all of another man per month for forty years, but ' 
Futty Khan’s average was two men and a little of another ma’i^-! 
per month during his twenty years of usefulness. , ■ 

There is one very striking thing which I wish to 
attention to. You have surmised from the listed caljin^;-^' 
followed by the victims bf the Thugs, that nobody co^ld tra^bt^ 
the Indian roads unprotected, and live to get through; thattSb;'; 
T^ugs respected no quality, no vocation, no religion, nohK^yj:i| 
- mt they killed every unarmed man that came in their JiaO 
That ^5 wholly true—with one reservation. In all the 
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wiat thu); sa^ ^ me c^ . 

,; ,if^ was on his way from Mhow to Bombay. Wisitudt^usfy 
him. He proceeded next morning with a number of 
jphayellers who had sought his protection^ and they took the road 
l|;tO Baroda/ * 

IC -; : We do not know who he was; he flits across the page of 
^is rusty old book and disappears in the obscurity beyond; 
J-'but. he is an impressive figure, moving through that valley of 
^'^death serene and unafraid, clothed in the might of the English,. 
?:''name. 

We have now followed the big official book through, and 
we understand what Thuggee was, what a bloody terror it was, 

' what a desolating scourge it was. In 1830 the English found 
, this cancerous organisation embedded in the vitals of the 
' Empire, doing its devastating work in secrecy, and assisted, 

' j^rotected, sheltered and hidden by innumerable confederates— 

;'big and little native chiefs, customs officers, village officials and#: 

native police, all ready to lie for it, and the mass of the people 
" through fear, persistently pretending to know nothing about its 
' doings; and this condition of things had existed for generations, 

. and was formidable with the sanctions of age and old custom. 

Jf ever there was an unpromising task, if ever there was a hope- 
1. less task in the world, surely it was offered here—the task of 
. Conquering Thuggee. But that little handful of English 
; ofliicials in India set their sturdy and confident grip upon it 
> and ripped it out, root and branch ! How modest do Captain 
.^Vallancey’s words sound now, when we read them again, know¬ 
ing what we know: 

' 'The day that sees this far-spread evil completely eradicated 
/ from India and known only in name, will greatly tend to im- 
' mortalise British rule in the East.’ 

Xt would be hard to word a claim more modestly than that 
is most noble work, 
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CHAPTER LI 

Grief can take cire of itself, but to get tlje full value of a joy you must ‘ 
have somebody to divide it with — Pudd*n/ttad Wilson's New Calendar, 

We left Bombay for Allahabad by a night tram It is th6 
custom of the country to avoid day travel when it can con-' 
vcnicntly be done But there is one trouble while you capi' 
seemingly ‘ secure ’ the two lower berths by making carlj^ 
application, theic is no ticket as witness of it, and no other 
producible c\idence in case your proprictoiship shall chance to 
lx: challenged Ihe word ‘engaged’ appears on the wincqnv, 
but it doesn’t state who the compartment is engaged f r If 
your Satan and your Barney arrive before somebody <lse*9 
servant, and spread the bedding on the two sofas and theit 
1 stand guard till you come, all will be well, but if they step 
aside on an ciiand they may find the beds promoted to the two 
shelves, and somebody clsc’s demons standing guard over their 
master’s beds, which in the meantime ha\e been spread upon 
youi sofas 

You do not pay anything extra for your sleeping place, that 
IS where the trouble lies. If you buy a fare ticket and fail to 
iise It, there is room thus made available for some one else , 
but if the place wcie secured to you it would remain vacant, 
and yet your ticket would secure you another place when you 
were presently leady to travel 

However, no explanation of such a system can make it 
seem quite rational to a person who has been used to a moTQ 
rational system If our people had the arranging of it, we 
should charge cxtia for securing the place, and then the road 
would suffer no loss if the purchaser did not occupy it. 

The present system encourages good manners—and aisp 
discourages them if a young girl has a lower berth and an 
dderly lady comes in, i< is usual for the girl to offer her pl^Op 
to this late comer , and it is usual foi the late comer to 
hfil courteously and take it But the thing happens diff-re«^r 
sometimes. When we were ready to leave Bombay nbiy 
daughter’s satchels were holding possession of her berth"'^ 



Jv'^'Vthe . |blioW€4 by 

wit her baggage.' She was growling and snari m 
and trying to make herself phenomenally dis 9 ^ 
tote j and succeeding. Without a word she hoisted thesat^i 
the hanging shelfand took possession of that lower berS 
^; On one of our trips Mr. Smythe and I got out at a statioS 
imlk up and down, and when we came back Sniythe’s bed 
ifr'fms in the hanging shelf and an English cavalry olBcer was in 
|\bed on the sofa which it .had lately been occupying. It was 
||.:niean to be glad about it, but it is the way we are made; 1 
f^'iduld not have been gladder if it had been ray enemy that had 
?*:;snfiered'this misfortune. We all like to see people in trouble, 
it doesn’t cost us anything. I was so happy over Mr. 
v'^’Smythe’s chagrin that I couldn’t go to sleep for thinking of it 
'J! apd enjoying it. I knew he supposed the officer had com- 
^f.imhted the robbery himself, whereas wuthout a doubt the 
1 officer’s sen^ant had done it without his knowledge. Mr. 

ISmythe kept this incident warm in his heart, and longed for a 


rchance to get even with, somebody for it Some time aflter- 
' .’liijards the opportunity came, in Calcutta. We were leaving on 
Va twenty-four hour journey to visit Darjeeling. Mr. Barclay, 
the General Superintendent, had made special provision for our 
,/accommodation, Mr. Smythe said j so there was no need to 
' burry about getting to the train j consequently we were a little 


late. When we arrived, the usual immense turmoil and con- 
fusion of a great Indian station were in full blast. It was an 
/itniiioderately long train, for all the natives of India were going 
rby it somewhither, and the native officials were being pestered 
frenzy by belated and anxious people. They didn’t know 

couldn’t remember having received any 
,Orders about it. It was a deep disappointment; moreover, it 
i'3teoked as if our half or our party would be left behind 
iUltSC^her. 'I’hen Satan came running and said he had found 
’jttidbmpartment with one shelf and one sofa unoccupied, and 
^d^made our beds and stowed our baggage. We rush^ to 
and just as the train was ready to pull out and the 
were slamming the doors to, all down the line, an 
of the Indian Civil Service, a good friend of ours, put his 
te and said— 



train started before he could finish. Mr. 

' rtunity was come. His bedding, on the shel^ it 
riplr^nged places with the bedding—stranger’s—that; wauf| 
liiS^pying the sofa that was opposite*to mine. About ten/t 
J'b’clock we stopped somewhere, and a large Englishman 
official military bearing stepped in. We pretended to. bclij; 
asleep. The lamps were covered, but there was light enough*!; 
for us to note his look of surprise. He stood there, grand andti 
fine, peering down .at Smythe, and wondering in silence at the r 
situation. After a bit he said— , ' 

‘ Well! ’ And that was all. 

But that was enough. It was easy to understand. -It, 
meant ‘ This is extraordinary, '^his is high-handed. 1 haveh\^ 
had an experience like this before.’ ’ 

He sat down on his baggage, and for twenty minutes we,' 
watched him through our eyelashes rocking and swaying there ¬ 
to the motion of the train. Then we came to a station, and he; * 
got up and went out, muttering, ‘I mus^ find a lower berth, oy " 
wait over.’ 

His servant came presently and carried away his things. 

Mr. Smythe’s sore place was healed, his hunger for revenge ’ 
was satisfied But he couldn’t sleep, and neither could I, for v 
this was a venerable old car and nothing about it was taut 
The closet door slammed all night, and defied every fastening i 
we could invent We got up very much jaded, at dawn, and > 
stepped out at a, way station ; and while we were taking a cup ■ 
of coflee, that Englishman ranged up alongside, and somebody “ 
said to him : 

‘ So you didn’t stop off, after all ? ’ 

‘No. The guard found a place for me that had been^! 
engaged and not occupied. I had a whole saloon car all- to? 
myself—oh, quite palatial ! I never had such luck in my life /4 

That was our car, you see. We moved into it, straight off, 
the family and all. But I asked the English gentleman to 
remain^ and he did. A pleasant man, an infantry col^oel^; 
and ^n’t know, yet, that Smythe robbed him of his b^xth^: 
b^hinks it was done by Smythe’s servant without Smyth^’s 
He was assisted in gathering this impression 
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entirely by natives, and so are the, posts and telegraphs, 
he rank and file of the police are natives. All these people 
pleasant and accommodating. One day I left an express 
ftmin/ to lounge about in that perennially ravishing show, the 
'^|lbb and flow and whirl of gaudy natives that is always suiging 
down the spacious platform of a great Indian station j 
uiihd I lost myself in the ecstasy of it, and when I turned, the 
^Jrain was moving swiftly away. I was going to sit down and ' 
^Cwait for another train, as I would have done at home; I had' 
“;'no thought of any other course. But a native official who had 
flag in his hand, saw me, and said politely— 

! 5 ‘ - * Don’t you belong in the train, sir ?’ 

, *Yes,’I said. p 

V He waved his flag and the train came back ! and he put me 
' 'aboard with as much ceremony as if I had been the General 
/Superintendent. They are kindly people, the natives. The 
. face and the bearing that indicate a surly spirit and a bad 
'.;heart seemed to me to be so rare among Indians—so nearly 
: jion-existent, in fact-‘that I sometimes wondered if Thuggee 
" wasn’t a dream, and not a reality. The bad hearts are there, 
;;biit I believe that they are in a small poor minority. One 
, i^ing is sure : they arc much the most interesting people in the 
' wbrld—and the nearest to being incomprehensible. At any rate, 
..the hardest to account for. Their character and their history, 
.their customs and their religion confront you with riddles at 
^"eyery turn-riddles which are a trifle more perplexing after 
. they are explained than they were before. You can get the 
fouUs of a custom—like caste, and suttee, and thuggee, and so 
on—and with the facts a theory which tries to explain them, but 
liftever quite does it to your satisfaction, You can never quite 
^iiuii^entand how so strange a thing could have been born, nor 


'For instance—the Suttee. This is the explanation of it: a 
^Wotnah who throws away her life when her husband dies, is 
joined to him again, and is forever afterward liappy 
m heaven; her family will build a little monument 
bf a temple, and will hold her in honour, and indeed 
memory always; they will themselves be held in 








;ft:wl^e ’4nd lasting' distinction Wpbb 
besides, see what she has escaped; ff she had ^ect^d "tO, 
she would be a disgraced person; she could not re-n?^^ 
her family would despise her and disown her; she would b6;)| 
friendless outcast, and miserable all her days. ' 

Very well, you say, but the explanation is not complet^ 
yet. Jfow did people come to drift into such a strange customj^^ 
What was the origin of the idea ? * Well, nobody knows j 
was probably a revelation sent down by the gods.' One moir^ 
thing; why was such a cruel death chosen—why wouldn^t^^Jj 
gentler one have answered? ‘Nobody knows; maybe thife 
was a revelation, loo.’ ^ 

No—you can never understand it. It all seems impossiliib ^ 
You resolve to believe that^ a widow never burnt hersSf 
willingly, but went to her death because she was afraid to defy 
public opinion. But you are not able to keep that position 
History drives you from it. Major S’eeman has a convincinlg 
case in one of his books. In his government on the Nerbudda 
he made a brave attempt, on March 28, 1828, to put down 
suttee on his own hook and w’ithout warrant from the SuprennU; 
Government of India. He could not foresee that the Gover% 
ment would put it down itself eight months later. The only 
backing he had was a bold nature and a compassionate hearts 
He issued his proclamation abolishing the suttee in his district 
On the morning of Tuesday—note the day of the week—the; 
24th of the following Noverat)er, Ummed Singh Upadhyjy; 
head of the most respectable and most extensive Brahmiii,' 
family in the district died, and presently came a deputation, of > 
his sons and grandsons to beg that his old widow might 
allowed to burn herself upon his pyre. Sleeman threatened tby 
enforce his order, and punish severely any man who assiste4,j;^! j 
and he placed a police guard to see that no one did so. 
the early morning the old widow of sixty-five had been sittijt|£l 
on the bank of the sacred, river by her dead, W'aiting th^i^^ 
the long hours for the permission; and at last the 
Tcame instead. In one little sentence Sleeman gives 
pathetic picture of this lonely old gray figure ; all day,a|i^" ’ 
night ‘she remained sitting by the edge of the wat^t 
eating or drinking.’ 







'eight feet s^tiat^e &n4 three or four feet dee^, in 
" ^i&w of several thousand spectators. Then the widow 
out to a bare rock in the river, and everybody went 
but her sons, grandsons and other relations. All day. 
sat there on her rock in the blazing sun without food or 
and with no clothing but a sheet over her shoulders, 
relatives remained with her, and all tried to persuade her, 
0 b desist from her purpose, for they deeply loved her. She 
Steadily refused. Then a part of the family went to Sleeman^'s. 
/house, ten miles away, and tried again to get him to let her 
/;bum herself. He refused, hoping to save her yet, 

" ’ All that day she scorched in her sheet on the rock, and all 
J-^at night she ke])t her vigil there in the bitter cold. Thursday 
^morning, in the sight of her relatives, she went through a 
ceremonial which said more to them than any words could 
have done: she put on the dhaja (a coarse red turban) and 
'•broke her bracelets in pieces. By these acts she became a 
dead person in the eye of the law, and excluded from her 
caste, forever. By the iron rule of ancient custom, if she 
V should now choose to live she could never return to her family. 
'Bleeman was in deep trouble. If she starved herself to death 
her family would be disgraced ; and moreover starving would 
?be a more lingering misery than the death by fire. He went 
home in the evening, thoroughly worried. The old 
woman remained on her rock, and there in the morning he 
found her with her dAaja still on her head. * She talked very 
'Collectedly, telling me that she had determined to mix her 
' idShes with those of her departed husband, and should patiently 
; Vrait my permission to do so, assured that God would enable 
.''her to sustain life till that was given, though she dared not eat 
^ drink. Looking at the sun, then rising before her over a 
4 ^g.'and beautiful reach of the river, she said calmly, “ My 
^iouS'has been for five days with my husband’s near that sun^ 
but my earthly frame is left; and this, I know, you will 
Suffer to be mixed with his ashes in yonder pit, because 
in your nature or usage wantonly to prolong the 


;i®^er^s bf a poor old woman* 

$y ;( ^ assured her that it was his desire and duty to save her, 
twge her to live, and to keep her family from the disgrace 
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of being thought her murderers. But she said $he was im 
afmtd of their being thought so; that they had aU^likegQOti 
children, done everything in their power to induce her toiive^'' 
and to abide with them ; * and if 1 should consent, 1 know the;^ 
would love and honour me, but my duties to them have now' 
ended. I commit them all to your care, and 1 go to attend 
my husband, Ummed Singh Upadhya, with whose ashes on the 
funeral pile mine have been already three times mixed.* 

She believed that she and be had been upon the earth 
three several times as wife and husband, and that she had 
burned herself to death three times upon his pyre. That is 
why she said that strange thing. Since she had broken her 
bracelets and put on the red turban she regarded herself as a 


corpse; otherwise she would not have allowed herself to dob*^ 
husband the irreverence of pronouncing his name. * This was 
the first time in her long life that she had ever uttered her 
husband’s name, for in India no woman, iiigh or low, ever 
pronounces the name of her husband.* 

Major Sleeman still tried to shake her purpose. He pro** 
mised to build her a fine house among the temples of her an¬ 
cestors upon the bank of the rivet and make handsome pro¬ 
vision for her out of rent free lands if she would consent to 
live; and if she wouldn’t, he would allow no stone or brick to 
ever mark the place where she died. But she only smiled, and 
said, * My pulse has long ceased to beat, my spirit has de¬ 
parted ; I shall suffer nothing in the burning; and if you wish 
proof^ order some fire and you shall see this arm consumed 
without giving me any pain.’ 

Sleeman was now satisfied that he could not alter her 
purpose. He sent for all the chief members of the family and 
said he would suffer her to bum herself if they would enter 
into a written engagement to abandon the suttee in their family 
thenceforth. They agreed ; the papers were drawn out and 
signed, and at noon, Saturday, word was sent to the poor old 
woman. She seemed greatly pleased. The ceremonies of 
bathing were gone through with, and by three o’clock she was 
ready and the fire was briskly burning in the pit. She had now 
gone without food or drink during more than four days and a 
half. She came ashore from her rock, first wetting her sheet ht 
the waters of the sacred river, for without that s^eguard 
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'^1^' . fell '!u|^>ii' 'wouki' convey iniporily to 

thra she Valked to the pit, leaning upon one of be? sons 
gmofl a nephew—the distance was sl hundred and fifty yards. 

sentries placed all around and no other person was 
to approach within five paces. She came on with a 
and cheerful countenance, stopped once, and casting her 
|;xyes upward, said, “ Why have they kept me five days from thee, 
jmy husband ? ” On coming to the sentries her supporters' 
remained standing ; she moved on, and walked 
.,.mce around the pit, paused a moment, and while muttering 
Ha prayer, threw some flowers into the fire. She then walked up 
:yMeliberately and steadily to the brink, stepped into the centre 
, jdf the flame, sat down, and leaning back in the midst as if re- 
;;'|Sosing upon a couch, was consumed without uttering a shriek 
Or betraying one sign of agony.’* 

It is fine and beautiful. It compels one’s reverence and 
’ respect—no, has it freely, and without the compulsion. We 
‘ see how the custom, once started, could continue, for the soul 
yof it is that stupendous power, Faith; faith brought to the pitch 
^ of eflectiveness by the cumulative force of example, and long 
use and custom; but we cannot understand how the first 
.wridows came to take to it. That is a perplexing detail. 

Sleeman sa> s that it was usual to play music at the suttee, 
■'but that the white man’s notion that this was to drown the 
SCTeams of the martyr is not correct; that it had a quite 
: different purpose. It was believed that the martyr died pro- 
phe<ying; that the prophecies sometimes foretold disaster, 

* and it was considered a kindness to those upon whom it was 
^to^iall, to drown the voice and keep them in ignorance of the 
tnxsfortune that was to come. 




' CHAPTER LII 

* 

' lie had had much experience of physicians, and said, «The onl> way to 
yow health is to eat what you don’t want, drink what you don’t like, 
what you’d dnither XioV—rudd*nkcad Wilson'i New Calendar. 
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® journey—two nights, one day and part of anotlier, 

ppmbay eastward to Allahabad ; but it was always inter. 





*;; ^ngi it was not fatiguing. At fi^t the higm 

S he fatiguing, but that was on account of tht py/ai^ 0 , * 
f<^!jsh night-dress consists of jacket and drawers. Som^tim 
they are made of silk, sometimes of a raspy, scratchy, 
woollen material with a sandpaper surface. The draw^^ 'ai^ 
loose elephant-legged and elephant-waisted things, and inst^^i; 
of buttoning around the body there is a draw-string to pr<|^^ 
duce the required shrinkage. The jacket is roomy, and one'i 
buttons it in front. Pyjamas are hot on a hot night and collj ; 
on a cold night—defects which a night shirt is free from, ft 
tried the pyjamas in order to be in the fashion; but I 
obliged to give them up, I couldn’t stand them. There wa^ ;' 
no sufheient change from day-gear to night-gear. I misse|"J 
the refreshing and luxurious sense, induced by the night-go^ 
of being undressed, emancipated, set free from restraints and ;* 
trammels. In place of that, I had the worried, confinedi^ 
oppressed, suffocated sense of being abed with my clothes 
All through the warm half of the night the coarse surfaces irri*'/ 
tated my skin and made it feel baked and feverish, and the ’/ 
dreams which came in the fitful flurries of slumber were such f 
as distress the sleep of the damned, or ought to ; and all;- 
through the cold other half of the night I could get no time for' 
sleep because I had to employ it all in stealing blankets. But'■ 
blankets are of no value at such a time ; the higher they are/; 
piled the more effectively they cork the cold in and keep it " 
from getting out. The result is that your legs are ice, and you 
know how' you will feel by and by when you are buried. In at / 
sane interval I discarded the p 3 'jamas, and led a rational and > 
comfortable life thenceforth. 

Out in the country, in India, the day begins early. Onc^"/, 
sees a plain, perfectly flat, dust-coloured and brick-yardj?*’ 
stretching limitlessly away on every side in the dim gray ligbti',;^/ 
striped everywhere with hard-beaten narrow paths, the- va^/'^l 
flatness broken at wide intervals by bunches of spectral, 
that mark where villages are j and along all the paths are slena^5l 
women and the black forms of lanky naked men moving 
their w'ork, the women with brass water-jars on their heads/ 
men carrying hoes. The man is not entirely naked; 
there is a bit of white rag—loin-cloth. It amounts to 
and is a^white accent on his black person, like 








® miMe of '"Sotiaetiiiies he aIso wears'a 

® j^^and*voiuminous white turban, and this adds a second 
' He then answers properly to Miss Gordon Cumming’s 

S l&sljdight picture of him—as a person who is dressed in *a 
ralSan and a pocket-handkerchief.’ 

All day long one has this monotony of dust-colourcd dead 
^^I jfevels and scattering bunches of trees and mud villages. You 
realise that India is not beautiful; still there is an 
'*%g^^nchantment about it that is beguiling, and which does not 
'I'^all. You cannot tell just what it is that makes the spell, 
•0rperhaps, but you feel it and confess it, nevertheless. Of course 
J At bottom you know in a vague way that it is hisiory ; it is that 
that affects you, a haunting sense of the myriads of human 
v lives that have blossomed, and withered, and perished here, 
repeating and repeating and re^^eating, century after century 
and age after age the barren and meaningless process; it is 
this sense that gives to this forlorn, uncomely land power to 
' speak to the spirit and make friends with it; to speak to it with 
, a voice bitter "wiih satire but eloquent with melancholy. The 
'' 'deserts of Australia and the ice-barrens of Greenland have no 


speech, for they have no venerable history; with nothing to 
' tell of man, and his vanities, his fleeting glories and his 
’ miseries, they hare nothing wherewith to spiritualise their 
- ,v'ugliness and veil it with a'charm. 

, There is nothing pretty about an Indian village—a mud 
i; one—?and I do not remember that we saw any but mud ones 
, on that long flight to Allahabad. It is a little bunch of dirt- 
' . Coloured mud hovels jammed together within a mud wall. As 
I :a rule the rains had beaten down parts of some of the houses, 
^.’%nd this gave the village the aspect of a mouldering and hoary 
' ruin, I believe the cattle and the vermin live inside the wall: 
..for I saw cattle coming out and cattle going in; and whenever 
‘I saw a villager, he was scratching. This last is only circum- 
/ «tAntial evidence, but I think it has value. The village has a 
g-/.]^ttfered little temple or two, big enough to hold an idol, and 
'Jfjwjth custom enough to fatrup a priest and keep him comfortable. 
5;*W}te!rfe there are Mohammedans there are generally a few sorry 
Outside the village that have a decayed and neglected 
The villages interested me because of things which 
says about them in his books—particularly 

',r,v 5.., . ' • . ■ 



wtjat lie says abbtit the division of labour in thbrS" He ,^^ 5 
tbiat the whole face of India is parcelled out intd‘es^te¥^5|^ 
villages; that nine-tenths of the vast population of the lao4^. 
consist of cultivators of the soil; that it is these cultivators 
inhabit the village; that there are certain * established' villag^^ 
servants—mechanics and others who are apparently paid aiy 
wage by the village at large, and whose callings remain 
certain families and are handed down from father to son ^ 
an estate. He gives a list of these established servants : pric^,^ii; 
blacksmith, carpenter, accountant, washerman, basket-make^ 
potter, watchman, barber, shoemaker, brazier, confectioner^ | 
weaver, dyer, etc. In his day witches abounded, and it w^s' 
not thought good business wisdom for a man to marry hiS;, 
daughter into a family that hadn’t a witch in it, for she v iaild 
need a witch on the premised to protect her children from the ; 
evil spells which v/ould certainly be cast upon them by the 
witches connected with the neighbouring families. 

The office of midwife was hereditary in the family of the, 
basket-maker. It belonged to his wife. She might not be ‘ 
competent, but the office was hers, anyway. Her pay was 
not high—2$ cents for a boy and half as much for a girl , The 
girl was not desired, because she would be a disastrous expense 
by and by. As soon as she should be old enough to begin to 
wear clothes for propriety’s sake it Would be a disgrace to the ' 
family if she were not married; and to marry her meanl., 
financial ruin; for by custom the father must spend upon;, 
feasting and wedding-display everything he had and all he^\ 
could borrow—in fact reduce himself to a condition of poverty , 
which he might nevermore recover from. .. , 

It was the dread of this prospective ruin which made the,; 
killing of girl-babies so prevalent in India in the old days before; 
England laid the iron hand of her prohibitions upon the piteous 
slaughter. One may judge of how prevalent the custom was, , ', 
by one of Sleeman’s casual electrical remarks, when he speaks 
of children at play in villages—where girl-voices were never" / 

heard ! 
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The wedding-display folly is still in full force in India, ahdy- 
by consequence the destruction of girl-babes is still furtively/ /, 
practiced; but not largely, because of the vigilance 
Ck3Vafnment and the sternness of the penalties it levijMi,: / ," ' . f il' 

t 


^ ft?. 



3** 


: MC)KB TRAMPS ABROAD 

In some parts of India the village keeps in its pay three 
; other servants : an astrologer, to tell the villager when he may 
plant his crop, or make a journey, or marry a wife, or strangle 
a cljild, or borrow a dog, or climb a tree, or catch a rat, or 
swindle a neighbour, without offending the alert and solicitous 
heavens, and what his dream means, if he has had one and was 
not bright enough to interpret it himself by the details of his 
dinner; the two other established servants w'erc the tiger- 
persuader and the hailstorm discourager. The one kept away 
the tigers if he could, and collected the wages anyway, and the 
other kept off the hailstorms, or explained wtiy lie failed. He 
charged the same for explaining a failure that he did for scoring 
a success. A man is an idiot who can’t earn a living in India. 

iMajor Slccman reveals the fact that the trade union and 
the boycott are antiquities in* India. India seems to have 

originated everything. The ‘ sweeper ’ belongs to the bottom 
caste; he is the lowest of the low—all other castes despise him 
and scorn his office. I>ut that does not trouble him. His 
caste is a caste, and that is sufficient for him, and so he is 
proud of it, not ashamed. Slceman says, * It is perhaps not 
known to many of my countrymen, even in India, that in every 
town and city in the country the right of sweeping the houses 
and streets is a monopoly, and is supported entirely by the 
pride of caste among the scavengers, w'Jio are all of the lowest 
class. The right of sweeping ivithin a certain range is recog¬ 
nised by the caste to belong to a certain member; and if any 
other member presumes to sweep within that range, he is ex¬ 
communicated—no other member will smoke out of his pipe or 
drink out of his jug; and he can get restored to caste only by 
a feast to the whole body of sweepers. If any housekeeper 
within a particular circle h.ippens to offend the sweeper of that 
range, none of his filth will be removed till he pacifies him, 
because no other sweeper will dare to touch it; and the people 
, of a town are often more tyrannised over by these people than 
by any other.* 

A footnote by Major Sleeman’s editor, Mr. Vincent 
Arthur Smith, says that in our day this tyranny of the sweepers’ 
^uild is one of the many difficulties which bar the progress of 
Indian sanitary reform. Think of this : ‘ The sweepers cannot 
be readily coerced, because no Hindoo or Mussulman would 
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do their work to save his life, nor will he pollute himsefr even ' 
by beating the refractory scavenger.* They certainly do seem 
to have the whip-hand; it would be difficult to imagine a more 
impregnable position. ‘The vested rights described ii^ the 
text are so fully recognised in practice that are frequently 
the subject of sale or mortgage,^ Just like a milk-route; or like 
a London crossing-sweepership. It is said that the London 
crossing-sweeper’s right to his crossing is recognised by the 
rest of the guild; that they protect him in its possession ; that 
certain choice crossings are valuable property, and are saleable 
at high figures. I have noticed that the man who sweeps in 
front of the Army and Navy Stores has a wealthy-South- 
African aristocratic style about him ; and when he is off his 
guard he has exactly that look on his face which you aL’tys 
see in the face of a man who is’ saving up his daughter to marry 
her to a duke. 

It appears from Sleeman that in India the occupation of 
elephant-driver is confined to Mohammedans. I wonder why 
that is. The water-carrier {bkeestie) is a Mohammedan, but it 
is said that the reason of that is, that the Hindoo’s religion dees 
not allow him to touch the skin of dead kinc, and that is what 
the w’aler-sack is made of; it would defile him. And it doesn’t 
allow him to cat meat; the animal that furnished the meat was 
murdered, and to take any creature’s life is a sin. It is a good 
and gentle religion, but inconvenient. 

A great Indian river, at low water, suggests the familiar 
anatomical picture of a skinned human body, the intricate 
mesh of interwoven muscles and tendons to stand for water- 
channels, and the archipelagoes of fat and flesh inclosed by them 
to stand for the sand bars. Somewhere on this journey we 
passed such a river, and on a later journey we saw in the Sutlej 
the duplicate of that river. Curious rivers they are; low shores 
a dizzy distance apart, with nothing between but an enormous 
acreage of sand-flats vrith sluggish little veins of water dribbling 
around amongst them ; Saharas of sand, small-pox-pitted with 
footprints punctured in belts as straight as the equator dear 
from the one shorp to the other (barring the channel-interrup¬ 
tions)—a dry-shod ferry, you see. Long railway bridges are 
required for this sort of rivers, and India has them. You 
approach Allahabad by a very long one. It was now carrying 
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US across the bed of the Jumna, a bed which did not seem to 
have befcn slept in for one while or more. It wasn’t all river¬ 
bed—most of it was overflow-ground. 

Allahabad means * City of God.’ I get this from the books. 
From a printed curiosity—^a letter written by one of those brave 
and confident Hindoo strugglers with the English tongu^ 
calleda I got a more compressed translation: ‘Godville.* 

It is perfectly correct, but that is the most that can be said 
for it. 

Wearrivedinthe forenoon, and shorthanded j for Satan got 
left behind, somewhere that morning, and,did not overtake us 
until after nightfall. It seemed very peaceful without him. 
The world seemed asleep and dreaming. 

I did not see the native town, I think I do not remember 
why ; for an incident connects* it with the Great Mutiny, and 
that is enough to make any place interesting. But I saw the 
English part of the city. It is a town of wide avenues and 
noble distances, and is comely and alluring, and full of sugges¬ 
tions of comfort and leisure, and of the serenity which a good 
conscience buttressed by a sufficient bank account gives. The 
bungalows (dwellings) stand well back in the seclusion and 
privacy of large enclosed compounds (private grounds, as we 
should say) and in the shade and shelter of trees. Even the 
photographer and the prosperous merchant ply their industries 
in the elegant reserve of big compounds, and the citizens drive 
in there upon their business occasions. And not in cabs—no ; 
in the Indian cities cabs arc for the drifting stranger ; all the 
white citizens have private carriages ; and each carriage has a 
flock of white-turbaned black footmen and drivers all over it. 
The vicinity of a lecture hall look$ like a snowstorm, and 
makes the lecturer feel like an opera. India has many names, 
and they arc correctly descriptive. It is the Land of Contra¬ 
dictions, the Land of Subtlety and Superstition, the Land of 
Wealth and Poverty, the Land of Splendour and Desolation, 
the Land of Plague and Famine, the Land of the Thug and the 
. Poisoner, and of the Meek and the Patient, the Land of the 
Suttee, the I^nd of the Unreinstatable Widow, the Land where 
All Life is Holy, the Land of Cremation, the Land where the 
iVulture is a Grave and a Monument, the Land of the 
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Multitudinous Gods ; and if signs go for anything, it is the Laud 
of the Private Carriage. *' 

In Bombay the forewoman of a millinery shop came to the 
hotel in her private carriage to take the measure for a gown— 
not for me, but for another. She had come out to India to 
make a temporary stay, but was extending it indefinitely; 
indeed, she was purposing to end her days there. In London, 
she said, her work had been hard, her hours long; for 
economy’s sake she had had to live in shabby rooms and far 
away from the shop, watch the pennies, deny herself many of 
the common comforts of life, restrict herself in effect to its 
bare necessities, eschew cabs, travel third-class by underground 
train to and from her work, swallowing coal-smoke and cinders 
all the way, and sometimes troubled with the society of men 
and women who were less desirable than the smoke and the 
cinders. But in Bombay, on almost any kind of wages, she 
could live in comfort, and keep her carriage, and have six 
servants in place of the woman-of all-vrork she had had in her 
English home. Later, in Calcutta, I found that the Standard 
Oil clerks had small one-horse vehicles, and did no walking; 
and I was told that the clerks of the other large concerns there 
had the like equipment. But to return to Allahabad. 

I was up at da>vn, the next morning. In India the tourist’s 
servant does not sleep in a room, in the hotel, but rolls himself 
up head and ears in his blanket and stretches himself on the 
verandah, across the front of his master’s door, and spends the 
night there. I don’t believe anybody’s servant occupies 
a room. Apparently the bungalow servants sleep on the 
verandah; it is roomy, and goes all around the house. I 
speak of men-servants ; I.saw none of the other sex. I think 
there are none, except child-nurses. I was up at dawn, and 
walked around the verandah, past the rows of sleepers. In 
front of one door a Hindoo servant was squatting, waiting for 
his master to call him. He had polished the yellow shoes and 
placed them by the door, and now he had nothing to do but 
wait. It was freezing cold, but there he was, as motionless as 
a sculptured image, and as patient. It troubled me. I wanted 
to say to him, ‘Don’t crouch tliere like that and freeze; 
nobody requires it of you ; stir around and get warm.' But I 
hadn’t the words. I thought of saying/?/^ jow^ but IXTouldn't 
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mnenfber what it meant, so I didn't say it. I knew another 
phrase, hut it wouldn’t come to my mind 1 moved on, pur¬ 
posing to dismiss him from my thoughts, but his bare legs and 
bare feet kept him there. They kept drawing me back from 
the sunny side to a point whence I could see him. At the 
end of an hour he had not changed his attitude in the least 
degree. It was a curious and impressive exhibition of meek¬ 
ness and patience, or fortitude or indifference, I did not know 
which. But it worried me, and it was spoiling my morning. 
In,fact it spoiled two hours of it quite thoroughly. I quitted 
his vicinity, then, and left him to punish himself as much as he 
might want to. But up to that time the man had not changed 
his attitude a hair. He will always remain with me, I suppose; 
his figure never grows vague in my memory. Whenever I read 
of Indian resignation, Indian patience under wrongs, hardships 
and misfortunes, he comes before me. He becomes a personifi¬ 
cation, and stands for India in trouble. And for untold ages 
India in trouble has been pursued with the very remark which 
I was going to utter but didn’t, because its meaning had slipped 
me : Jtldy jow ! (‘ Come, shove along ! ’) Why, it was the 
very thing. 

In the early brightness we made a long drive out to the 
Fort. Part of the way was beautiful. It led under stately trees 
and through groups of native houses and by the usual village 
well, where the picturesque gangs are always flocking to and 
fro and laughing and chattering; and this time brawny men 
were deluging their bronze bodies with the limpid water and 
making a refreshing and enticing show of it,’ enticing, for the 
sun was already transacting business, firing India up for the 
day. There was plenty of this early bathing going on, for it 
was getting toward breakfast time, and with an unpiirified body 
the Hindoo must not eat. 

Then we struck into the hot plain and found the roads 
crowded with pilgrims of both sexes, for one of the great 
religious fairs of India was being held, just beyond the Fort, at 
the junction of the sacred rivers, the Ganges and the Jumna. 
Three sacred rivers, I should have said, for there is a sub¬ 
terranean one. Nobody has seen it, but that doesn’t signify. 
The fact that it is there is enough. These pilgrims had come 
from all oyer India j some of them had been months on the 
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way, plodding patiently along in the heat and dust, word; poor, 
hungry, but supported and sustained by an unwavering faith 
and belief; they were serenely happy and content, now; their 
full and sufficient reward was at hand; they were going to .be 
cleansed from every vestige of sin and corruption by these 
holy waters W'hich make utterly pure whatsoever thing they 
touch, even the dead and rotten. It is wonderful, the power 
of a faith like that, that can make multitudes upon multitudes 
of the old and weak and the young and frail enter without 
hesitation or complaint upon such incredible journeys and 
endure the resultant miseries without repining. It is done in 
love, or it is done in fear; I do not know which it is. No 
matter what the impulse is, the act born of it is beyond 
imagination marvellous to our kind of people, the cold whites 
There are choice great nature;^ among us that could exhibit 
the equivalent of this prodigious self-sacrifice, but the rest of 
us know that we should not be equal to anything approaching 
it. Still, we all talk self-sacrifice, and this makes me hope that 
we are large enough to honour it in the Hindoo. 

Two millions of natives arrive at this fair every year. How 
many start, and die on the road, from age and fatigue and 
disease and scanty nourishment, and how many die on the 
return, from the same causes, no one knows; but the tale is 
great, one may say enormous. Every twelfth year is held to be 
a year of peculiar grace; a greatly augmented volume of 
pilgrims results then. The twelfth year has held this distinction 
since the remotest times, it is said. It is also said that there 
is to be but one more twelfth year—for the Ganges. After 
that, that holiest of all sacred rivers will cease to be holy, and 
will be abandoned by the pilgrim for many centuries; how 
many, the wise men have not stated. At the end of that 
interval it will become holy again. Meantime the date will be 
arranged by those people who have charge of all such matters, 
the great chief Brahmins. It will be like shutting down a 
mint. At a first glarce it looks most unbrahminically un> 
commercial, but I am not disturbed, being soothed and 
tianquillised by their reputation., ‘Brer fox he lay low,* as 
Uncle Remus says ; and at the judicious time he will spring 
something on the Indian public which will show that he was 
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not financially asleep when he took the Ganges out of the 
market.* 

Great numbers of the natives along the roads»were bringing 
away holy water from the rivers- They would carry it far and 
wide in India and sell it. Tavernier, the French traveller 
(seventeenth century), notes that Ganges water is often given 
at weddings, * each guest receiving a cup or two, according to 
the liberality of the host ; sometimes 3,000 or 3,000 rupees’ 
worth of it is consumed at a wedding.’ 

The Fort is a huge old structure, and has had a large 
experience in religions. In its great court stands a monolim 
which was placed there more than two thousand years ago to 
preach Buddhism by its pious inscription; the Fort was built 
three centuries ago by a Mohammedan emperor—a resanctifi* 
cation of the place, in the inteicst of Ma/ religion; there is a 
JHindoo temple, too, with subterranean ramifications stocked 
with shrines and idols ; and now that the Fort belongs to the 
English, it contains a Cliristian church. Insured in all the 
companies. 

From the lofty ramparts one has a fine view of the sacred 
rivers. They join at that point—the pale blue Jumna, 
apparently clean and clear, and the muddy Ganges, dull yellow 
and not clean. On a long, curved it between the rivers, 
towns of tents were visible, with a multitude of fluttering 
pennons, and a mighty swarm of pilgrims. It was a trouble* 
some place to get down to, and not a quiet place when you 
arrived ; but it was interesting. There was a w’orld of activity 
and turmoil and noise, partly religious, partly commercial j for 
the Mohammedans wece there to curse and sell, and the 
Hindoos to buy and pray. It is a fair as well as a religious 
festival. Crowds were bathing, praying, and drinking the 
purifying waters, and many sick pilgrims had come long journeys 
in palanquins to be healed of their maladies by a bath ; or if 
thkt might not be, then to die on the blessed banks and so 
make sure of heaven. There were fakeers in plenty, wdth their 
bodies dusted over with ashes and their long hair caked 
together with cow-dung; for the cow is holy and so is the rest 
of it; so holy that the good Hindoo peasant frescoes the walls 
of his hut with this refuse, and also constructs ornamental 
figures out of it for the gracing of his dirt floor. There were 
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seated families, fearfully and wonderfully painted, w 5 io by 
attitude and grouping represented the families of certain great 
gods. There^was a holy man who sat naked by the day and 
by the week on a cluster of iron spikes and did not seem to 
mind it ] and another holy man who stood all day holding his 
withered arms motionless aloft, and was said to have been 
doing it for years. All of these performers have a cloth on the 
ground beside them for the reception of contributions, and 
even the poorest of the people give a trifle and hope that the 
s.icrifice will be blessed to, them. At last came a procession 
df naked holy people marching by and chanting, and I wrenched 
niyself away. 


CHAPTER LIII 

The man who is ostentatious of his modesty is twin to the statue that 
wears a fig-leaf .—Pttdtfnhead Wilsoti^s New Calendar. 

The journey to Benares was all in daylight, and occupied but 
a few hours. It was admirably dusty. The dust settled upon 
you in a thick ashy layer and turned you into a fakcer, with 
nothing lacking to the role but the cow-manure and the sense 
of holiness. There was a change of cars about mid-afternoon 
at Moghul-serai—if that was the name—and a wait of two 
hours there for the Benares train. We could have found a 
carriage and driven to the sacred city, but we should have lost 
the wait. In other countries a long wait at a station is a dull 
thing and tedious, but one has no right to have that feeling in 
India. You have the monster crowd of bejewelled natives, the 
stir, the bustle, the confusion, the shifting splendours of the 
costumes—dear me, the delight of it, the charm of it are beyond 
speech. The two-hour wait was over too soon. Among other 
satisfying things to look at was a minor native prince from the 
backwoods somewhere, with his guard of honour, a ragged but 
wonderfully gaudy gang of fifty dark barbarians armed with 
rusty flint-lock muskets. The general show came so near to- 
exhausting variety that one would have said that no addition to 
it coujd be conspicuous, but when this Falstaff and his motleys 




marcht^ through it one saw that that seeming impossibility 
had happened. 

We got away by and by, and soon reached the outer edge 
of Benares; then there was another wait; but as usual, with 
something to look at. This was a cluster of little canvas 
boxes—palanquins. A canvas box is not much of a sight—^when 
empty; but when there is a lady in it, it is an object of interest. 
These boxes were grouped apart, in the full blaze of the terrible 
sun during the three-quarters of an hour that we tarried there. 
They contained zenana ladies. They had to sit up ; there was 
not room to stretch out. They probably did not mind it. 
They are used to the close captivity of their dwellings all their 
lives ; when they go a journey they arc carried to the train in 
these boxes ; in the train they have to be secluded from in¬ 
spection. Many people pity tliltm, and I always did it myself 
and never charged anything; but it is doubtful if this com¬ 
passion is valued. While we were in India some good-hearted 
Europeans in one of the cities proposed to restrict a large park 
to the use of zenana ladies, so that they could go there and 
in assured privacy go about unveiled and enjoy sunshine and 
air as they liad never enjoyed them before. The good inten¬ 
tions back of the projjosition were recegnised, and sincere 
thanks returned for it, but the proposition itself met with a 
prompt declination at the hands of those who were authorised 
to speak for the zenara ladies. Apparently the idea was 
shocking to the ladies—indeed it was quite manifestly shocking. 
Was that proposition the equivalent of inviting European 
ladies to assemble scantily and scandalously clothed, in the 
seclusion of a private park ? It seemed to be about that. 

Witliout doubt modesty is nothing less than a holy feeling; 
and without doubt the person whose rule of modesty has been 
transgressed feels the same sort of wound that he would feel if 
something made holy to him by his religion had suffered a 
desecration. I say ‘ rule of modesty' because there are about 
a million rules in the world, and this makes a million standards 
to be looked out for. Major Slecman mentions the case of 
some high-caste veiled ladies who "were profoundly scandalised 
when some English young ladies passed by with faces bare to 
the world ; so scandalised that they spoke out with strong in¬ 
dignation and wondered that people could be so shameless as 

t 
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to expose their persons like that. And yet * the legs of the 
objectors were naked to mid-thigh.’ Both parties \«ere clean- 
minded and irreproachably modest, while abiding by their 
separate rules, but they couldn’t have traded rules for a change 
without suffering considerable discomfort All human rules 
are more or less idiotic, 1 suppose. It is best so, no doubt 
The way it is now, the asylums can hold the sane people, but 
if we tried to shut up the insane we should run out of building 
materials. 

You have a long drive through the outskirts of Benares 
before you get to the hotel. And all the aspects are melancholy. 
It is a vision of dusty sterility, decaying temples, crumbling 
tombs, broken mud walls, shabby huts; the whole region seems 
to ache with age and penury. It must take ten thousand 
years of want to produce such an aspect. We were sthl out¬ 
side of the great native city when we reached the hotel. It 
was a quiet and homelike house, inviting, and manifestly com¬ 
fortable. But we liked its annex better, and went thither. It 
was a mile away, perhaps, and stood in the midst of a large 
compound, and was built bungalow-fashion, everything on the 
ground floor, and a verandah all around. They have doors in 
India, but I don’t know why. They don’t fasten, and they 
stand open, as a rule, with a curtain hanging in the doorspace 
to keep out the glare of the sun. Still, there is plenty of 
privacy, for no white person w'ill come in without notice, of 
course. The native men-servants will, but they don't seem to 
count. They glide in, barefoot and noiseless, and are in the 
midst before one knows it. At first this is a shock, and some¬ 
times it is an embarrassment; but one has to get used to it, and 
docs. 

There was one tree in the compound, and a monkey lived 
in it. At first I was strongly interested in the tree, for I was 
told that it was the renowned peejiul—iht tree in whose shadow 
you cannot tell a lie. This one failed to stand the test, and 1 
went away from it disappointed. There was a softly-creaking 
well close by, and a couple of oxen drew water from it by the 
hour, superintended by two natives dressed in the usual * turban 
and pocket-handkerchief.’ The tree and the well were the only 
scenery, and so the compound was a soothing and lonesome 
and satisfying place; and very restful, after so many activities. 
i 
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There nobody in our bungalow but ourselves j the other 
guests were in the next one, where the table iThdie was 
furnished. A body could not be more pleasantly situated. 
Each room had the customary bath attached—a room ten or 
twelve feet square, with a roomy stone-paved pit in it and 
abundance of water ; one could not easily improve upon this 
arrangement, except by furnishing it with cold water and ex¬ 
cluding the hot, in deference to the fervency of the climate ; but 
that is forbidden ; it would damage the bather’s health. The 
stranger is warned against taking cold baths in India, but even 
the most intelligent strangers are fools, and they do not obey ; 
and so they presently get laid up. I was the most intelligent 
fool that passed through, that year. But I am still more 
intelligent now. Now that it is too late. 

I wonder if the dorian —if that is the name of it—^is another 
superstition, like the peepul tree. There was a great abun¬ 
dance and variety of tropical fruits, but the dorian was never 
in evidence. It was never the season for the dorian. It was 
always going to arrive from Burma some time or other, but it 
never did. By all accounts it w'as a most strange fruit, and 
incomparably delicious—to the taste, but not to the smell. Its 
rind was said to exude a stench of so atrocious a nature that 
when a dorian was in the room even the presence of a pole-cat 
was a refreshment. We found many who had eaten the dorian, 
and they all spoke of it with a sort of rapture. They said that 
if you could hold your nose until the fruit was in your mouth 
a sacred joy would suffuse you from head to foot that would 
make you oblivious to the smell of the rind, but that if your 
grip slipped and you caught the smell of the rind before the 
fruit W'as in your mouth, you w'ould faint. There is a fortune 
in that rind. Some day somebody will import it into Europe 
and'sell it for cheese. 

Benares was not a disappointment. It justified its reputa¬ 
tion as a curiosity. It is on high ground and overhangs a 
grand curve of the Ganges. It is a vast mass of building, 
compactly crusting a hill, and is cloven in all directions by an 
intricate., confusion of cracks which stand for streets. Tall, 
slim minarets and beflagged temple-spires rise out of it and 
give it picturesqueness, viewed from the river. The city is as 
busy as an ant-hill, and the hurly-burly of human life sw'arming 
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along the web of narrow streets reminds one of the an^ The 
sacr^ cow swarms along, too, and goes whither she phases, and 
takes toll of the grain-shops, and is very much in the way, and 
is a good deal of a nuisance, since she must not be molested. 

Benares is older than history, older than tradition, older 
even than legend, and looks twice as old as all of them put 
together. From a Hindoo statement quoted in Rev. Mr. 
Parker’s compact and lucid * Guide to Benares,’ I find that the, 
site of the town was the beginning-place of the Creation. It 
was merely an upright ‘ lingam,’ at first, no larger than a stove¬ 
pipe, and stood in the midst of a shoreless ocean. This was 
the work of the god Vishnu. Later he spread the lingam out 
till its surface was ten miles across. Still it was not large 
enough for the business ; therefore he presently built the globe 
around it. Benares is thus tile centre of the earth. This is 
considered an advantage. 

It has had a tumultuous history, both materially anJ 
spiritually. It started Brahminically, man}r ages ago; then 
by and by Buddha came in recent times 2,500 years ago, 
and after that it was Buddhist during many centuries—twelve, 
perhaps—but the Brahmins got the upper hand again, then, 
and have held it ever since. It is unspeakably sacred, in 
Hindoo eyes, and is as unsanitary as it is sacred, and smells 
like the rind of the dorian.' It is the headquarters of the 
Brahmin faith, and one-eighth of the population are priests 
of that church- But it is not an overstock, for they have all 
India as a prey. All India fiocks thither on pilgrimage, and 
pours its savings into the pockets of the priests in a generous 
stream which never fails. A priest with a good stand on the 
shore of the Ganges is much better off than the sweeper of the 
best crossing in London. A good stand is worth a world of 
money. The holy proprietor of it sits under his grand 
spectacular umbrella and blesses people all his life, and collects 
his commission, and grows fat and rich; and the stand passes 
from father to son, down and down and down through the 
ages, and remains a permanent and lucrative estate in the 
family. As Mr. Parker suggests, it can become a subject of 
dispute, at one time or another, and then the matter will be 
settled, not by prayer and fasting and consultations with 
Vishnu, but by the intervention of a much more puissant 
f 
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pcJwer-^an English court. In Bombay I was told by an 
American missionary that in India there are 640 Protestant 
missionaries at work. At first it seemed an immense force, 
but of course that was a thoughtless idea. One missionary to 
$00,000 natives—no, that is not a force; ‘it is the reverse of 
it; 640 marching against an intrenched camp of 300,000,000 
—the odds are too great. A force of 640 in Benares alone 
would have its hands over-full, with 8,000 Brahmin priests for 
adversary. Missionaries need to be well equipped with hope 
and confidence, and this equii)mcnt they seem to have always 
had, in all parts of the world. Mr. Parker tns it. It enables 
him to get a favourable outlook out of statistics which might 
add up differently with other mathematicians- For instance : 

‘ During the past few' years competent observers declare th.at 
the number of pilgrims to iJenart^s has increased.* 

And then he adds up this fact and gets this conclusion : 

‘But the revival, if so it may be called, has in it the marks 
of death. It is a spasmodic struggle before dissolution.’ 

In this world we have seen the Roman Catholic power 
dying, upon these same terms, for many centuries. Many a 
time we have gotten all ready for the funeral and found it 
postponed again, on account of the w'eathcr or something. 
Taught by experience, we ou'*ht n.'t to o”.t .• .,s • w.,- 

ihiif lhahminical one till we set* Mj : , 

parentl) one of the inos: uncertain tlnci,;-. in the wt.rid is the 
funeral ot a religion. 

I should have been glad to acquire some sort of idea of 
Hindoo theology, but the difficulties vvere too great, the matter 
W’as too intricate. Even the mere A B C of it is baffling. 
There is a trinity—Brahma, Shiva and Vishnu—independent 
pow'ers, apparently, though one cannot feel quite sure of that, 
because in one of the temples there is an image where an 
attempt has been made to concentrate the three in one person. 
The tliree have other names and plenty of them, and this 
makes confusion in one’s mind. The three have wives and 
the wives have several names, and this increases the confusion. 
There are children, the children have many names, and thus 
the confusion goes on and on. It is not worth while to try to 
get any grip upon the cloud of minor gods, there are too many 
pf them. 



m 


MORE TRAMPS ABRO^ 

It is even a justifiable economy to leave Biahtna, the 
chiefest god of all, out of your studies, for he seems to cut no 
great figure in India. The vast bulk of the national worship is 
lavished upon Shiva and Vishnu and their families. Shiva's 
symbol—the ‘lingatn’ with which Vishnu began the Creation^ 
—is worshipped by everybody, apparently. It is the commonest*^ 
object in Benares. It is on view everywhere, it is garlanded 
with flowers, offerings are made to it, it suffers no neglect. 
Commonly it is an upright stone, shaped like a thimble—some¬ 
times like an elongated thimble. This priapus-worship, then, 
is older than history. Mr. Parker says that the lingams in 
Benares ^outnumber ihe inhabitants! 

In Benares there are many Mohammedan mosques. There 
are Hindoo temples without number—these quaintly shaped 
and elaborately sculptured littSe stone jugs crowd all the lanes. < 
The Ganges itself and every individual drop of water in it are 
temples. Religion, then, is the business of Benares, just af' 
gold-production is the business of Johannesburg. Other 
industries count for nothing as compared with the vast and all- 
absorbing rush and drive and boom of the town’s specialty. 
Benares is the sacredest of sacred cities. The moment you 
step across the sharply defined line which separates it from the 
rest of the globe, you stand upon ineffably and unspeakably 
holy ground. Mr. Parker says: ‘ It is impossible to convey , 
any adequate idea of the intense feelings of veneration and 
affection with which the pious Hindoo regards “Holy Kashi” 
(Benares).’ And then he gives you this vivid and moving* 
picture: * Let a Hindoo regiment be marched through the 
district, and as soon as they cross the line and enter th.e limits 
of the holy place they rend the air with cries of “ Kashi ji ki jai 
—jai—jai! (Holy Kashi! Hail to thee ! Hail! Hail! 

Hail!) ” The weary pilgrim, scarcely able to stand, with age 
and weakness, blinded by the dust and heat and almost dead 
with fatigue, crawls out of the oven-like railway carriage and 
l^s soon as his feet touch the ground he lifts up his withered 
hands and utters the same pious exclamation. Let a European 
in some distant city in casual talk in the bazaar mention the 
fact that he has lived at Benares, and at once voices will be 
raised to call down blessings on his head, for a dwellear in 
Benares is of all men most blessed.’ 

I 
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It nftakes otir own reUgious enthusiasms seem pale and 
cold. Inasmuch as the life of religion is in the hearty not the 
head, Mr. Parker’s touching picture seems to promise a sort 
of indefinite postponement of that funeral. 


CHAPTER LIV 

I.et me make the superstitions of a nation and I care not who makes 
its laws or its songs either .—PudiTnhead IVilson^s New Calendar* 

Yes, the city of Benares is in effect just a big church, a religious 
hive, whose every cell is a temple, a shrine or a mosque, and 
where every conceivable earthly and heavenly good is procurable 
under the one roof, so to speak —a sort of Army and Navy Stores 
theologically stocked. 

I will make out a little itinerary for the pilgrim; then you 
will see how handy the system is, how convenient, how compre¬ 
hensive. If you go to Benares with a serious desire to 
spiritually benefit yourself, you will find it valuable. I got 
some of the facts from conversations with the Rev, Mr. Parker 
and the others from his ‘ Guide to Benares ’; they are therefore 
trustworthy. 

1. Purification .—At sunrise you must go down to the 
Ganges and bathe, pray, and drink some of the water. This is 
for your general purification. 

2. Protection against Next, you must fortify your¬ 

self against the sorrowful earthly ill just named, I'his you will 
do by worshipping for a moment in the Cow Temple. By the 
door of it you will find an image of Ganesh, son of Shiva ; it 
has the head of an elepliant and a human body; its face and 
hands are of silver. You will worship it a little, and pass on, 
into a covered verandah, where you will find devotees reciting 
from the sacred books, with the help of instructors. In this 
place are groups of rude and dismal idols. Y'ou may contribute 
something for their support; then pass into the temple, a grim 
gnd stenchy place, for it is populous with sacred cows and with 
,beggars. You will give something to the beggars, and 
• reverently kiss the tails ’ of such cows as pass along, for these 
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cows are peculiarly holy, and this act of worship will secure you 
from hunger for the day. , 

3. ‘ The Poor Man's Friend^ —You will next worship this 
god. He is at the bottom of a stone cistern in the temple of 
Dalbhyeswar under the shade of a noble pcepul tree on the 
bluff overlooking the Ganges—-so you must go back to the 
river. The Poor Man’s Friend is the god of material prosperity 
in general, and the god of the rain in particular. You will 
secure material prosperity, or a shower, or both, by worshipping 
him. He is Shiva, under a new alias, and he abides in the 
bottom of that cistern, in the form of a stone lingam. You 
pour Ganges water over him, and in return for this homage you 
get the promised benefits. If there is any delay about the 
rain, you must pour water in until the cistern is full; the rain 
will then be sure to come. • 

4. Fever. —At the Kedar Ghat you will find a long flight of 
stone steps leading down to the river. Half way down is a 
tank filled with sewage. Drink as much of it as you want. It- 
is for fever. 

5. Small-pox. —Go straight from there to the central Ghat. 
At its up-stream end you will find a small whitewashed building, 
which is a temple sacred to Sitala, goddess of small-pox. Her 
understudy is there—a rude human figure behind a brass screen. 
You will worship this, for reasons to be furnished presently. 

6. The Well of Fate. —For certain reasons you will next go 
and do homage at this well. You wull find it in the Dandpan 
Temple, in the city. The sunlight falls into it from a square 
hole in the masonry above. You will approach it with awe, for 
your life i.s now at stake. You will bend over and look. If 
the fates are propitious you will see your face pictured in the 
w'ater far down in the well. If matters have been otherwise 
ordered, a sudden cloud will mask the sun and you will see 
nothing. This means that you have not six months to live. 
If you are already at the point of death, your circumstances are 
now serious. There Is no time to lose. Let this world go— 
arrange for the next one. Handily situated, at your very elbow, 
is opportunity for this. You turn and worship the image of 
Maha Klal, the Great Fate, and happiness in the life to come is 
secured. If there is breath in your body yet, you should 
now make an effort to get a further lease of the present life. 

I 
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You hafe a chance. There is a chance for everything in this 
admirably stocked and wonderfully systematised Spiritual and 
Temporal Army and Navy Store. You must get yourself 
carried to the 

7. IVeU of Long Life .—^This is within the precincts of the 
mouldering and venerable Briddhkal Temple, which is one of 
the oldest in Benares, You pass in by a stone image of the 
monkey god, Hanuman, and there, among the ruined court¬ 
yards you will find a shallow pool of stagnant sewage. It smells 
like the best Limburger cheese and is filthy 'with, the washings 
of rotting lepers, but that is nothing—bathe in it; bathe in it 
gratefully and w^orshipfully, for this is the Fountain of Youth, 
these are the Waters of Long I^-ife. Your gray hairs will disap¬ 
pear, and >vith them your w'rinkles and your rheumatism, the 
burdens of care and the wearine’ss of age, and you will come 
out young, fresh, elastic and full of eagerness for the new race 
of life. Now wdll come flooding upon you the manifold desires 
that haunt the dear dreams of tlie morning of life. You will 
go whither you will find 

8. Fulfilment of Desire. —To-w it, to the Kameshwaf Temple, 
sacred to Shiva as the Lord of Desires Arrange for yours 
there. And if you like to look at idols, among the pack and 
jam of temples there you will find enough to stock a museum 
You will begin to commit sins, now, with a fresh new vivacity; 
therefore it wdll be ^vell to go frequently to a place w'here you 
can get 

9. Temporary Cleansing from Sin. —To-wit, to the \V^eIl of 
the Ear-Ring. You must approach this with the profoundest 
reverence, for it is unutterably sacred. It is indeed the most 
sacred place in Benares, the very Holy of Holies, in the esti¬ 
mation of the people. It is a railed tank, with stone stairvrays 
leading down to the water. The water is not clean,- Of 
course it could not be, for people are always bathing in it. As 
long as you choose to stand and look, you will see the files of 
sinners descending and ascending—descending soiled with sin, 
ascending purged from it. * The liar, the thief, the murderer 
and the adulterer may here wash and be clean,* says the Rev. 
Mr. Parker, in his book. Very well; I know Mr. Parker, and 
1 believe it; but if anybody else had said it, 1 should consider 
him a person who would better go down in the tank and take 

i* 
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another wash. The god Vishnu dug this tank. He had 
nothing to dig with but lus ‘discus.’ I do not know what 
a discus is, but I know it is a poor thing to dig tanks with, 
because by the time this one was finished it w’as full of sweat 
—Vishnu’s sweat. He constructed the site that Benares stands 
on, and afterward built the globe around it, and thought 
nothing of it, yet sweated like that over a little thing like this 
tank. One of these statements is doubtful. I do not know 
which one it is, but I think it difficult to believe that a god who 
could build a world around Benares would not be intelligent 
enough to build it around the tank too, and not have to dig it. 
Youth, long life, temporary purification from sin, salvation 
through propitiation of the Great Fate —these are all good. 
But you must do something more. You nui-.t 

10. Make Salvation Sure :—Tlicre are several ways. To 
get drowned in the Ganges is one, but that is not pleasant. 
To die within the limits of Benares is another ; but that is a 
risky one, because you might he out of town when your time 
came. The best one of all is the Pilgrimage Aioiind the City. 
You mu^ walk; also, you must go barefoot. The tramp is 
forty-four miles, for tlic road v.'inds out into tlie country a piece, 
and you will be marching five or six days. But you will have 
plenty of company. You will move with throngs and hosts of 
happy pilgrims whose radiant costumes will make the spectacle 
beautiful and whose glad songs and holy pxans of triumph will 
banish your fatigues and cheer your spirit; and at intervals 
there will be temples where you may sleep and be refreshed 
with food. The pilgrimage completed, you have purchased 
salvation and paid for it. But you may not get it unless you 

11. Get your Rede^nptlcn Recorded .—You can get this done 
at the Sukhi Biniyak Temple, and it is best to do it, for 
otherwise you might not be able to prove that you had made 
the pilgrimage in case the matter should some day come to be 
disputed. That temple is in a lane back of the Cow Temple. 
Over the door is a red image of Ganesh of the elephant head, 
son and heir of Shiva, ano I’rince of Wales to the Theological 
Monarchy, so to speak. Within is a god whose office it is to 
record your pilgrimage and be responsible for you. You will 
not see him, but you will see a Brahmin who will attend to the 
matter and take the money. If he should forget to collect the 

\ 
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fnoney«)rou can remind him. Hi kiiow$ that your salvation is 
' now secme, but of course you would like to know it yourself. 
You have nothing to do but go and pray, and pay, at the 

12. Well of the Knowledge of Salvation, —It is close to the 
Golden Temple. There you will see, sculptured out of a single 
piece of black marble, a bull which is much larger than any 
living bull you have ever seen, and yet is not a good likeness 
after all. And there also you will see a very uncommon thing— 
an image of Shiva. You have seen his lingani fifty thousand 
times already, but this is Shiva himself, and said to be a good 
likeness. It has three eyes. He is the only god in the firm that 
lias three. * The well is covered by a fine canopy of stone 
supported by forty pillars,* and around it you will find what you 
have already seen at almost every shrine you have visited in 
Benares, a mob of devout and "eager pilgrims. The sacred 
M’ater is being ladled out to them \ with it comes to them the 
knowledge, clear, thrilling, absolute, that they are saved j and 
you can see by their faces that there is one happiness in this 
world which is supreme, and to which no other joy is com¬ 
parable. You receive your water, you make your deposit, and 
now what more "would you have? Gold, diamonds, power, 
fame ? All in a single moment the^e things have withered to 
dirt, dust, ashes. The world has nothing to give you now 
For you it is bankrupt, 

I do not claim that tlie pilgrims do their acts of worship in 
tlie order and sequence above charted out in this Itinerary of 
mine, but I think logic suggests that they ought to do so. 
Instead of a helter-skelter worship, we then have a definite 
starting-place, and a march which carries the pilgrim steadily 
forward by reasoned and logical progression to a definite goal. 
Thus, his Ganges bath in the early morning gives him an 
appetite; he kisses the cow-tails, and that removes it. It is 
now business hours, and longings for material prosperity rise in 
his mind, and he goes and pours water over Shiva’s symbol; 
this insures the prosperity, but also brings on a rain, which 
gives him a fever. Then he drinks the sewage at the Kedar 
Ghat to cure the fever; it cures the fever, but gives him the 
small-<p 03 L He wfishes to know how it is going to turn out; he 
goes to the Dandpan Temple and looks down the well. A 
clouded sun shows him that his death is near. Logically his best 
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course, for the present, since he cannot tell at what moftaent he 
' may die, is to secure a happy hereafter; this he does, through 
the agency of the Great Fate. He is safe, now, for heaven; his 
next move will naturally be, to keep out of it as long as he can. 
Therefore he goes to the Briddhkal Temple and secures youth 
and long life by bathing in a puddle of leper-pus which would 
kill a microbe. Logically, youth has re-equipped him for sin 
and with the disposition to commit it; he will naturally go to 
the fane which is consecrated to the Fulfilment of Desires, and 
make arrangements. Logically he will now go to the Well of 
the Ear-Ring from time to time to unload and freshen-up for * 
further banned enjoyments. But first and last and all the 
time he is human, and therefore in his reflective intervals he 
will always be speculating in ‘futures.’ He will make the 
Great Pilgrimage around the* city and so make his salvation 
absolutely sure; he will also have record made of it, so that it 
may remain absolutely sure and not be forgotten or repudliated 
in the confusion of the Final Settlement. Logically, also, he will 
wish to have satisfying and tranquillising/frj< 7 «a/knowledge that 
that salvation is secure; therefore, he goes to the Well of the 
Knowledge of Salvation, adds that completing detail, and then 
goes about his affairs serene and content; for he is now royally 
endowed with an advantage which no religion in this world 
could give him but his own : for henceforth he may commit as 
many million sins as he wants to, and nothing can come of it. 

Thus the system, properly and logically ordered, is neat, 
compact, clearly defined, and covers the whole ground. I 
desire to recommend it to such as find the other systems too 
difficult, exacting and irksome for the uses of this fretful brief 
life of ours. 

However, let me not deceive any one. My Itinerary lacks 
a detail. I must put it in. The truth is, that after the pilgrim 
Iras faithfully followed the requirements of the Itinerary through 
to the end and has secured his salvation and also the personal 
knowledge of that fi^ot, there is still an accident possible to him 
which can annul the whole thing. If he should ever cross to 
the other side of the Ganges and get caught out and die there 
he would at once come to life again in the form of an ass. 
Think of that, after all this trouble and erqrense. You see how 
capricious and uncertain salvation is, ther^. The Hindoo has 

/ 
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' i. chlldilh and unreasoning aversion to being turned into an 
ass. It is hard to tell why. One could properly expect an ass to 
have an aversion to being turned into a Hindoo. One could 
understand tha!t. He could lose dignity by it, also self-respect, 
and nine-tenths of his intelligence. But the Hindoo changed 
into an ass wouldn’t lose anything; unless you count his religion. 
And he would gain much : release from his slavery to two million 
gods and twenty million priests, fakeers, holy mendicants and 
other sacred bacilli; he would escape the Hindoo hell; he would 
also escape the Hindoo heaven. These are advantages which 
the Hindoo ought to consider; then he w'ould go over and die 
on the other side. 

Benares is a religious Vesuvius. In its bowels the thw- 
logical forces have been heaving and tossing, rumbling, 
thundering, and quaking, boiling and weltering, and flaming and 
smoking for ages. But a little group of missionaries have 
taken post at its base, and they have hopes. There are the 
Baptist Missionary Society; the Church Missionary Society; the 
London Missionary Society ; the Wesleyan Missionary Society ; 
and the Zenana Bible and Medical Mission. They have 
schools, and the principal w’ork seems to be among the 
children. And no doubt that part^of the work prospers best, 
for grown people, everywhere, are always likely to clings the 
religion they were brought up in. 


CHAPTER LV 

Wrinkles shoulil merely indicate where the smiles have been. 

Pitdlnkead WihorCs New Calendar, 

In one of those Benares temples we saw a devotee working 
for salvation in a curious way. He had a huge wad of clay 
beside him and was making it up into little wee gods no bigger 
than carpet tacks. He stuck a grain of rice into each—to 
represent the liiigam, I think. He turned them out nimbly, 
for he had had long practice and had acquired great facility. 
Every day he made two thousand of these gods, then threw 
them into the holy Ganges. This act of homage brought him 
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the profound homage of the pious—also their copp^S. 
had a sure living here, and was earning a high place in the 
hereafter. 

The Ganges front is the supreme show-place of Benares. 
Its tall bluffs are solidly caked from water to summit, along a 
stretch of three miles, with a splendid jumble of massive and 
picturesque masonry, a bewildering and beautiful confusion of 
stone platforms, temples, stair-flights, rich and stately palaces— 
nowhere a break, nowhere a glimpse of the bluff itself j all the 
long face of it is compactly walled from sight by this crammed 
perspective of platforms, soaring stairways, sculptured temples, 
majestic palaces, softening away into the distances; and there 
is movement, motion, everywhere, human life everywhere, and 
brilliantly costumed—streaming in rainbows up and down the 
lofty stairways, and massed in metophorical flower gardens On 
the miles of great platforms at the river’s edge. 

All this masonry, all this architecture represents piety. 
The palaces were built by native princes w’hose homes, as a rule, 
are far from Benares, but who go there from time to time to 
refresh their souls with the sight and touch of the Ganges, the 
river of their idolatry. The stairways are records of acts of 
piety; the crowd of costly little temples are tokens of money 
spent by rich men for present credit and hope of future reward. 
Apparently the rich Christian who spends large sums upon his 
religion is conspicuous with us, by his rarity, but the rich 
Hindoo who doesn’t spend large sums upon his religion is 
seemingly non-existent. With us the poor spend money on 
their religion, but they keep back some to live on. Apparently 
in India the poor bankrupt themselves daily for their religion. 
The rich Hindoo can afford his pious outlays; he gets much 
glory for his spendings, yet keeps back a sufficiency of his 
income for temporal purposes; but the poor Hindoo is entitled 
to compassion, for his spendings keep him poor yet get him no 
glory. 

We made the usual trip up and down the river, seated in 
chairs under an awning on the deck of the usual commodious 
hand-propelled ark; made it two or three times, and could 
have made it with increasing interest and enjoyment many 
times more, of course; for the palaces and temples would grow 
more and more beautiful every time one saw them, for th a t 

t 
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happens with all such things; ako, I think one would not get 
tired of the bathers, nor their costumes, nor of their ingenuities 
in getting out of them and into them again witljput exposing 
too much bronze, nor of their devotional gesticulations and 
absorbed bead-tellings. 

But I should get tired of seeing them wash their mouths 
with that dreadful water and drink it. In fact I did get tired 
of it, and very early, too. At one place where we halted for a 
while, the foul gush from a sewer was making the water turbid 
and murky all around, and there was a random corpse slopping 
around in it that had floated down from up country. I’en 
steps below that place stood a crowd of men, women and 
comely young maidens waist deep in the water—and they were 
scooping it up in ,their hands and drinking it. Faith can 
certainly do wonders, and this was an instance of it. Those 
people were not drinking that fearful stuff to assuage thirst, but 
in order to purify their souls and the interior of their bodies. 
According to their creed, the Ganges water makes everything 
pure that it touches—instantly and utterly pure. The sewer 
water was not an offence to them, the corpse did not revolt 
them; the sacred water had touched both, and both w'ere now 
snow-pure and could defile no one. The memory of that sight 
will always stay by me ,* but not by request. 

A word further concerning the nasty but all-purifying 
Ganges water. When we went to Agra, by and by, we 
happened there just in time to be in at the birth of a marvel— 
a memorable scientific discovery—the discovery that in certain 
ways the foul and derided Ganges water is the most puissant 
purifier in the world ! This curious fact, as I have said, had 
just been added to the treasury of modern science. It had 
long been noted as a strange thing that while Benares is often 
afflicted with the cholera she does not spread it beyond her 
borders. This could not be accounted for. Mr. Hankin, the 
scientist in the employ of the Government at Agra concluded 
to examine the water. He went to Benares and made his tests. 
He got water at the mouths of the sewers where they empty 
into the river at the bathing ghats ; a cubic centimetre of it 
contained millions of cholera germs; at the end of six hours 
they were a// dead. He caught a floating corpse, towed it to 
the shore, and from beside it he dipped up water that was 
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swanning with cholera germs; at the end of six houss they 
were aU dead. He added swarm after swarm of cholera germs 
to this water^’ within the six hours they always died^ to the last 
sample. Repeatedly he took pure well water which was barren 
of animal life, and put into it a few cholera germs ; they always 
began to propagate at once, and always within six hours they 
swarmed— and were numberahle by millions upon millions. 

For ages and ages the Hindoos have had absolute faith that 
the water of the Ganges was utterly [;ure, could not be defiled 
by any contact whatsoever, and infallrbly made pure and clean 
whatsoever thing touched it. They still believe it, and that is 
why they bathe in it and drink it, caring nothing for its seeming' 
filthiness and the floating corpses. The Hindoos have been 
laughed at, these many generations, but the lau^^ will need 
to modify itself a little from now on. How did they find out 
the water’s secret in those ancient ages? Ifad they germ- 
scientists then ? We do not know. We only know that they 
had a civilisation long before we emerged from srvagery. But 
to return to where I was before; I was about to speak of the 
burning ghat. 

They do not burn fakeers—those revered mendicants. 
They are so holy that they can get to their place without that 
sacrament, provided they be consigned to the consecrating 
river. We saw one carried out to mid-stream and thrown 
overboard. He was sandwiched between Tw '• -hihs of 

stone. 

We lay off the cremation-ghat half an hour and saw nine 
corpses burned. I should not wish to see any more of it, 
unless I might select the parties. The mourners follow the 
bier through the lowm and down to the ghat; then the bier- 
bearers deliver the body to some low-caste natives—Dorns— 
and the mourners turn about and go back home. I heard no 
crying, and saw no tears, there was no ceremony of parting. 
Apparently these expressions of griePtind affection are reserved 
for the privacy of the home. The dead women come draped 
in red, the men in white. They are laid in the water at the 
river’s edge while the pyr j is being prepared. 

The first subject was a man. When the Dorns unswathed 
him to vrash him, he proved to be a sturdily-built, well 
nourished and handsome old gentleman, with not a sign 
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about kim to suggest that he had ever been ill. Dry wood 
was brought and built' up into a loose pile; the corpse 
was laid upon it and covered over with fuel. Then a naked 
holy man who was sitting on high ground a little distance 
away began to talk and shout with great energy, and he kept 
up this noise right along. It may have been the funeral 
sermon, and probably was. I forgot to say that one of the 
mourners remained behind when the others went away. This 
was the dead man’s son, a boy of ten or twelve, brown and 
handsome, grave and self-possessed, and clothed in flowing 
white. He was there to burn his father. He was given a 
torch, and vrhile be slowly walked seven times around the 
pyre the naked black man on the high ground poured out his 
sermon more clamorously than ever. The seventh circuit 
completed, the boy applied the torch at his father’s head, then 
at his feet, the flames sprang briskly up with a sharp crackling 
noise, and the lad went away. Hindoos do not want daughters, 
because their weddings make such a ruinous'expense; but 
they ^vant sons, so that at death they may have honourable 
exit from the w'orld; and there is no honour equal to the 
honour of having one’s pyre lighted by one’s son. The father 
who dies sonless is in a grievous situation indeed, and is 
pitied, l.ife being uncertain, the Hindoo marries while he is 
still a boy, in the hope that he will have a son ready when the 
day of his need shall come. But if he have no son, he will 
adopt one. This answ'ers every purpose. 

Meantime the corpse is burning—and several others. It 
1 dismal business. The stokers did not sit down in idle- 
, bat moved briskly about, punching up the Arcs with long 
'■'(It 1 now and then adding fuel. Sometimes they 

^ half of a skeleton into the air, then slammed it 
1 beat it with the pok, '^’■eaking it up so that it would 
‘lain better. They hoisted skuiis up in the same way and 
banged and battered them. The sight was hard to bear; it 
would have been harder if the mourners had stayed to witness 
it. I had but a moderate desire to see a cremation; so it was 
soon satisfied. For sanitary reasons it would be well if 
cremation were universal; but this form of it is revolting, and is 
not to be recommended. 

The lire used is sacred, of course—for there is money in it 
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Ordinai 7 fire is forbidden; there is no money in it • I was 
told that this sacred fire is all furnished by one person, and 
that he has a monopoly of it and charges a good price for it. 
Sometimes a rich mourner pays a thousand rupees for it To 
get to paradise from India is an expensive thing. Every 
detail connected with the matter costs something, and helps to 
fatten a priest I suppose it is quite safe to conclude that 
that fire-bug is in holy orders. 

Close to the cremation-ground stand a few time worn 
stones which are remembrances of the suttee. Each has a 
rough carving upon it representing a man and woman standing 
or walking hand in hand, and marks the spot where a widow*, 
went to her death by fire in the days when the suttee flourished. 
Mr. Parker said that widows would burn themselves now if 
Government would allow it. * The family that can point to 
one of these little memorials and sa)', * She who burned herself 
there was an ancestress of ours,’ is envied. 

It is a curious people. With them, all life seems to be 
sacred except human life. Even the life of vermin is sacred, 
and must not be taken. The good Jain wipes off a seat before 
using it, lest he cause the death of some valueless insect by 
sitting down on it. It grieves him to have to drink water, 
because the provisions in his stomach may not agree with the 
microbes. Yet India invented Thuggery and the Suttee. 
India is a hard country to understand. 

We went to the temple of the Thug goddess, Bhowanee, or 
Kali, or Durga. She has these names, and others. She is 
the only god to whom living sacrifkes are made. Goats are 
sacrificed to her. Monkeys would be cheaper. There are 
plenty of them about the place. Being sacred, they make 
themselves very free, and scramble around wherever they 
please. The temple and its porch are beautifully carved, but 
this is not the case with the idol. Bhowanee is not pleasant 
to look at. She has a silver face and a projecting swollen tongue 
which is painted a deep red. She wears a necklace of skulls. 

In fact, none of the idols in Benares are handsome or 
attractive. And what a swarm of them there is 1 The town is 
a vast museum of idols—and all of them crude, misshapen 
and ugly. They flock through one’s dreams at night, a wild 
mob of nightmares. 'When you get tired of them in the 
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temple and take a trip on the river, you find idol giants, 
flashily painted, stretched out side by side on the shore. And 
apparently, wherever there is room for one more lingam, a 
lingam is there. If Vishnu had foreseen what his town was 
going to be, he would have called it Idolville or Lingamburg. 

The most conspicuous feature of Benares is the pair of 
slender white minarets which tower like masts from the great 
Mosque of Aurangzeb. They seem to be always in sight, 
from everywhere, those airy, graceful, inspiring things. But 
masts is not the right word, for masts have a perceptible taper, 
while these minarets have not. They are 142 feet high, and 
only 8| feet in diameter at the base and 74 at the summit— 
scarcely any taper at all. These are the proportions of a 
candle; and fair and fairy-like candles these are. Will be, 
anyway, some day, when the Christians inherit them and top 
them with the electric light. There is a great view from up 
there—a wonderful view. A large gray monkey was part of it, 
and damaged it. A monkey has no judgment. This one was 
skipping about the upper great heights of the mosque—skipping 
across empty, yawning intervals which were almost too wide 
for him, and which he only just barely cleared, each time, by 
the skin of his teeth. He got me so nervous that I couldn’t 
look at the view. I couldn’t look at anything but him. Every 
time he went sailing over one of those abysses my breath 
stood still, and when he grabbed for the perch he was going 
for, I grabbed too, in sympathy. And he was perfectly 
indiflerent, perfectly unconcerned, and I did all the panting 
myself. He came within an ace of losing his life a dozen 
times, and I was so troubled about him that I w'ould have 
shot him if I had had anything to do it w’ith. But I strongly 
recommend the view. There is more monkey than view, and 
there is always going to be more monkey than view while 
that idiot survives, but what view you get is superb. You 
have all Benares, and the river, and the region round about 
spread out before you. Take a gun, and look at the view. 

The next thing I saw was more reposeful. It was a new 
kind of art It was a picture painted on water. It was done 
by a native. He sprinkled fine dust, of various colours, on the 
still surface of a basin of water, and out of these sprinklings a 
dainty and pretty picture gradually grew—a picture which a 
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breath could destroy. Somehow it was impressive, a^ so. 
much browsing among massive and battered and decaying, 
fanes that rest upon ruins, and those ruins upon still other 
ruins, and those upon still others again. It was a sermon, an 
allegory, a symbol, of Instability. Those creations in stone were 
only a kind of water-pictures, after all. 

A prominent episode in the Indian career of Warren 
Hastings had Benares for its theatre. Wherever that extra¬ 
ordinary man set his foot he left his mark. He came to 
Benares in 1781 to collect a fine of 500,000/. which he had 
levied upon its Raja, Cheit Singh, on behalf of the East India 
Company. Hastings was a long way from home and help; there 
were probably not a dozen Englishmen within reach ; the Raja 
was in his fort, with his myriads around him. But no matter \ 
from his little camp in a neighbouring garden Hastings sent a ' 
party to arrest the sovereign. He sent on this daring mission 
a couple of hundred native soldiers—sepoys—under command 
of three young English lieutenants. The Raja submitted, with¬ 
out a word. The incident lights up the Indian situation 
electrically, and gives one a vivid sense of the strides which the 
English had made and the mastership they had acquired in 
the land since the date of Clive’s great victory. In a quarter 
of a century, from being nobodies and feared by none, they were 
become confessed lords and masters, feared by all—sovereigns 
included. It makes the fairy tales sound true. The English 
had not been afraid to enlist native soldiers to fight against 
their own people and keep them obedient. And now Hastings 
was not afraid to come away out to this remote place with a hand¬ 
ful of such soldiers and send them to arrest a native sovereign. 

The lieutenant imprisoned the Raja in his own fort. It 
was beautiful, the pluckiness of it, the impudence of it The 
arrest enraged the Raja’s people, and all Benares came storm¬ 
ing about the place and threatening vengeance. And yet, but 
for an accident nothing important would have resulted, 
perhaps. The mob fcJnd out a most strange thing, an 
almost incredible thing—that this handful of soldiers had come 
on their hardy errand wit/i empty guns and no ammunition, 

1 his has been attributed to thoughtlessness } but it could hardly 
have been that, for in such large emergencies as this, intelligent 
people do * think: it must have been indifference, an over- 
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eonfidAnce born of the proved subinissiveness of the native 
character when confronted by even one or two stem Britons in 
their war paint. But however that may be, it was a fatal 
discovery that the mob had made. They were full of courage, 
now, and)they broke into the fort and massacred the helpless 
soldiers and their oflScers. Hastings escaped from Benares by 
night and got safely away, leaving the principality in a state 
of wild insurrection ; but he was back again within the month, 
and quieted it down in his prompt and virile way, and took the 
Raja’s throne away from him and gave it to another man. lie 
was a capable kind of person, was Warren Hastings. This was 
. the only time he was ever out of ammunition. Some of his 
acts have left stains upon his name which can never be washed 
away, but he saved to England the Indian Empire, and that 
was the best service that was ever done to the Indians them¬ 
selves, those wretched heirs of a hundred centuries of pitiless 
oppression and abuse, ‘ 


CHAPTER LVI 

True Irreverence is disrespect fur another man’s god. ‘ 

PudiTnhead Wilsot^s New Calendar, 

It was in Benares that I saw another living god. That makes 
two. I believe I have seen the most of the greater and lesser 
wonders of the w'orld, but I do not remember that any of them 
interested me so overwhelmingly as did that pair of gods. 
When I try to account for this effect I find no difficulty about 
it. I find that, as a rule, when a thing is a wonder to us it is 
not because of what we see in it, but because of what others 
have seen in it. We get almost all our wonders at second¬ 
hand. We are eager to see any celebrated thing—and we never 
fail of our reward; just the deep privilege of gazing upon an 
object which has stirred the enthusiasm or evoked the reverence 
or affection or admiration of multitudes of our race is a thing 
whida we value; we are profoundly glad that we have seen it, 
we are permanently enriched from having seen it, we would 
. not part with the memory of that experience for a great 
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|»ncc. And yet that v&y spcctade maybe tbeYou 
cannot keep your enthusiasms down, you cannot ke^ your, 
^notions within bounds when that soaring bubble of marble; 
breaks upon your view. But these are not your enthusiasms 
and emotions—they are the accumulated emotions and; 
enthusiasms of a thousand fervid writers, who have been slowly 
and steadily storing them up in your heart day by day and year 
: by year all your life; and now they burst out in a flood and 
overwhelm you, and you could not be a whit happier if th^ 
wcrfe your very own. By and by you sober down, and then you 
perceive that you have been drunk on the smell of somebody 
else’s cork. For ever and ever the memory of my distant first 
glimpse of the Taj will compensate me for creeping around the 
globe to have that great privilege. ^ ^ 

But the Taj—with all your’’ inflation of delusive emotions, 
acquired at second hand from people to whom in the majority 
of cases they were also delusions acquired at second hand—a 
thing which you fortunately did not think of or it might have 
made you doubtful of what you imagined were your own—what 
is the Taj, as a marvel, a spectacle and an uplifting and over* 
powering wonder, compared with a living, breathing, speaking 
Personage whom several millions of human beings devoutly- 
and sincerely and unquestioningly believe to be a God, and 
humbly and gratefully worship as a God ? 

He was sixty years old when I saw him. He is called Sri 
108 Swami Bhaskarananda SaraswatL That is one form of it 
I think that that is what you would call him in speaking to 
him—because it is thort. But 5’ou v/ould use more of his 
name in addressing a letter to him; courtesy would require 
this. Even then you would not have to use all of it, but only 
this much : . , 

Sri X08 Matparamahansa^arivraiakacharyaswamibhaska- 
ranandasaraswaii. 

You do not put * Esq.' after it, for that is not necessary. 
The word which opens the volley is itself a title of honour*— 

* Sri.' The * 108 ’ stands for the rest of iiis names, I believe. 
Vi^mu has xo8 names which he does not use in business, and 
no doubt it is a custom of gods and a privilege sacred to their 
order to keep 108 extra ones in stock. Just the restifded 
name set down above is a handsome property, without the. xo8. 
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% tny count it has fifty-eight l^tm in it. This removes the 
lon^ German words from competition; they are permanently 
but of the race. 

Sri zo8 S. B. Saraswati has attained to what among the 
Hindoos is called the * state of perfection.* It is a state which 
other Hindoos reach by being born again and again, and over 
and over again into this world, through one re-incarnation after 
another—a tiresome long job covering centuries and decades 
of centuries, and one that is full of risks, too, like the accident 
of dying on the wrong side of the Ganges come time or other 
and waking up in the form of an ass, with a fresh start neces- 
. sary and the numerous trips to be made all over again. But 
in reaching perfection, Sri io8 S. B. S. has escaped all that. He 
is no longer a part or a feature of this world ; his substance has 
clianged, all earthiness has departed out of it; he is utterly holy, 
utterly pure ; nothing can desecrate this holiness or stain this 
purity ; he is no longer of the earth, its concerns are matters 
foreign to him, its pains and griefs and troubles cannot reach 
him. When he dies, Nir\’ana is his ; he will be absorbed into 
the substance of the Supreme Delly and be at peace for ever. 

The Hindoo Scriptures point out how this state is to be 
reached, but it is only once in a thousand years, perhaps, that 
a candidate accomplishes it. This one has traversed the 
course required, stage by stage, from the beginning to the end, 
and now has nothing left to do but wait for the call which shall 
release him from a world in which he has now no part nor lot. 
First, he passed through the student stage and became learned 
in the holy books. Next he became citizen, householder, 
husband, and father. That was the required second stage. 
Then, like John Bunyan’s Christian, he bade perpetual good¬ 
bye to his family, as required, and went wandering away. He 
went far into the desert and served a term as hermit Next, 
he became a beggar, * in accordance with the rites laid down 
in the Scriptures,* and wandered about India eating the bread 
of mendicancy. A quarter of a century ago he reached the 
stage of purity. This needs no garment; its symbol is nudity j 
he discarded the waist-cloth which he had previously worn. 
He could resume it now if he chose, for neither that n»r any 
other contact can defile him; but he does not choose. 

There are sev'cral other stages, I believe, but I do not 
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icememb^ what they are. But he has beeh through^ them« 
Throughout the long course, he was perfecting himself in holy 
learning, and writing commentaries upon the sacred books. 
He was also meditating upon Brahma, and he does that now. 

White marble relief-portraits of him are sold all about 
India. He lives in a good house in a noble great garden in 
Benares, all meet and proper to his stupendous rank. Neces- 
rsarily he does not go abroad in the streets. Deities would 
never be able to move about handily in any country. If one 
whom we recognised and adored as a god should go abroad in 
our streets, and the day it was to happen were known, all 
traffic would be blocked and business would come to a 
standstill. 

This god is comfortably housed, and yet modestly, tiH 
things considered, for if he wanted to live in a palace he 
would only need to speak and his worshippers would gladly 
build it Sometimes he sees devotees for a moment, and 
comforts them and blesses them, and they kiss his feet and go 
away happy. Rank is nothing to him, he being a god. To 
him all men are alike. He sees whom he pleases, and denies 
himself to whom he pleases. Sometimes he receives a prince 
and denies himself to a pauper; at other times he receives the 
pauper and turns the prince aw’ay. However, he does not 
receive many, of either class. He has to husband his time for- 
his meditations, I think he would receive Rev. Mr, Parker 
at any time. 1 think he is sorry for Mr. Parker, and I think 
Mr. Parker is sorry for him and no doubt this compassion is 
good for both of them. 

When we arrived we had to stand around in the garden a 
little while and wait, and the outlook was not good, for he had 
been turning away Maharajas that day and receiving only the 
riffraff, and we belonged in between, somewhere. But pre¬ 
sently one of his servants came out and said it was all right, 
he was coming. 

And sure enough he came; and I saw him—that object of 
the worship of millions. It was a strange sensation—and 
thrilUng. I wish I could feel it stream through my veins again. 
And yet, to me he was not a god, he was only a Taj; the 
thrill was not my thrill, but had come to me second hand from 
those invisible millions of believers: by a hand-shake with 
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their gBd-1 had groand-dreuited their wire and got their 
monster battery’s whole charge. 

He was tall and slender; indeed emaciated. He had a 
clean-cut and conspicuously intellectual face, and a deep and 
kindly eye. He looked many years older than he really was, 
but much study and meditation and fasting and prayer, with 
the arid life he had led as hermit and beggar,<could account 
for that. He is wholly nude when he receives natives, of 
whatsoever rank they may be, but he had a white cloth around 
his loins now, a concession to Mr. Parker’s European pre¬ 
judices, no doubt. 

As soon as I had sobered down a little we got along very 
well together, and I found him a most pleasant and friendly 
deity. He had heard a deal ajpout Chicago, and showed a 
quite remarkable interest in it, for a god. It all came of the 
World’s Fair and the Congress of Religions. If India knows 
about nothing else American, she knows about those, and will 
keep them in miiTd one while. 

He proposed an exchange of autographs—a delicate atten¬ 
tion which made me believe in him, but I had been having 
my doubts before. He wrote his in his book, and I have a 
reverent regard for that book, though the words run from right 
to left, and so I can’t read it. It was a mistake to print it that 
way. It contains his voluminous comments on the Hindoo 
holy writings, and if I could make them out I would try for 
perfection myself. I gave,him a copy of Huckleberry Finn. 
I thought it might rest him up a little to mix it in along with 
his meditations on Brahma, for he looked tired, and I knew 
that if it didn’t do him any good it -wouldn’t do him any harm. 

He has a scholar meditating under him—Mina Bahadur 
Rana—but we did not see him. He wears clothes and is very 
imperfect. He has written a little pamphlet about his master, 
and I have that. It contains a wood-cut of the master and 
himself seated on a rug in the garden. The portrait of the 
master is very good indeed. The posture is exactly that which 
Brahma himself affects, and it requires long arms and limber 
legs and cannot be accumulated b^ anybody but gods and the 
india-rubber man. There is a life-size marble relief of Shri 
108 S.B.S. in the garden; it r^resentg him in this same 
posture, 

A A 
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Dear me, it is a strange world. Particularly thtf Indian 
division of it. This pupil, Mina Bahadur Rana is not a 
commonplace person, but a man of distinguished capacities 
and attainments, and apparently he had a fine worldly career 
in front of him. He was serving the Nepal Government in a 
high capacity at the Court of the Viceroy of India, twenty 
years ago; he,was an able man, educated, a thinker, a man of 
property. But the longing to devote himself to a religious life 
came upon him, and he resigned his place, turned his back 
upon the vanities and comforts of the world and went away! 
into the solitudes to live in a hut and study the sacred writings 
and meditate upon virtue and holiness and seek to attain them. 
This sort of religion resembles ours. Christ recommended the 
rich to give away all their property and follow Him—in pove>J^, 
not in worldly comfort. American and English millionaires do 
it every day, and thus verify and confirm to the world the 
tremendous forces that lie in religion ; yet many people scoff 
at them for this loyalty to diit}', and many will scoff at Mina 
Bahadur Rana and call him a crank. Like many Christians of 
great character and intellect, he has made the study of his 
Scriptures and the writing of books of commentaries upon them 
the loving labour of his life; like them he has believed that 
this was not an idle and foolish waste of his life, but a most 
worthy and honourable employment of it; yet there are many 
people who will see, in those others, men worthy of homage 
and deep reverence, but in him merely a crank. And they 
will call him so. But I shall not. lie has my reverence. And 
I don’t offer it as a common thing and poor, but as an unusual 
thing and of value. 'Lhe ordinary reverence, the reverence 
defined and explained by the dictionary, costs nothing. 
Reverence for one’s own sacred things—parents, religion, flag, 
laws; and respect for one’s own beliefs—these are feelings which 
we cannot even help; they come natural to us; they are 
involuntary—like breathing. There is no personal merit in 
breathing. But the reverence which is difficult, and which lias 
personal merit in it, is the respect which 5'ou pay—without 
compulsion—to the political or religious attitude of a man 
whose beliefs are not yours; You can’t revere his gods or his 
politics, and no one expects you to do that, but you could 
re.spect his belief in them if you tried hard enough; and you 
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coutd respect too, if you tried hard enough. But it is 
very \ery difficult, it is next to impossible, and so we hardly 
ever try. If the man doesn’t believe as we do, we say he is a 
crank, and that settles it. 1 mean it does nowadays, because 
now we can’t burn him. 

We are always canting about people’s ‘ irreverence,' always 
charging this offence upon somebody or other, and thereby 
intimating that we are better than that person and do not 
commit that offence ourselves. Whenever we do this we are 
in a lying attitude, and our speech is cant; for none of us is 
reverent—in a meritorious way ; deep down in our hearts we 
are all irreverent. There is probably not a single exception to 
this rule in the earth. There is probably not one person whose 
reverence rises higher than respect for his own sacred things; 
and therefore is not a thing to bdast about and be proud of, 
since the most degraded savage has that—and, like the best of 
us, has nothing higher. To speak plainly, we despise all 
reverences and all objects of reverence which are outside the 
pale of our own list of,-sacred things. And yet with strange 
inconsistency we are shocked when other people despise and 
defile the things which are holy to us. Suppose we should 
meet with a paragraph like the following, in the newspapers: 

‘Yesterday a visiting party of the British nobility had a 
picnic at Mount Vernon, and in the tomb of Washington they 
ate their luncheon, sang popular songs, played games, and 
danced waltzes and polkas.’ 

Should we be shocked ? 'Should we feel outraged ? Should 
we be amazed ? Should we call the performance a desecration ? 
Yes, that woutd all happen. Wc should denounce those people 
in round terms and call them hard names. 

And suppose we should find this paragraph in the news¬ 
papers : * 

‘Yesterday a visiting party of American pork-millionak-es 
had a picnic in Westminster Abbey, and in that sacred place 
they ate their luncheon, sang popular songs, played games, 
and danced waltzes and polkas.’ 

Would the English be shocked ? Would they feel outraged ? 
.Would they be amazed ? Would they call the performahee a 
desecration ? That would all happen. The pork-millionaires 
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would be denounced in round terms; they would be called 
hard names. 

In the tomb at Mount Vernon lie the ashes of America’s 
most honoured son; in the Abbey, the ashes of England’s 
greatest dead; the tomb of tombs, the costliest in the earth, 
the wonder of the world, the Taj, was built by a great emperor 
to honour the memory of a perfect wife and perfect mother, 
one in whom there was no spot or blemish, whose love was his 
stay and support, whose life was the light of the world to him; 
in it her ashes lie, and to the Mohammedan millions of India, 
it is a holy place; to them it is what Mount Vernon is ta 
Americans, it is what the Abbey is to the English. 

Major Sleeman, writing forty or fifty years ago, says (the 
italics are mine): , 

*I would here enter my humble protest against the 
and lunch parties which are sometimes given to the European 
ladies and gentlemen of the station at this imperial tomb; 
drinking and dancing are no doubt very good things in their 
season, but they are sadly out of place in a sepulchre* 

Were there any Americans among those lunch parties? If 
they were invited, there were. If my imagined lunch-parties 
in Westminster and the tomb of Washington should take place, 
the incident would cause a vast outbreak of bitter eloquence 
about Barbarism and Irreverence; and it would come from two 
sets of people who would go next day and dance in the Taj if 
they had a chance. 

As we took our leave of the Benares god and started away 
we noticed a group of natives waiting respectfully just within 
the gate—a Rajah from somewhere in India, and some people 
of lesser consequence. The god beckoned them to come, and 
as we passed out the Rajah was kneeling and reverently kissing 
his sacred feet. * 

If Barnum- But Barnum’s ambitions are at rest. This 

god will remain in the holy peace and seclusion of his garden 
undisturbed. Barnum could not have gotten him, any way. 
Still, he would have found a substitute that would answer. 
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CHAPTER LVII 

Do not undervalue the headache. While it is at its sharpest it seems s 
had investment; but when relief begins, the unexpired remainder is worth 
S4 a minute.— Pttdtrnhead Wilson's New Calendar, 

A COMFORTABLE railway journey of seventeen and a half houia 
brought us to the capital of India, which is likewise the capital 
of Bengal—Calcutta. Like Bombay, it has a population of 
nearly a million natives and a small gathering of white people. 
It is a huge city, and fine, and is called the City of Palaces. It 
is rich in historical memories; righ in British achievement— 
military, political, commercial; rich in the results of the 
miracles done by that brace of mighty magicians, Clive and 
Hastings, Andhas a cloud-kissing monument to one Ochterlony. 

It is a fluted candlestick 250 feet high. This lingain is the 
only large monument in Calcutta, I believe. It is a fine orna¬ 
ment, and will keep Ochterlony in mind. Wherever you are, 
in Calcutta, and for miles around, you can see it; and alwa)»s 
w'hen you see it you think of Ochterlony. And so there is not 
an hour in the day that you do not think of Ochterlony and 
wonder who he was. It is good that Clive cannot come back, for 
he would think it was for Plussey; and then that great spirit would 
be wounded when the revelation came that it was not. Clive 
would find out that it was for Ochterlony ; and he would think 
Ochterlony was a battle. And he would think it was a great 
one, too; and he would say, * With three thousand I whipped 
sixty thousand and founded the Empire—and there is no 
monument; this other soldier must have whipped a billion with 
a dozen and saved the world.’ 

But he would be mistaken. Ochterlony was a man, not a 
battle. And he did good and honourable service, too; as good 
and honourable service as has been done in India by seventy- 
five or a hundred other Englishmen of courage, rectitude,*and 
distinguished capacity. For India has been a fertile breeding 
ground of such men, and remains so; great men, both in war 
,imd in the civil service; and as modest as great. But they have 
nCt monuments, and were not expecting any. Ochterlony could 
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pot have been expecting one, anid it is not at all likely that he 
desired one—certainly not until Clive and Hastings should be 
supplied. Every day Clive and Hastings lean on the battle* 
ments of heaven and look down and wonder which of the two 
the monument is for; they fret and worry because they cannot 
find out, and so the peace of heaven is spoiled for them and 
lost. But not so, Ochtcrlony. Ochterlony is not troubled. 
He doesn't suspect that it is his monument. Heaven is sweet 
and peaceful to him. There is a sort of unfairness about it all. 

Indeed if monuments were always given in India for high 
achievement, duty straitly performed, and smirchless records, 
the landscape would be monotonous with them. The handful 
of English in India govern the Indian myriads with apparent 
ease, and without noticeable friction, through tact, training, |nd 
distinguished administrative ability,* reinforced by just and 
liberal laws—and by keeping their word t(Fthe native whenever 
they give it. 

England is far from India, and knows but little about the 
eminent services performed by her servants there, for it is the 
newspaper correspondent who makes fame, and he is not sent 
to India but to the Continent, to report the doings of the 
princelets and the dukelets, and where they are visiting and 
v.'hom they are marrying. Often a British official spends thirty 
or forty years in India, climbing from grade to grade by services 
which would make him celebrated anywhere else, and finishes 
as a vice viceroy, governing a great district and millions of 
subjects ; then he goes home to England substantially unknown 
and unheard-of, and settles down in some modest corner, and 
is as one extinguished. Ten years later there is a twentydine 
obituary in the London papers, and the reader stands paralysed 
over the splendours of a career which he is not sure that he has 
ever heard of before. But in the meantime he has learned all 
about the continental princelets and dukelets. 

The average man is profoundly ignorant of countries that 
lie remote from his awn. When they are mentioned in his 
presfince one or two facts and maybe a couple of names rise 
like torches in his mind, lighting up an inch or two of it and 
leaving the rest all dark. The mention of Egypt suggests some 
Biblical facts and the Pyramids—nothing more. The mention 
of South Africa suggests Kimberley and the diamonds, and 
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m end. Fprmerlyi the tnention, to a Hindoo, of 
America suggested a name—Geoige Washington—with that his 
familiarity with our country was exhausted. Latterly his 
familiarity with it has doubled in bulk; so that when America 
is mentioned now, two torches Hare up in the dark caverns of 
his mind and he says, ‘ Ah, the country of the great man— 
Washington ; and of the Holy City—Chicago.' For he knows 
about the Congress of Religions j and this has enabled him to 
get an erroneous impression of Chicago. 

When India is mentioned to the citizen of a far country it 
suggests Clive, Hastings, the Mutiny, Kipiing, and a number 
of other great events; and the mention of Calcutta infallibly 
brings up the Black Ilole. And so, when that citizen finds 
himself in the capital of India he goes first of all to sec the 
Black Hole of Calcutta—and is 'disappointed. 

The Black Hole was not preserved; it is gone, long, long 
ago. It is strange. Just as it stood, it was itself a monument; 
a ready-made one. It was finished, it w'as complete, its 
materials were strong and lasting, it needed no furbishing up, 
no repairs; it merely needed to be let alone. It was the first 
brick, the Foundation-Stone, upon which was reared a mighty 
Empire—the Indian Empire of Great Britain. It was the 
ghastly episode of the Black Hole that maddened the British 
and brought Clive, that young military marvel, raging up from 
Madras, it was the seed from which sprung Plassey; and it 
was that extraordinary battle, whose like had not been seen in 
the earth since Agincourt, that laid deep and strong the foun¬ 
dations of England’s colossal Indian sovereignty. 

And yet within the time of men who still live, the Black 
Hole was torn down and thrown away as carelessly as if its 
bricks were common clay, not ingots of historic gold. There 
is no accounting for human beings. 

Thp supposed site of the Black Hole is marked by an en¬ 
graved plate, I saw that j and better that than nothing. 
The Black Hole was a prison—a cell is nearer the right word 
—eighteen feet square, the dimensions of an ordinary bed¬ 
chamber ; and into this place the victorious Nabob of Ben- 
gal packed 146 of his English prisoners. There was hardly 
standing room for them; scarcely a breath of air was to 
be got; the time was night, the weather sweltering hot. 
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Before the dawn came, the captives were all d^d but 
twenty-three. Mr. Holwell’s long account of the awful episode 
was familiar to the world a hundred years ago, but one seldom 
sees in print even an extract from it in our day. Among the 
striking things in it is this. Mr. Holwell, perishing with 
thirst, kept himself alive by sucking the perspiration from his 
sleeves. It gives one a vivid idea of the situation. He pre¬ 
sently found that while he was busy drawing life from one of 
his sleeves a young English gentleman was stealing supplies 
from the other one. Holwell was an unselfish man, a man of 
the most generous impulses; he lived and died famous for these ■ 
fine and rare qualities ; yet when he found out what was hap¬ 
pening to that unwatched sleeve, he took the precaution to 
suck that one dry first. The miseries of the Black Hole were 
able to change even a nature like his. But that young gentle¬ 
man was one of the twenty-three survivors, and he said it was 
the stolen perspiration that saved his life. From the middle of 
Mr, Holwell’s narrative I will make a brief excerpt: 

* Then a general prayer to Heaven, to hasten the approach 
of the flames to the right and left of us, and put a period to our 
misery. But these failing, they whose strength and spirits were 
quite exliaustcd, laid themselves down and expired quietly upon 
their fellows : others who had yet some strength and vigour 
left, made a last effort at the windows, and several succeeded 
by leaping and scrambling over the backs and heads of those 
in the first rank, and got hold of the bars, from which there 
was no removing them. Many to the right and left sunk with 
the violent pressure, and were soon suffocated; for now a 
steam arose from the living and the dead, which affected us in 
all its circumstances, as if we were forcibly held with our 
heads over a bowl full of strong volatile spirit of hartshorn, until 
suffocated; nor could the effluvia of the one be distinguished 
from the other, and frequently, when I was forced by the load 
upon my head and shoulders, to hold my face down, I Was 
obliged, near as I was to the window, instantly to raise it again 
to avoid suffocation, i need not, my dear friend, ask your 
commiseration, when I tell you, that in this plight, from half an 
hour past eleven till near two in the morning, I sustained 
the weight of a heavy man, with his knees in my back, and 
the pressure of his whole body on my head. A Dutch ser- 
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geant, who had taken his seat upon xny left shoulder^ and a 
Topaz (a black Christian soldier) bearing on my right; all 
which nothing could have enabled me long to support, but the 
props and pressure equally sustaining me all around. The two 
latter I frequently dislodged, by shifting my hold on the bars, 
and driving my knuckles into their ribs ; but my friend 
above stuck fast, and as he held ‘by two bars, was immov¬ 
able. 

* I exerted anew my strength and fortitude; but the re 
peated trials and efforts I made to dislodge the insufferable 
incumbrances upon me, at last quite exhausted me ; and 
towards two o’clock, finding I must quit the window, or 
sink where I was, I resolved on the former, having bore, 
truly for the sake of others, infinitely more for life than the 
best of it is worth. In the rank close behind me was an officer 
of one of the ships, whose name was Cary, and who had be¬ 
haved with much bravery during the siege (his wife, a fine 
woman, though country born, would not quit him, but ac¬ 
companied him into the prison, and was one who survived). 
This poor wretch had been long raving for water and air; 
I told him I was determined to give up life, and recom¬ 
mended his gaining my station. On my quitting it he made 
a fruitless attempt to get my place; but the Dutch sergeant, 
who sat on my shoulder, supplanted him. Poor Cary ex¬ 
pressed his thankfulness, and said he would give up life too; but 
it was with the utmost labour we forced our way from the 
window (several in the inner ranks appearing to me dead 
standing, unable to fall by the throng and equal pressure 
around). He laid himself down to die; and his death, I 
believe, was very sudden; for he was a short, full, sanguine 
man. His strength was great; and, I imagine, had he not 
retired with me, I should never have been able to have forced 
my way. I was at this time sensible of no pain, and little 
uneasiness: I can give you no better idea of my situation, 
than by repeating my simile of the bowl of spirit of harts¬ 
horn. 1 found a stupor coming on apace, and laid myself 
down by that gallant old man, the Rev. Mr. Jervas Bellamy, 
who lay dead, with his son, the lieutenant, hand in hand, near 
the southernmost wall of the prison. When I had lain there 
some little time, I still had reflection enough to suffer some 
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Uneasiness in the thought^ that I should be tuam^^ed upon, 
when dead, as I myself had done to others. With some 
diihculty I raised myself, and gained the platform a second . 
time, where I presently lost all sensation; the last trace of ’ 
sensibility that I have been able to recollect after my laying 
down, was my sash being uneasy about my waist, which I 
untied, and threw from me. Of what passed in this inter¬ 
val, to the time of my resurrection from this hole of horrors, 

I can give you no account.' 

There was plenty to see, in Calcutta, but there was not, 
plenty of time for it. I saw the fort that Clive built; and the 
place where Warren Hastings and the author of the ‘Junius 
letters ’ fought their duel; and the great botanical gardens; 
and the fashionable aftemoon^turnout in the Maidan; and # 
grand review of the garrison in a great plain at sunrise; and’a 
military tournament in which great bodies of native soldiery 
exhibited the perfection of their drill at all arms, a spectacular 
and beautiful show which occupied several nights and closed 
with the mimic storming of a native fort which was as good 
as the reality for thrilling and accurate detail, and better than 
the reality for security and comfort; and we had a pleasure 
excursion on the Hoogly by courtesy of friends, and devoted 
the rest of the time to social life and the Indian Museum. But 
one should spend a month in the museum. It is an enchanted 
palace of Indian antiquities. Indeed I think a person might 
spend half a year among those beautiful and wonderful things 
without exhausting their interest. 

It was winter. We were of Kipling’s ‘hosts of tourists 
who travel up and down India in the cold weather showing 
how things ought to be managed.’ It is a common expression 
there, * the cold weather,’ and the people think there is such a 
thing. It is because they have lived there half a lifetime, ^nd 
their perceptions have become blunted. When a person is 
accustomed to 138® in the shade, his ideas about cold weather 
are not valuable. I had read, in the histories, that the June 
marches made between Lucknow and CaAvnpore by the British 
forces in the time of the Mutiny were made in that kind of 
weather—138 in the shade—and had taken it for historical 
embroidery. I had read it again in Sergeant-major Forbes- 
Mitchell’s account of his military experiences in the Mutiny;;— 
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at least I thought I had—and in Calcutta 1 asked him if it 
was true, and he said it was. An officer of high rank who had 
been in the thick of the Mutiny said the same. As long as 
those men were talking about .what they knew, they were 
trustworthy, and I believed them ; but when they said it was 
now ‘ cold weather,’ I saw that they had travelled outside of 
their sphere of knowledge and were floundering. I believe 
that in India *cold weather’ is merely a conventional phrase 
and has come into use through the necessity of having some 
way to distinguish between weather which will melt a brass 
door-knob and weather which will only make it mushy. It 
was observable that brass ones w'ere in use while I was in 
Calcutta, showing that it was not yet time to change to 
porcelain. I was told that the change to porcelain was not 
usually made until May. 

But this cold weather w'as too warm for strangers; so vre 
started to hi the Himalayas— a twenty-four-hour 

journey. 


CHAPTER LVIII 

There are 869 different forms of lying, but only one of them has been 
squarely forbidden ; ‘ Thou shalt *not liear false witness against thy 
neighbour .'—PudtiPnhcad Wilson's New Calendar, 

From Diary : February 14.—We left at 4.30 p.m. Until 
dark we moved through rich vegetation, then changed to a 
boat and crossed the Ganges. 

February 15.—Up with tire sun. A brilliant morning, and 
frosty. A double suit of flannels is found necessary. The plain 
is perfectly level, and seems to stretch away and away and awa)', 
dimming and softening, to the uttermost bounds of nowhere. 
What a soaring, strenuous, gushing fountain-spray of delicate 
greenery a bunch of bamboo is 1 As far as the eye can reach, 
these grand vegetable geyseis grace the view, their spoutings 
refined to steam by distance. And there are fields of bananas, 
with the sunshine glancing from the varnished surface of their 
drooping vast leaves; and there are frequent groves of palm; 
aud an eflective accent is given to the landscane by isolated 
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individuals of this picturesque family—^towering, clean-stemmed, 
their plumes broken and hanging ragged, Nature’s imitation of 
an umbrella that has been out to see what a cyclone is like, 
and is trying not to look disappointed. And everywhere 
through the soft morning vistas we glimpse the villages, the 
countless villages, the myriad villages, thatched, built of clean 
new matting, snuggling among grouped palms and sheaves of 
bamboo—villages, villages, no end of villages—not three 
hundred yards apart, and dozens and dozens of them in sight 
all the time—a mighty city, hundreds of miles long, hundreds 
of miles broad, made all of villages, the biggest city in the 
earth, and as populous as a European kingdom ; I have seen 
no such city as this before. And there is a continuously 
repeated and replenished multitude of naked men in view op 
both sides and ahead—we fly through it mile after mile, but 
still it is always there, on both sides and ahead—brown-bodied 
naked men and boys, plowing in the fields. But not a woman. 
In these two hours I have not seen a woman or a girl working 
in the fields. 

From Greenland’s icy mountains, 

From India’s coral strand. 

Where Afric’s sunny fountains 
Roll down their golden sand. 

From many an ancient river, 

Fiom many a palmy plain, 

They call us to deliver 

Their land from error’s chain. 


These are beautiful verses, and they have remained in my 
memory all my life. But if the closing lines are true, let us 
hope that when we come to answer the call and deliver the 
land from its errors we shall secrete from it some of our high- 
civilisation ways, and at the same time borrow some of its 
jjagan ways to enrich our high system with. We have a right 
to do this. If wc lift those people up, we have a right to lift 
ourselves up nine or ten grades or so at their expense. A few 
years ago I spent sevCial weeks at Tolz, in Bavaria. It is a 
Roman Catholic region, and not even Benares is more deeply 
or pervasively or intelligently devout In my diary of these 
days I find this : 

* We look a long drive yesterday around about the lovely 
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eountiy roads. But it was a drive whose pleasure was damaged 
in a couple of ways: by the dreadfhl shrines, and by the 
shameful spectacle of grey and venerable old grandmothers 
toiling in the fields. The shrines were frequent along the 
roads : figures of the Saviour nailed to the cross and streaming 
with blood from the wounds of the nails and the thorns. 
When missionaries go from here do they find fault with the 
pagan idols? I saw many women seventy and even eighty 
years old mowing and binding in the fields and pitch-forking 
the loads on to the waggons.’ 

I was in Austria later, and in Munich. In Munich I saw 
gray old women pushing trucks up hill and down, long 
distancei—trucks laden with barrels of beer—incredible loads. 
In my Austrian diary I find this : 

* In the fields I often sec a woman and a cow harnessed to 
the plough, and a man driving. 

* In the public street of Marienbad to-day I saw an old, 
bent, gray-headed woman, in harness with a dog^ drawing a 
laden sled over bare dirt roads and bare pavements; and at his 
ease walked the driver smoking his pipe, a hale fellow not 
thirty years old,’ 

Five or six years ago I bought an open boat, made a kind 
of canvas waggon-roof over the stern of it to shelter me from sun 
and rain, hired a courier and a boatman, and made a twelve- 
day floating-voyage down the Rhone from Lake Bourget to 
Marseilles. In my diary of that trip I find this entry—I was 
far down the Rhone then : 

‘ Passing St. Etienne, 2.15 p.m. On a distant ridge inland 
a tall open-work structure commandingly situated, with a statue 
of the Virgin standing on it. A devout country. All down 
this river, wherever there is a crag there is a statue of the 
Virgin on it. I believe I have seen a hundred of them. And 
yet in many respects the peasantry seem to be mere pagans, 
and destitute of any considerable degree of civilisation. 

*. .. We reached a not very promising looking village about 
four o’clock, and I concluded to tie up for the day ; munching 
fruit and fogging the hood with pipe-smoke had grown 
monotonous; I could not have the hood furled, because the 
floods of rain fell unceasingly. The tavern was on the river 
bank, as is the custom. It was dull there, and melancholy— 
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nothing to do but look out of the window into the dre^hirtg 
rain; and shiver; one could do that, for it was bleak and cold 
and windy, and country France furnishes no fire. Winter, 
over-coats did not help me much; they had to be supplemented 
with rugs. The raindrops were so large and struck the river, 
with such force that they knocked up the water like pebble- 
splashes. 

*With the exception of a very occasional wooden-shod 
peasant, nobody was abroad in this bitter weather—I mean, 
nobody of our sex. But all weathers are alike to the women 
in these continental countries. To them and the other animals, 
life is serious ; nothing interrupts their slavery. Three of them 
were washing clothes in the river under the window when I 
arrived, and they continued at it as long as there was light to 
work by. One was apparently thirty; another—the mother 
above fifty; the third—grandmother ?—so old and worn and 
gray she could have passed for eighty ; I took her to be that 
old. They had no w’aterproofs nor rubbers, of course; over 
their heads and shoulders they wore gunny-sacks —simply 
conductors for rivers of water; some of the volume reached 
ground, the rest soaked in on the w’ay. 

*At last a vigorous fellow of thirty-five arrived, dry and 
comfortable, smoking his pipe under his big umbrella in an 
open donkey-cart—husband, son and grandson of those 
women? He stood up in the cart, sheltering himself, and 
began to superintend, issuing his orders in a masterly tone of 
command, and showing temper when they w'ere not obeyed 
swiftly enough. Without complaint or murmur the drowned 
women patiently carried out the orders, lifting the immense 
baskets of soggy, wrung-out clothing into the cart and stowing 
them to the man’s satisfaction. There were six of the great 
baskets, and a man of mere ordinary strength could not have 
lifted any one of them. The cart being full, now, the French¬ 
man descended, still sheltered by his umbrella, entered the 
tavern, and the women went drooping homeward, trudging in 
the wake of the cart, and soon were blended with the deluge 
and lost to sight. 

* When I came down into the public room the Frenchman 
had his bottle of wine and plate of food on a bare table black 
with grease^ and was “chomping” like a horse. He had the 
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religious paper which is in everybody’s hands on the 
Rhone Dorders, and was enlightening himself with the histories 
of French saints who used to flee to the desert in the Middle 
-^^es to escape the contamination of woman. For two hundred 
years France has been sending missionaries to other savage 
lands. To spare to the needy from poverty like hers is fine 
and true generosity.’ 

But to get back to India—where, as my favourite poem 
says—‘every prospect pleases, 

* And only man is vile.* 

It is because Bavaria and Austria and France have not 
introduced their civilisation to' him yet. But Bavaria and 
Austria and France are on their way. They are coming. They 
will rescue him ; they will refind the vileness out of him. 

Sometime during the forenoon, approaching the mountains, 
we changed from the regular train to one composed of little 
canvas-sheltcrcd cars that skimmed along within a foot of the 
ground and seemed to be going fifty miles an hour when they 
were really making about twenty. Each car had seating 
capacity for half a dozen persons ; and when the curtains were 
up one w'as substantially out of doors, and could see everywhere, 
and get all the breeze, and be luxuriously comfortable. It was 
not a pleasure excursion in name only, but in fact. 

After a while we s*-opped at a little wooden coop of a 
station just within the curtain of the sombre jungle, a place 
with a deep and dense forest of great trees and scrub and 
vines all about it. The royal Bengal tiger is in great force 
theie, and is very bold and unconventional. From this lonely 
little station a message once went to the railway manager in 
Calcutta; ‘ Tiger eating stationmaster on front porch j tele¬ 
graph instructions.’ 

It was there that I had my first tiger hunt. I killed thir¬ 
teen. We were presently away again, and the train began 
to climb the mountains. In one place seven wild elephants 
crossed the track, but two of them got away before I could 
overtake them. The railway journey up the mountain is 
forty miles, and it takes eight hours to make it. It is so wild 
and interesting and exciting and enchanting that it ought to 
take a week. As for the vegetation, it is a museum, I'he 
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jungle seemed to contain samples of every rare andocurious 
tree and bush that we had ever seen or heard of. It is 
from that museum, I think, that the globe must have been 
supplied with the trees and vines and shrubs that it holds 
precious. 

The road is infinitely and charmingly crooked. It goes 
winding in and out under lofty cliffs that are smothered in, 
^ vines and foliage, and around the edges of bottomless chasms; 
and all the way one glides by files of picturesque natives, 
some carrying burdens up, others going down from their 
work in the tea gardens; and once there was a gaudy 
wedding procession, all bright tinsel and colour, and a bride, 
comely and girlish, who peeped out from the curtains of 
her palanquin, exposing her face with that pure delight w)iich 
the young and happy take in sin for sin’s own sake. • 

By and by we were well up in the region of the clouds, 
and from that breezy height we looked down and afar over 
a wonderful picture—the Plains of India, stretching to the 
horizon, soft and fair, level as a floor, shimmering with heat, 
mottled with cloud-shadows, and cloven with shining rivers. 
Immediately below us, and receding, down, down, down, 
toward the valley, was a shaven confusion of hill-tops, with 
ribbony roads and paths squirming and snaking cream-yellow 
all over them and about them, every curve and twist sharply 
distinct. 

At an elevation of 6,000 feet we entered a thick cloud, and 
it shut out the world and kept it shut out. We climbed 1,000 
feet higher, then began to descend, and presently got down to 
Darjeeling, which is 6,000 feet above the level of the Plains. 

We had passed many a mountain village on the way up, 
and seen some new kinds of natives, among them many 
samples of the fighting Ghurkas. They are not lai^e men, 
but they are strong and resolute. There are no better 
soldiers among Great Britain’s native troops. And we had 
passed shoals of iheir women climbing the forty miles of 
steep road from the valley to their mountain homes, with 
tall baskets on their backs bitched to their foreheads by a 
band) and containing a freightage weighing—I will not say 
how many hundreds of pounds, for the sum is unbelievable. 
These were young women, and they strode smartly along under 
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these astonishing burdens with the air of people out for a 
holiday, 1 was told that a woman will carry a piano (m 
her back all the way up the mountain j and that more than 
once a woman had done it If these were old women 1 
should regard the Ghurkas as no more civilised than the 
Europeans. 

At the railway station at Darjeeling you find plenty of 
cab-substitutes—open coffins, in which you sit, and are 
then borne on men’s shoulders up the steep roads into the 
town. 

Up there we found a fairly comfortable hotel, the pro¬ 
perty of an indiscriminate and incoherent landlord, who 
looks after nothing, but leaves everything to his army of 
Indian servants. No, he does look after the bill—to be just 
to him—‘and the tourist cannot do better than-follow his 
example. * I was told by a resident that the' summit of 
Kinchinjunga is often hidden in the clouds, and that some¬ 
times a tourist has waited twenty-two days and then been 
obliged to go away without a sight of it. And yet went not 
disappointed; for when he got his hotel bill he recognised 
that he was now seeing the highest thing in the Himalayas. 
But this is probably a lie. 

After lecturing I went to the club that night, and that was 
a comfortable place. It is loftily situated, and looks out over 
a vasjt spread of scenery; from it you can see vrhere the boun¬ 
daries of three or four countries come together, some thirty 
miles away; Thibet is one of them, Nepaul another, and I 
think Hertzegovina was the other. Apparently in every town 
and city in India the gentlemen of the British civil and military 
service have a club ; sometimes it is a palatial one, always it is 
pleasant and homelike. The hotels are not always as good as 
they might'be, and the stranger who has access to the club is 
giuteful for his privilege and knows how to value it. 

Next day was Sunday. Friends came in the gray dawn 
with horses, and my party rode away to a distant point where 
. Kinchinjunga and Mount Everest show up best, but I stayed 
at home for a private view; for it was very cold, and I was 
not acquainted Tvith the horses, anyway. I got a pipe and 
a few blankets and sat two hours at the window, and saw 
the sun drive away the veiling gray and touch up the snow- 
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peaces one after another with pale pink splashy and ^diea^ 
washes of gold, and finally flood the whole mighty Oonvul-* 
sion of snow-mountains with a deluge of rich splendours. 

Kinchinjunga’s peak was but fitfully visible, but in the 
between-times it was vividly clear against the sky—away up 
there in the blue dome more than 28,000 feet above sea level 
—the loftiest land I had ever seen, by 12,000 feet or more. It 
' was forty-five miles away. Mount Everest is a thousand feet 
higher, but it was not a part of that sea of mountains piled up 
there before me, and so I did not see it; but I did not care, 
because I think that mountains that are as high as that are 
disagreeable. 

I changed from the back to the front of the house and 
spent the rest of the morning there, watching the swarthy 
strange tribes flock by from their far homes in the Himalayas. 

All ages and both sexes were represented, and the breeds 
were quite new to me, though the costumes of the Thibetans 
made them look a good deal like Chinamen. The prayer- 
wheel was a frequent feature. Ic brought me near to those 
people, and made them seem kinfolk of mine. Through our 
preacher we do much of our praying by proxy. Wc do not 
whirl him around a stick, as they do, but that is merely a 
detail. The swarm swung liriskly by, hour after hour, a strange 
and striking pageant, a fascinating pageant. It was wasted 
there, and it seemed a pity. It should have been sent streaming 
through the cities of Europe or America, to refresh eyes weary 
of tlie pale monotonies of the circus-pageant. These people 
were bound for the bazaar, with things to sell. We went dowr»r 
there, later, and saw that novel congress of the wild peoples, 
and plowed here and there through it, and concluded that it 
would be w'orth coming from Calcutta to see, even if there vrere 
no Kinchinjunga and Everest, 
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CHAPTER LIX 

There are two times in a man’s life when he should not speculate t 
when he can’t afford it, and wlien he can .—PtukTukead IVilson's New 
Calendar, 

On Monday and Tuesday at sunrise v/e again had fair-to«, 
middling views of the stupendous mountains ; then, being well 
cooled off and refreshed, we were ready to chance the weather 
of the lower world once more. 

We travelled uphill by the regular train five miles to the- 
summit, then changed to a littIe*canvas-canopied hand-car for 
the thirty-five mile descent. It was the size of a sleigh, it had 
six scats, and was so low that it seemed to rest on the ground. 
It had no engine or other propelling power, and needed none 
to help it fly down those steep inclines. It only needed a 
strong brake, to modify its flight, and it had that. There was 
a story of a disastrous trip made down the mountain once in 
this little car by the Lieutenant-Governor of Eengal, when the 
car jumped the track and threw its passengers over a precipice. 
It was not true, but the story had value for me, for it made me 
nervous, and nervousness wakes a person up and makes him 
alive and alert, and heightens the thrill of a new and doubtful 
experience. 'The car could really jump the track, of course; 
a pebble on the track, placed there by either Occident or 
inalice, at a sharp curve where one might strike it before the 
eye could discover it, could derail the car and fling it down 
into India; and the fact that the lieutenant-governor had 
escaped was no proof that I would have the same luck. And 
standing there, looking down upon the Indian Empire from 
the airy altitude of 7,000 feet, it seemed unpleasantly far, dan¬ 
gerously far, to be flung from a hand-car. 

But after all, there was but small danger—for me. Uliat 
there was, was Mr. Pugh, inspector of a division of the 
Indian police, in whose company and protection we had come 
from Calcutta. He had seen long service as an artillery officer, 
and was less nervous than I was, and so he was to go ahead of 
US in a pilot hand-car, with a Ghurka and another native; and 

B B 2 
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the plan was that when we should see his car jump^over ft 
precipice we must put on our brake and send for another pilot. 

* It was a good arrangement. Also Mr. Barnard, chief engineer 
of the mountain-division of the road, was to take personal 
charge of our car, and he had been down the mountain in it 
many a time. 

Everything looked safe. Indeed there was but one ques¬ 
tionable detail left: the regular train was to follow us as soon 
as w^e should start, and it might run over us. Privately, I 
thought it would. 

The road fell sharply down in front of us and went cork¬ 
screwing in and out around the crags and precipices, down, 
down, for ever down, suggesting nothing so exactly or so un¬ 
comfortably as a crooked tojDOggan slide with no cn>'^' to it, 
Mr. Pugh waved his flag and started, like an arrow from a bow, 
and before I could get out of the car wc were gone too. I 
had previously had but one sensation like the shock of tha*, 
departure, and that was the gaspy shock that took my breath 
away the first time that I was discharged from the summit of 
a toboggan slide. But in both instances the sensation was 
pleasurable—intensely so; it was a sudden and immense 
exaltation, a mixed ecstasy of deadly fright and unimaginable 
joy. I believe that this combination makes the perfection of 
human delight. 

The pilot car’s flight down the mountain suggested the 
swoop of a swallow that is skimming the ground, so swiftly and 
smoothly and gracefully it swept down the long straight reaches 
and soared in and out of the bends and around the corners. 
We raced after it, and seemed to flash by the capes and crags 
with the speed of light; and now and then we almost overtook 
it—and had hopes; but it was only playing with us ; when we 
got near, it released its brake, made a spring around a corner, 
and the next time it spun into view, a few seconds later, it 
looked as small as a wheel-barrow it was so far away. We 
played with the train in the same way. We often got out to 
gather flowers or sit on a precipice and look at the scenery, 
then presently we w ould hear a dull and growing roar, and the 
long coils of the train would come into sight behind and above 
us; but we did not need to start till the locomotive was close 
down upon us—then we soon left it far behind. It had to 
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Stop als every station, therefore it was not an embarrassment to 
us. Our brake was a good piece of machinery; it could bring 
the car to a standstill on a slope as steep as a house-roof. 

The scenery was grand and varied and beautiful, and there 
was no hurry; we could always stop and examine it. There 
was abundance of time. We did not need to hamper the 
train; if it wanted the road, we could switch off and let it go 
by, then overtake it and pass it later. We stopped at one 
place to see the Gladstone Cliif, a great crag which the ages 
and the weather have sculptured into a recognisable portrait of 
the venerable statesman. Mr. Gladstone is a stockholder in 
the road, -and Nature began this portrait ten thousand years 
ago, with the idea of having the compliment ready in time for 
the event. , 

We saw a banyan tree which sent down supporting stems 
from branches that were sixty feet above the ground. That is, 
I suppose it was a banyan ; its bark resembled that of the 
great banyan in the botanical gardens at Calcutta, that spider¬ 
legged thing with its wilderness of vegetable columns. And 
there were frequent glimpses of a totally leafless tree upon 
whose innumerable twigs and branches a cloud of crimson 
butterflies had lighted—apparently. In fact these brilliant 
red butterflies were flowers, but the illusion was good. After¬ 
ward, in South Africa, I saw another splendid effect made by 
red flowers. This flower was probably called the torch-plant 
—should have been so named, anyway. It had a slender 
stem several feet high, and from its top stood up a single 
tongue of flame, an intensely red flower of the size and shape 
of a small corn-cob. The stems stood three or four feet apart 
all over a great hill-slope that was a mile long, and made one 
think of what the Place de la Concord would be if its myriad 
lights were red instead of white and yellow, 

A few miles down the mountain we stopped half an hour 
to see a Thibetan dramatic performance. It was in the open 
air on the hill-side. The audience was composed of Thibetans, 
Ghurkas, and other unusual people. The costumes of the 
actors were in the last degree outlandish, and the perform¬ 
ance was in keeping with the clothes. To an accompaniment 
of barbarous noises the actors stepped out one after another 
and began to spin around with immepse swiftness and vigouf 
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and violence, ch:inting the while, and soon the whole trot^ 
would be spinning and chanting and raising the dust. Thqir 
were performing an ancient and celebrated historical play, and 
a Chinaman explained it to me in pidgin-English as it went 
along. The play was obscure enough, without the explanation; 
w'ith the explanation added, it wns opaque. As a drama, this 
ancient historical work of art was defective, I thought, but as a 
wild and barbarous spectacle the representation was beyond 
criticism. . 

Ear down the mountain we got out to look at a piece of 
remarkable loop-engineering—a spiral where the road curves 
upon itself with such abruptness that Avhen the regular train 
came down and entered the loop, we stood over it and saw the 
locomotive disappear under our bridge, then in a few n'.iments 
appear again, chasing its own tail; and w'e saw it gain on it, 
overtake it, draw ahead past the rear cars, and run a race with 
that end of the train. It was like a snake swallowing itself. 

Halfway down the mountain we stopped about an hoiu: at 
Mr. Barnard’s house for refreshments; and while we were 
sitting on the verandah looking at the distant panorama of 
hills through a gap in the forest, came very near seeing a 
leopard kill a calf.* It is a \\*lld place, and lovely. From the 
woods all about came the songs of birds—among them the 
contributions of a couple of birds which' I was not then 
acquainted with: the brain-fever bird, and the coppersmith. 
The song of the brain-fever demon starts on a low but steadily 
rising key, and is a spiral twist which augments in intensity and 
severity with each added spiral, growing sharper and sharper, 
and more and more painful, more and more agonising, more 
and more maddening, intolerable, unendurable, as it bores 
deeper and deeper and deeper into the listener’s brain, until at 
last the brain fever comes as a relief and the man dies. I am 
bringing some of the birds home to America. They will he a 
great curiosity there, and it is believed that in our climate they 
will multiply like rabbits. 

The coppersmith-bird’s note, at a certain distance away, 
has the ring of a sledge on granite ; at a certain other distance 
the hammering has a more metallic ring, and you might think 


* It killed it the day before. 
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tlml th® bird was mending a copper kettle; at another distance 
it has a more woodeny thump; but it is a thump that is full of 
energy, and sounds just like starting a bung. So he is a hard 
bird to name with a single name: he is stone-breaker, copper¬ 
smith and bung-starter, and even then he is not completely 
named; for when he is close by, you find that there is a soft, 
deep, melodious quality in his thump, and for that no satisfying 
name occurs to yqu. You will not mind his other notes, but 
when he camps near enough for you to hear that one, you 
presently find that his measured and moriotonous repetition of 
it is beginning to disturb you; next it will weary you, soon it 
will distress you j and before long each thump will hurt your 
head; if this goes on, you will lose your mind with the pain 
and the misery of it, and go crazy. I am bringing some of 
these birds home to America. ’ There is nothing like them 
there. They wfll be a great surprise, and it is said that in a 
climate like ours they will surpass expectation for fecundity. 

I am bringing some nightingales, too, and some cue-owls 
I got them in Italy. The song of the nightingale is the dead¬ 
liest known to ornithology. That demoniacal shriek can kill 
at thirty yards. The note of the cue-owl is infinitely soft and 
sweet—soft and sweet as the whisper of a flute. But pene¬ 
trating—oh, beyond belief; it can bore through boiler-iron. 
It is a lingering note, and comes in triplets, on the one un- 
clianging key i hoo-o-o^ hoo-o-o^ hoo-o-o ; then a silence of fifteen 
seconds, then the triplet again; and so-on, all night. At first 
it is divine; then less so ; then trying; then distressing; then 
excruciating; then agonising; and at the end of two hours 
the listener is a maniac. 

And so, presently we took to the hand-car and went flying 
down the mountain again; flying and stopping, flying and 
stopping, till at last we were in the plains once more and 
stowed for Calcutta in the regular train. That was the most^ 
enjoyable day I have spent in the earth. For rousing, tingling, 
rapturous pleasure, there is no holiday-trip that approaches the 
bird-flight down the Himalayas in a hand-car. It has no fault, 
no blemish, no lack, except that there are only thirty-five miles 
of it instead of five hundred. 
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CHAPTER LX 

She was not quite what yru would call refined} she was not quite what 
you would call unrefined. She was the kind of person that keeps a 
parrot .—PudefuAead Wilsotds New Calendar, 

So far as I am able to judge, nothing has been left undone^ 
either by man or Nature, to make India the most extraordinary 
country that the sun visits on his round. Nothing seems to 
have been forgotten, nothing overlooked. Always when you 
think you have come to the end of her tremendous specialties 
and have finished hanging tags upon her as the Land of the 
Thug, the Land of the Plague* the Land of Famine, the Land 
of Giant Illusions, the Land of Stupendous Mountains, and so 
forth, another specialty crops up and another tag is required. 
I have been overlooking the fact that India is by an unap¬ 
proachable supremacy the Land of Murderous Wild Creatures. 
Perhaps it will be simplest to throw away the tags and generalise 
her with one all-comprehensive name, as the Land of Wonders. 

For many years the British Indian Government has been 
trj'ing to destroy the murderous wild creatures, and has spent 
a great deal of money in the effort. The annual official returns 
show that the undertaking is a difficult one. 

These returns exhibit a curious annual uniformity in results; 
the sort of uniformity which you find in the annual output of 
suicides in the world’s capitals, and the proportions of deaths 
by this, that and the other disease. You can always come 
close to foretelling bow many suicides will occur in Paris, 
London and New York next year, and also how many deaths 
will result from cancer, consumption, dog-bite, falling out of 
the window, getting run over by cabs, etc,, if you know the 
statistics of those matters for the present year. In the same 
way, with one year’s Indian statistics before you, you can guess 
closely at how many people were killed in that Empire by 
tigers during the previous year, and the year before that, and 
the year before that, and at how many were killed in ea^ of 
those years by bears, how many by wolves, and how many by 
snakes j and you can also guess closely at how many people 
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we going to be killed each year for the coining five years by 
j^ch of those agencies. You can also guess closely at how 
many of each agency the Government is going to kill each year* 
for the next five years. 

I have before me statistics covering a period of six con¬ 
secutive years. By these I know that in India the tiger kills 
something over 800 persons every year, and that the Govern¬ 
ment responds by killing about double as many tigers every 
year. In four of the six years referred to, the tiger got 800- 
odd ; in one of the remaining two years he got oi^y 700, but 
in the other remaining year he made his average good by 
scoring 917. He is always sure of his average. Any one who 
bets that the tiger will kill 2,400 people in India in any three 
consecutive years has invested his money on a certainty; any 
one who bets that he will kill 2,600 in any three consecutive 
years is absolutely sure to lose. 

As strikingly uniform as are the statistics of suicide, they 
are not any more so than are those of the tiger’s annual output 
of slaughtered human beings in India. The Government’s 
work is quite uniform, too—it about doubles the tiger’s 
average. In six years the tiger killed 5,000 persons, minus 
50; in the same six years 10,000 tiger? were killed, minus 400. 

The wolf kills neatly as many people as the tiger—700 a 
year to the tiger’s 800-odd—but while he is doing it, more 
than 5,000 of his tribe tall. 

The leopard kills an average of 230 people per year, but 
loses 3,300 of his own mess W'hile he is doing it. 

The bear kills too people per year at cost of 1,250 of his 
own tribe. 

The tiger, as the figures show, makes a very handsome 
fight against man. But it is nothing to the elephant’s fight. 
The king of beasts, the lord of the jungle, loses 4 of his mess 
per year, but he kills forty-five persons to make up for it. 

But when it comes to killing cattle, the lord of the jungle 
is not interested. He kills but xoo in six years—horses of 
hunters, no doubt—but in the same six the tiger kills more 
than 84,000, the leopard x 00,000, the bear 4,000, the wolf 
70,000, the hyena more than 13,000, other wild beasts 27,000, 
and the snakes 19,000—a grand total of more than 300,000; 
an average of 50,000 head per year. 
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In response, the Government kills in the six year% a total' 
of 3,201,232 wild beasts and snakes. Ten for one. 

It will be perceived that the snakes are not much interested 
in cattle; they kill only 3,000-odd per year. The snakes are 
much more interested in man. India swarms with deadly 
snakes; at the head of the list is the cobra, the deadliest 
known to the world, a snake whose bite kills where the rattle-> 
snake’s bite merely entertains. 

In India, the annual man-killings by snakes are as uniform, 
as regulaj^and as forecastable as are the tiger-average and the 
suicide-average. Any one who bets that in India in any three 
consecutive years the snakes will kill 49,500 persons, will wdn 
his bet; and any one who bets that in India in any three con¬ 
secutive years the snakes will^kill 53,500 persons, will lose his 
bet. In India the snakes kill 17,000 people a year; they 
hardly ever fall short of it, they as seldom exceed it. An 
insurance-actuary could take the Indian census-tables and tlie 
Government’s snake-tables and tell you within sixpence how 
much it would be worth to insure a man against death by 
snake-bite there. If I had a dollar for every person killed per 
year in India I would rather have it than any other property, 
because it is the only property in the world that is not subject 
to shrinkage. 

I should like to have a royalty on the Government-end of 
the snake-business, too, and am in London now trying to get 
it; but when I get it it is not going to be as regular an income 
as the other wdll be if I get that; I have applied for it. The 
snakes transact their end of the business in a more orderly 
and systematic way than the Government transacts its end of 
it, because the snakes have had a long experience and know 
all about the traffic. You can make sure that the Government 
will never kill fewer than zz 0,000 snakes in a year, and that it 
will never quite reach 300,000—too much room for oscillation ; 
good speculative stock, to bear and bull, and buy and sell long 
and short, and all that kind of thing, but not eligible for 
investment, like the other. The man that speculates in the 
Government’s snake-crop wants to go carefully. I would not 
advise a man to buy a single crop at all—I mean a crop of 
futures—for the possible wobble is something quite extra¬ 
ordinary. If he can buy six future crops in a bunch, seUa to 
deliver 1,500,000 snakes altogether, that is another matter. I 
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do notfknow what snakes are worth how, but I know what 
they would be worth then, for the statistics show that the seller 
could not come within 427,000 of carrying out his contract. 
How'ever, I think that a person who speculates in snakes is a 
fool, anyway. He always regrets it afterwards. 

To finish the statistics. In six years the wild beasts kill 
20,000 persons, and the snakes kill 103,000. In the same six 
the Government kills 1,073,546 snakes. Plenty left. 

There are narrow escapes in India. In the very jungle 
where I killed sixteen tigers and all those elephants a cobra 
bit me but it got well; everyone was surprised. This could 
not happen twice in ten years, perhaps. Usually death would 
result, in fifteen minutes. 

We struck out westw’ard or north-westward from Calcutta 
on an itinerary of a zig-zag sort which would in the course of 
time carry us across India to its north-western corner and the 
border of Afghanistan. The first part of the trip carried us 
through a great region which was an endless garden—miles 
and miles of the beautiful flower from wdiose juices comes the 
opium; and at Muzaffurpore we were in the midst of the 
indigo culture; thence by a branch road to the Ganges at a 
point near Dinapore, and by a train whi''.h w’ould have missed 
the connection by a week but for the thoughtfulness of some 
British officers who were along, and who knew the ways of 
trains that are run by natives without white supervision. This 
train stopped at every village; for no purpose connected with 
business, apparently. We put out nothing, we took nothing 
aboard. The train hands stepped ashore and gossiped with 
friends a quarter of an hour, then pulled out and repeated this 
at the succeeding villages. We had thirty-five miles to go, and 
six hours to do it in ; but it was plain that we were not going to 
make it. It was then that the English officers said it was now 
necessary to turn this gravel-train into an express. So they 
gave the engine-driver a rupee and told him to fly. It was a 
simple remedy. After that we made ninety miles an hour. 
We crossed the Ganges just at da\sn, made our connection, 
and went to Benares, where we stayed twenty-four hours and 
’inspected that strange and fascinating piety-hive again; then 
left for Lucknow, a city which is perhaps the most conspicuous 
of the many monuments of British fortitude and valour that 
are scattered about the earth. 
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The heat was pitiless, the flat plains were desUtutecof grass,,' 
they were baked dry by the sun, they were the colour of pale 
dust, and the dust was flying in clouds. But it was much 
hotter than this when the relieving forces marched to Lucknow 
in the time of the Mutiny. Those were the days of 138® in 
the shade. 


CHAPTER LXI 

Make it a point to do something every day that you don’t want to do. 
This is the golden rule for acquiring the habit of doing your duty without 
pain .—Ihidcrnkeeui Wilson^s New Calendar^ 

It seems to be settled, now, that among the many causes fron*^ 
which the Great Mutiny sprang, the main one was the annexa-' 
tion of the kingdom of Oudh by the East India Company— 
characterised by Sir Henry Lawrence as ‘ the most unrighteous 
act that was ever committed.’ In the spring of 1857 a mutinous 
spirit was observable in many of the native garrisons, and it 
grew day by day and spread wider and wider. The younger 
military men saw something very serious in it, and would have 
liked to take hold of it vigorously and stamp it out promptly; 
but they were not in authority. Old men were in the high 
places of the army—men who should have been retired long 
before, because of their great age—and they regarded the 
matter as a thing of no consequence. They loved their native 
soldiers, and would not believe that anything could move them 
to revolt. Everywhere these obstinate veterans listened serenely 
to the rumbling of the volcanoes under them, and said it was 
nothing. 

And so the propagators of mutiny had everything tlieir 
own way. They moved from camp to camp undisturbed, and 
painted to the native soldier the wrongs his people were 
suffering at lire hands of the English, and made his heart bum 
for revenge. They were able to point to two facts of formidable 
value as backers of their persuasions: in Clive’s day, native 
armies were incoherent mobs, and without effective arms; 
therefore they were weak against Clive’s organised handful of 
well-armed men \ but the thing was the other way, now : tbe 
Biitish forces were navive, they had been trained by the British, 
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oi^nigod by die British, armed by the British, all the power 
was in their hands—they were a club, made by British hands 
to beat out British brains with. There was nothing to oppose 
their mass—nothing but a few weak battalions of British 
soldiers scattered about India—a force not worth speaking of, 
This argument, taken alone, might not have succeeded, for the 
bravest and best Indian troops had a wholesome dread of the 
white soldier, whether he W'as weak or strong; but the agitators 
backed it with their second and best ^qvsW.— prophecy —a pro¬ 
phecy a hundred years old. The Indian is open to prophecy, 
at all times; argument may fail to convince him, but not 
prophecy. There was a prophecy that a hundred years from 
the year of that battle of Clive’s which founded the British 
Indian Empire, the British power would be overthrown and 
swept away by the natives. 

The Mutiny broke out at Meerut on the loth of May, 
1857, and fired a train of tremendous historical explosions. 
Nana Sahib’s massacre of the surrendered garrison of Cawnpore 
occurred in June, and the long siege of Lucknow began. The 
military history of England is old and great, but I think it 
must be granted that the crushing of the Mutiny is the greatest 
chapter in it. The British were caught cs’eep and unprepared; 
they were a few thousands, swallowed up in an ocean of hostile 
popukitions ; it would take months to inform England and get 
help; but they did not falter or stop to count the odds, but 
with English resolution and English devotion they took up 
their task, and went stubbornly on with it, through good fortune 
and bad, and fought the most unpromising fight that one may 
read of in fiction or out of it; and won it—thoroughly. 

The Mutiny broke out so suddenly, and spread with such 
rapidity that there was but little time for occupants of wcvik 
outlying stations to escape to places of safety. Attempts were 
made, of cottrse, but they were attended by hardships as bitter 
as death in the few cases which were successful j for the heat 
ranged between 120® and 138® in the shade, the way led 
through hostile peoples, and food and water were hardly to be 
had. For ladies and children accustomed to ease and comfort 
and plenty such a journey must have beeh a cruel experience. 
Sit G. O. Ttevelyajci quotes an example: 

^ This is what befell Mrs. M———, the wife of the surgeon at a 
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certain stition on the southern confines of tlie insuirectibnJ 
‘*‘1 heard,” she says, “ a number of shot fired, and, looking out, 
I saw my husband driving furiously from the mess-house, 
waving his whip. I ran to him, and, seeing a bearer with my 
child in his arms, I caught her up, and got into the buggy. 
At the mess-house we found all the officers assembled, together 
with sixty sepoys, who had remained faithful. We went off in 
one large party, amidst a general conflagration of our late 
homes. We reached the caravanserai at Chattapore the next^ 
morning, and thence started for Callinger. At this point our 
sepoy escort deserted us. We were fired upon by matchlock- 
men, and one officer was shot dead. We heard, likewise, that 
the people had risen at Callinger, so we returned and walked 

back ten miles that day. Ivl- and I carried the child 

alternately. Presently Mrs. Smalley died of sunstroke. We 
had no food amongst us. An officer kindly lent us a horse. 
We were very faint The major died, and was buried; also 
the sergeant-major and some women. Hie bandsmen left us 
on the 19th of June. We were fired at again by match¬ 
lock men, and changed direction for Allahabad. Our party 
consisted of nine gentlemen, two children, the sergeant and his 
wife. On the morning of the 20th, Captain Scott took 
Lottie on to his horse. I was riding behind my husband, and 
she was so crushed between us. She was two years old on the 
first of the month. We were both weak through want of food 
and the effect of the sun. Lottie and I had no hcad-covcring. 

M-had a sepoy’s cap I found on the ground. Soon after 

sunrise we were follovved by villagers armed with clubs and 
spears. One of them struck Captain Scott's horse on the leg. 
He galloped off with Lottie, and my poor husband never saw 
his child again. We rode on several miles, keeping away from 
villages, and then crossed the river. Our thirst was extreme. 

M-had dreadful cramps, so that I had to hold him on the 

horse. I was very uneasy about him. The day before I saw 
the drummer’s wife eating chupatties, and asked her to give a 
piece to the child, which she did. I now saw water in a ravine. 
The descent was steep, and our only drinking-vessel was 

M-'s cap. Our horse got water, and I bathed my neck. 1 

had no stockings, and my feet were torn and blistered. Two 
peasants came in sight, and we were frightened and rode off, 
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Trtje sergeant hdd our horse, and M—— put me up and 


jnountea. -1 think he must have got suddenly faint, for I fell 
and he over me, on the road, when the horse started off. 
Some time before he said, and Barber, too, that he could not 
live many hours. I felt he was dying before we came to the 
ravine. He told me his wishes about his children and myself, 
and took leave. My brain seemed burnt up. No tears came. 
As soon as we fell, the sergeant let go the horse, and it went 
oif j so that escape was cut olf. We sat down on the ground 
waiting for death. Poor fellow ! he was very weak; his thirst 
was frightful, and I went to get him water. Some villagers 
came and took my rupees and watch. I took oif my wedding- 
ring and twisted it in iny hair, and replaced the guard. I tore 
off the skirt of my dress to bring water in, but it was no use, 
for when I returned my beloved’s'eyes were fixed, and, though 
I called and tried to restore him, and poured water into his 
mouth, it only rattled in his throat. He never spoke to me 
again. I held him in my arras till he sank gradually down. I 
felt frantic but could not cry. I was alone. I bound his head 
and face in my dress, for there was no earth to bury him. 
The pain in my hands and feet was dreadful. I went down to 
the ravine and sat in the water on a stone, hoping to get off at 
night and look for Lottie. When I came back from the water, 
I saw that they had not taken her little watch, chain, and seals, 
£0 I tied them under my petticoat. In an hour, about thirty 
villagers came, they dragged me out of the ravine, and took off 
my jacket, and found the little cliain. They then dragged me 
to a village, mocking me all the way, and disputing as to whom 
Tvvas to belong to. The whole population came to look at 
me. I asked for a bedstead, and lay down outside the door 
of a hut. They had dozens of cows, and yet refused me milk. 
’iVhen night came, and the village was quiet, some old woman 
brought me a leaf-full of rice. I was too parched to eat, and 
they gave me water. The morning after a neighbouring rajah 
jsent a palanquin and a horseman to fetch me, who told me 
that a little child and three sahibs had come to his master’s 


house.” And so the poor mother found her lost one, “greatly 
blistered,” poor little creature. It is not for Europeans in 
India to pray that their flight be not in the winter.’ 

In the first days of June the aged general, Sir Hugh 
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Wheder,^ commanding the forces at Cawnpore, was deserted 
by his native troops; then he moved out of the Fort and into 
an exposed patch of open flat ground and built a four^foot 
mud wall around it. He had with him a few hundred white, 
soldiers and officers, and apparently more women and children 
than soldiers. He was short of provisions, short of arms, 
short of ammunition, short of military wisdom, short of every^- 
thing but courage and devotion to duty. The defence of that 
open lot through twenty-one days and nights of hunger, thirst, 
Indian heat, and a never-ceasing storm of bullets, bombs and 
cannon balls—a defence conducted, not by the aged and 
infirm general, but by a young officer named Moore—is one 
of the most heroic episodes in history. When at last the 
Nana found it impossible to conquer these starving met/and 
women with powder and ball, he resorted to treachery, and 
that succeeded. He agreed to supply them with food and 
send them to Allahabad in boats. Their mud wall and their 


barracks were in ruins, their provisions were at the point of 
exhaustion, they had done all that the brave could do, they 
had conquered an honourable compromise, their forces had 
been fearfully reduced by casualties and by disease, they were 
not able to continue the contest longer. They came forth 
helpless but suspecting no treachery, the Nana’s host closed 
around them, and at a signal from a trumpet the massacre 
began. About two hundred women and children were 
spared—for the present—but all the men except three or 
four were killed. Among the incidents of the massacre 
quoted by G. O. Trevelyan, is this : 

‘ When, after the lapse of some twenty minutes, the dead 
began to outnumber the living; when the fire slackened, as 
the marks grew few and far between; then the troopers who 
had been drawn up to the right of the temple plunged into the 
river, sabre between teeth, and pistol in hand. Thereupon 
two half-caste Christian women, the wives of musicians in the, 
band of the Fifty-sixth, witnessed a scene which should not be 
related at second-hand. “In the boat where I was to have 
gone,” says Mrs. Bradshaw, confirmed throughout by Mrs. 
Setts, “was the schoolmistress and twenty-two misses.. 
General Wheeler came last in a palkee. They carried him 
into the w'ater near the boat. I stood close by. He sai^. 
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■ tut-^i trooper 
general got but of the 
the trooper gave him a cut with his 
iinto the water. My son was 

u ^ i Some were stabbed 

bayonets; others cut dbwn. Little infants were torn in 
l^teces. We saw it; we did; and tell you only what we saw. 
^ymer children were stabbed and thrown into the river. The 
p^pchoo^irls were burnt to death. I saw their clothes and hair 

'''ater, a few paces off, by the next boat, we 
'“^r^saw the youngest daughter of Colonel Williams. A sepoy was 
^^omg to kill her with his bayonet. She said, ‘ My father was 

sepoys.’ He turned away, and just then a 
fe^llager struck her on the head with his club, and she fell into 
e'Jhe water. These people likewise saw good Mr. Moncrieff, 
«^ the clergyman, take a book from his pocket that he never had 

i'>'commence a prayer for mercy 
which he was not permitted to conclude. Another deponent 
;;;^^.observed a European making for a drain like a scared water- 
^. rat, when some boatmen, armed with cudgels, cut off his 
retreat, and beat him down dead into the mud.’ 

; The women and children who had been reserved from 
massacre were imprisoned during a fortnight in a small 
high~a cramped place, a slightly modified 
'^"5 They were waiting in suspense; 

there was none who could forecast their fate. Meantime the 
.. news of the massacre had travelled far, and an army of 
-v iXJSCuers with Havelock at its head was on its way—at least, an 
7 ^;>army which hoped to be rescuers. It was crossing the country 
Dydpreed marches, and strewing its way with its own dead— 

., , men struck down by cholera, and by a heat which reached 

^ vengeful fury, and it stopped for nothing— 
^nei^r heat, nor fatigue, nor disease, nor human opposition, 
tore Its impetuous way through hostile forces, winning 
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^^^ory, but still striding on and on, not halting to 
v]»#43piunt results. And at last, after this extraordinary march it 

Cawnpore, met the Nana’s massed 
* crushing defeat, and entered, 
only a few hours too late. For ai me lasc 
Nana had decided upon the massacre of the 

c c 
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^pjoj^itimedans and two HindbosT to 'do%i^''iii;tifef,Sa 
^:f?rteTeIyansays: "' 'k 

;,y.' * Thereupon the five men entered. It was 

gloaming of Hindostan—the hour when ladies take^:| 

4 ' evening drive. She who had accosted the officer was standi; _ 

" ■‘ in the doorway. With her were the native doctor and 
.V Hindoo menials. That much of the business might be seek| 

. from the verandah, but all else was concealed amidst the inteiti ^ 
gloom. Shrieks and scuffling acquainted those without 
the journeymen were earning their hire. Survur Khan 
emerged with his sword broken off at the hilt. He procurell 
another from the Nana’s house, and a few minutes ,afte^ 
appeared again on the same errand. The third blade kh o^ 
better temper; or perhaps the tlrick of the work was alreadyf| 
over. By the time darkness had closed in, the men came fbW| 
and locked up the house for the night. Then the screak 
ceased; but the groans lasted till morning. 

‘The sun rose as usual. When he had been up n 
three hours the five repaired to the scene of their labwu**.,-^ 
overnight. They were attended by a few sweepers, whb^f| 
proceeded to transfer the contents of the house to a dry 
situated behind some trees which grew hard by. 
bodies,” says one who was present throughout, “were dragged 
out, most*of them by the hair of the head. Those who 
clothes worth taking were stripped. Some of the women tver^^| 
alive. I cannot say how many; but t/tree could speaks 
prayed for the sake of God that an end might be put t0( tbei^! 
sufferings. I remarked one very stout woman, a half-casle^ 
who was severely wounded in both arms, who entreated to bb- 
killed. She and two or three others were placed against ^h'^i 
bank of the cut by which buUodks go do\\Ti in drawing wate^ 
The dead were first thrown in. Yes; there was a great 
looking on j they were standing along the walls of the c<^' 
pound. They were principally city people and viJlagi 
Yes: there were also sepo)'s. Three boys were alive. 

• were fair children. The eldest, I think, must have b^n^sfx 
seven, and the youngest five years. They were running; 
the ^ell (where else could they go to?), and there 
lave them. No; none said a word or tried to save 








—*'**=' iinanruc attempt, 
uttle thing had been frighten^ past bearing' 

ladies.^,He thuf^^ 

j^|ed die observation of a native, who flung him and his 
^,^;,^panions down the well/ 

of eighteen days, almost 
jnthout rest, to save the women and chUdren, and now they 
.rere too latent were dead, and the assassin had W. 
Ar then, Trevelyan hesitates to put into words. 

said is the better/ 

Then he continues ; 

fe/ *'’f® 'S? ® speetaele to be witnessed which might' 
fexcDse “uck Those who, straight from the contested fild 
fendered sobbing through the rqpms of the ladies’ house, sa4 

ibi^Vn have straightway 

ghidden. The inner apartment was ankle^Jeep in blood. , The 

^liaster was scored with sword-cuts: not high up, as wliere 

|p.en have fought; but low down, and about flie ' 

^a crrature had crouched to avoid the blow. Strips of dresses 

^^mly tied round the handles of the doors, signified th^foS 

l^ivance to which feminine despair had resorted as a means of 

^ <=l\'idrens trousers, and tom cuffs and pinafores 
ffUn '■oui'J hats, and one or two shoes with burst latchets’ 
one or two daguerreotype cases with cracked glasses' An 
«|ifficer picked up a few curls, preserved in a bit of cardboard • 

® *“*’'°''® ” ’■ *1“^ around were strewn 

iulwks, some near a yard in length, dissevered, not as a keep- 
^Sagke, by quite other scissors.’ 

,i_ of Waterloo was fought on the i8th of Tmin 

“ ® reminder to the reader, but 

iStjn" w V /k' ? fiict« news when it comes 

ten. Writers of books have the fashion of whissing by vast 

*wi.fmowned historical events with the remark, ‘ The d^etails 
M.|ta8 tremendous episode are too familiar to the reader to 
te?'^®P““'if here.’ They know that that is not true. It is 

Theyjenow that the reader has for- 


f Prien^S-atfempt', 

■‘hin^ b^d been naerl. I 


tnac tne reader has for- 
eyey ,^il of it, and that nothing of the tremendous 
left tn his mind but a_vague and formless luminous' 

*0 flatter the reader, they, 

c c a 



J^'ave” knoth^ir reason 


They do not remember the detail/th^itsel^ 

^^;do not ^ant the trouble of hunting them iip ajiidf'^J^*'' 


th^m out; also, they are afraid that if they search theiii' 
!i,,!ftnd print them they will be scoffed at by the book-revieWef 1(1 
re-telling those worn old things which are familiar to 
body. They should not mind the reviewer’s jeer; Ae doe^''^ 
remember any of the worn old things until the book whiph 
- is reviewing has retold them to him. ' 

I have made the quoted remark myself, at one time anj^ 
another, but I w'as not doing it to flatter the reader, I 
merely doing it to save work. If I had known the detai|i 
W'ithout brushing up, 1 would have put them in ; but I^4idn^, 
and I did not \vant the labour of posting myself; so't‘*saidi 
‘The details of this tremendous episode are too familiar to ^the 
reader to need repeating here.’ I do not like that kind o^ k 
lie j still, it does save work. ’ 

I am not trying to get out of repeating the details of the. 
Siege of Lucknow in fear of the reviewer; I am not leaving' 
them out in fear that they would not interest the reader; I km’ 
leaving them out partly to save w'ork, mainly for lack of room*' 
It is a pity, too ; for there is not a dull place anywhere in the 
great story. ’ ; 

Ten days before the outbreak (May lo) of the Mutiny, all? 
was serene at Lucknow, the huge capital of Oude, the kingdom^ 
which had recently been seized by the India Company. There^ 
was a great garrison, composed of about 7,000 native troopk^ 
and between 700 and 800 whites. These white soldiers anti, 
their families w'ere probably the only people of their race there | 
at their elbow was that swarming population of warlike nativ^ 
a race of born soldiers, brave, daring, and fond of fighting. 
high ground just outside the city stood the palace of that greal 
personage the Resident, the representative of British powi^ 
and authority. It stood in the midst of spacious ground^ 
with its due complement of outbuildings, and the grouT^^ 
Vere enclosed by a wall—a wall not for defence but for privk^^ 
s’ *rhe mutinous spirit was in the air, but the whites wetk 
^ afraid, and did not feel much troubled. ^ 

Then came the outbreak at Meerut, then the 
, Delhi by the mutineers, in June came the three 
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Liidcnow-^then the treacherous massacre of tha 
- ^ j® garrison j and now the gr^t revolt was in fut 
•wer, and the comfortable condition of things at Lucknow 
instantly changed. 

outbreak there, and Sir Henry Lawrence 
Residency on June 30 to put it down, but 
^as defeated, with heavy loss, and had difficulty in getting 

n^glitthe memorable siegi ^fthe Residency 
f . i Lucknow-began. SiA^nry was killed 
Rngadier Inglis succeeV ' him in com- 

of the. Residency fence was an immense host of 
llJhostile and confident native besiegers, inside it were 480 loyal 

500 women and cIiildrL. 
fe;“ Lnghsh garrisons always managed to hamper 

sufficiently with women and children.^ ^ 

fe" j 1 ^ natives established themselves in houses close at hand 

cannon balls into the Residency: 

nionths and 

■“ garrison industriously replying all the time. 

..a be women arid children soon became so used to the roar of 
:the guns that it ceased to disturb their sleep. The children 
imitated siege and defence in their play. The women-with 

i^ny pretext, or with none—would sally out into the storm- 
grounds. 

stubborn 

Woittti^e, in the midst of death which came in many forms— 
Dulle^ small-pox, cholera, and by various diseases induced 
||y.. unpalatable and insufficient food, by the long hours of 
^earying and exhausting overwork in the daily and nightly 
^^e in the oppressive Indian heat, and by the broken rest ’ 
intolerable pest of mosquitoes, flies, mice, rats 

‘ IMid ^sleas. 

rbeginning of the siege more than one- 
moftbeon^n^l force of white soldiers was dead, and close 
^ttthree-fiflhs of the original native force. 

’'®“* ®"’. The enemy 

countermined, and turn-about they blew 
Residency grounds were honey- ' 


1 % 

tow* 

life* 



l^nst^tly exdhanged—sorties by the/Engl&b:^wf|fe,,^5|^ 
>^Shes by the enemy in the night—rushes wnose 
Jo breach the walls or scale tlitem j rushes which cori 
suid always failed. ., 

The ladies got used to all the horrors of war—the 
of mutilated men, the sight of blood and death. Lady Ingli^ 
mokes this mention in her diary: ‘ Mrs. Bruere’s nurse wM 
carried past our door to-day, wounded in the eye. To ex^ct^ 
the bullet, it was found necessary to take out the eye—a fearf]^ 
operation. Her mistress held her while it was performed.* ,, ‘L 
The first relieving force failed to relieve. It was nn 4 fjrj 
Havelock and Outram, and arrived when tjie siege had bcej^^ 
going on for three months. It fought its desperate to I 

Lucknow, then fought its way through the city against odos Ojj 
a hundred to one, and entered the Residency; but there W||P“' 
not enough left of it, then, to do any good. It lost more 
in its last fight than it found in the Residency when it got 
It became captive itself. J 

The fighting and starving and dying by bullets and disea^ 4 , 
went steadily on. Both sides fought with energy and industry!^ 
Captain Birch puts this striking incident in evidence. He 
speaking of the third month of the siege : ,, ^ 

‘As an instance of the heavy firing brought to bear on di:i|r' 
position this month, may be mentioned the cutting down 
the upper storey of a brick building simply by musketry firing 
This building was in a most exposed position. Alljthe shp^ 
which just missed the top of the rampart cut into the dead| 
wmII pretty much in a straight line, and at length cut nght^ 
through and brought the upper storey tumbling down. 
upper structure on the lop of the brigade-mess also fell ii^ 
The Residency house was a wreck. Captain Anderson’s 
had long ago been knocked down, and Innes’ post also fefl |]fl 
These two were riddled with round shot. A^ many a|, 

'^were picked up by Colonel Masters.’ 

, The exhausted garrison fought doggedly on, all thtpUj^K 
the next month—October. Then, November and, new^^-pi^g 
V-Sir Colin Campbell’s relieving force would soop b^"^| 
Tway from Cawnpore. 

On the lath the boom of his guns was heard, , 
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^ captured the Martini^e College, and ran 
Sd thi^ British flag there. It was seen from the Residency. . 

l^ext he took the Dil Koosha. 

On the 17th he took the former mess-house of the 32nd 
^Jsegiment—a fortified building and very strong. *A most 
P^citing, anxious day,’ writes Lady Ingiis in her diary. * About 
t'.M., two strange officers walked through our yard leading^ 
ii|ieir horses ’—and by that sign she knew that communication 
l^as established between the forces, that the relief was real, this 
flime, and that the long siege of Luckpow was ended. 

The last eight or ten miles of Sir Colin Campbell’s 
arch was through seas of blood. The weapon mainly used 
Cwas the bayonet, the fighting was desperate. The way was 
.milestoned with detached strong buildings of stone, fortified, 
'^nd heavily garrisoned, and these had to be taken by assault 
"^Neither side asked for quarter, and neither gave it At the 
'{Secundrabagh, where nearly two thousand of the enemy occu- ■ 
'pied a great stone house in a garden, the work of slaughter 
uwas continued until every man was killed. That is a sample 
ibf the character of that devastating march, 
f There were but few trees in the plain at that time, and 
from the Residency the progress of the march, step by step, 
\ 4 ctory by victory, could be noted; the ascending clouds of 
!bftttle-sinoke marked the way to the eye, and the thunder of the 
5|uns marked it to the ear. 

Sir Colin Campbell had not come to Lucknow to hold it, 
but to save the occupants of the Residency, and bring them 
a'sv'ay. Four or five days after his arrival the secret evacuation' 
|)y, the troops took place, in the middle of a dark night, by the 
principal gate (the Bailie Guard). The two hundred women 
ftpd two hundred and fifty children had been previously 
^moved. Captain Biich says : 

,‘,And now commenced a movement of the most perfect 
ai^gement and successful generalship—the withdrawal of the 
of the various forces, a combined movement requirinf 
^^0;^0atest care and skill. First, the garrison in immediah 
^ the enemy at the fur^est esetremity of the Res 
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b^md it, and So passed 

the whole of our position w'as 
^{Havelock’s force was similarly withdrawn post bry’“^'^^ 
ri’Jtharching in rear of our garrison. After them in turfl'K 
{the forces of the Commander-in-Chief, which joined bn'in 
tXrear of Havelock’s force. Regiment by regiment was wfm| 
drawn with 'the utmost order and regularity. The wliblt 
" operation resembled the movement of a telescope. Sterh8 
.""-'Silence was kept, and the enemy took no alarm.* ’ 

Lady Inglis, referring to her husband and to General 
James Outram, sets down the closing detail of this impressive? 
midnight retreat, in darkness and by stealth, of this shaddw^|| 
host through the gate which it had defended so long<%id| 
so well: ' 


*At twelve precisely they marched out, John and Sir 
Outram remaining till all had passed, and then they took o1^ 
their hats to the Bailie Guard, the scene of as noble a defence? 
as I think history will ever have to relate.’ { 


Don’t part with your illusions. When they are gone you may 
exist but you have ceased to live.— Pudd^nhead Wtlson^s New CaJendar^ ^ ^ 
Often, the surest way to convey misinformation is to tell the Strict^ 
tmth,-~-Pudd*nAead Wilsoit’s New Caleitdar. / 


We were driven over Sir Colin Campbell’s route by a Britislj^^ 
officer, and when I arrived at the Residency I was so familial 
with the road that I could ha\'e led a retreat over it myself 
but the compass in my head has been out of order from 
birth, and so as soon as I was within the battered Bailie Guar^ 


and turned about to review the march and imagine the relieving! 
- forces storming their way along it, everything was upside dbw^ 
and wrong end first in a moment, and I was never able ' * 

' straightened out again. And now when I look at the 
plan the confusion remains. In me the east was born ’t.,, 
'’and battle-plans which have the east on the right-hand sjdisl^ 
of no use to rne. ' ‘ 
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^^|^^_j^ressive and*beaiStifuir’'^ They' and 'the' grbi4nd5'^'are|^ 
hoar, and will suffer no neglect nor be profaned by anyf 
K^hdid or commercial use while the British remain masters or*^ 
^JuidisL Within the grounds are buried the dead who gave up 
^piheir lives there in the long siege. 

® ^ i.. After a fashion I was able to imagine the fiery storm that 
^^ged night and day over the place during so many months, 
^“^hd after a fashion I could imagine the men moving through 
but I could not satisfactorily place the 200 women, and I V 
nothing at all with the 250 children. I knew by*^^ 
I^ghs’s diary that the children carried on their small 
l^raffairs very much as if blood and carnage and the crash and 
^" thunder of a siege were natural and proper features of nursery 
and I tried to realise it j but when her little Johnny came 
JIJirUshing, all excitement, through the din and smoke, shouting 
mamma, the white hen has laid an egg !’,] ;^1W that I 
Johnny’s place was under I could 

I; imagine him there, because I could imagine rapelf there; and 
I think I should not have been interested in a hen that was 
% laying an egg, my interest would have been with the parties 
;4 that were laying the bomb-shells. I aat at dinner with one of 
fbose children, in the club’s Indian palace, and I knew tliat alt 
through the siege he was perfecting his teething and learning 
talk; and while to me he was the most impressive object in 
wLucknow after the Residency ruins, I was not able to imagine 
rlwhat his life had been during that tempestuous infancy of his, 
|;^b6r what sort of a curious sunrise it must have been to him 
§,tb be marched suddenly out into a strange dumb world where 
l^ere wasn’t any noise, and nothing going on. He was only 
It^.lc^y-one when I saw him, a strangely youthful link to connect 
Mhe present with so ancient an episode as the Great Mutiny. 

% and by we saw Cawnpore; and the open lot which 
^a$ the scene of Moore’s memorable defence; and the spot 
shore of the Ganges where the massacre of the betrayed . 
torison occurred; and the small Indian temple whence the 
^ti|le-signal notified the assassins to fall on. This latter was 
|iti%nely spot, and silent. The sluggish river drifted by, , 
currentless; it was dead low water, narrow channels, 
sydbars between, all the way across the wide bed;! 
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^Sq1|N:i Isaliiieaded bird the'Adjutant, 
p/foOT stilts, solitary on a distant bar, with 
^ between his shoulders—thinking; thinking of his 
S'fsuppose, the .dead Hindoo that lay awash at his 
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^ whether to eat him alone or invite friends. He and his 
were a proper accent to that mournful place; they wer^-'iSul 
keeping with it, they emphasised its loneliness and 
; solecinity. , 

And we saw the scene of the slaughter of the helpled 
' women and children, and also the costly memorial that .Iff 
built over the well which contains tlieir remains. The 31 a<^l 
Hole of Calcutta is gone, but a more reverent age if fome^^ 
and whatever remembrancer still exists of the moving and'J 
heroic sufferings and achievements of the garrisons 
Lucknow and Cawnpore w'ill be guarded and preserved. , 

In Agra and its neighbourhood, and afterwards at Delh^:^ 
we saw forts, mosques and tombs which were built in the^ 
great days of the Mohammedan emperors, and which are^ 
marvels of cost, magnitude, and richness of materials anid^^^ 
ornamentation, creations of surpassing grandeur, wondera^*!^ 
which do indeed make the like things in the rest of the worldlg 
seem tame and inconsequential by comparison. I am 
" purposing to describe them. By good fortune 1 had not read^ 
too much about them, and tber^ore was able to get a naturai& 

' and rational focus upon them; with the result that they% 
thrilled me, and blessed me, and exalted me. But if I ha<S 
previously overheated my imagination by drinking too mucJtfM 
. pestilential literary hot Scotch, I should have suffered disa^S 
pointment and sorrow. , ,, 

I mean to speak of only one of these many world^renowpe® 
buildings—the Taj Mahal, the most celebrated construc^g® 
in the earth. I had read a great deal too much about iL 
saw it in the daytime, I saw it in the moonlight, I saw it 
at hand, I saw it from a distance; and 1 knew, all the tthijiij 
, that of its kind it was ilw wonder of the world, with no 
petitor now and no possible future competitor, and yet— 
not my Taj. My Taj had been built by excitable 
people, it had got solidly lodged in my head, and l 
blast it out 
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jpt^l^idns of the Taj, and ask him to take note pf the; 
fiQ|ii^Wsfons left in his mind. These descriptions do really ' 
^p|§, the truth—as nearly as the limitations of language will, 
But language is a treacherous thing, a most unsure 
^^hicle, and it can seldom arrange descriptive words in suci^ a 
^ay that they will not inflate the facts—^by help of the reader’s 
pnia^'nation, which is always ready to take a hand, and work 
Qor nothing, and do the bulk of it at that. 

. I will begin with a few sentences from the excellent little; 
glpcal guide-book of Mr. Satya Chandra Mukerji. I take them - 
I’from here and there in his description: 

? *The inlaid work of the Taj and the flowers and petals 
|that are to be found on all sides on the surface of the marble 
|evince a most delicate touch.* 

I, That is true. 

*The inlaid work, the marble, the flowers, the buds, the 
‘"leaves, the petals and the lotus stems are almost without a 
* rival in the whole of the civilised w'orld.’ 

C ‘The work of inlaying with stones and gems is found in the 
r'^ighest perfection in the Taj.’ 

^ Gems, inlaid flowers, buds, leaves, lo be found on all sides, 
r^Vhat do you see before you ? Is the fairy structure growing ? 

^ Is it becoming a jewel casket ? 

* The whole of the Taj produces a wonderful effect that is 
;.equally sublime and beautiful.* 
k.-/ Then Sir William Wilson Hunter : 

y, ‘The Taj Mahal with its beautiful domes, "a dream of 
«marble,” rises on the river bank.* 

. ‘The materials are white marble and red sandstone.* 
i,.‘The complexity of its design and the delicate intricacy of 
^the.workmanship baffle description.* 

|y;. Sir William continues. I will italicise some of his words : 
.^^^^r^The mausoleum stands on a raised marble platform at ' 
s^h., of whose corners rises a tall and slender minaret of 
^ceful proportions and exquisite beauty. Beyond the plat- 
stretch the two wings, one of which is itself a mosque of 
architectural merit. In the centre of the whole design ' 
^,.fnaiisoleum occupies a square of i86 feet with the angled ;- 

so as to form an unequal octagon. The m^P ; 






rirTtW^cerittsa 

! to nearly two-thirds of a sphere and ^ 
l^tremityiiito a pointed spire crowned by a crescdit; 

«-'it an enclosure of marble trellis-worlc surrounds the tbinhs"^! 
!^;^the princess and of her husband, the Emperor. Each cSrnt 
C of the mausoleum is covered by a similar though much sniialli 
dome erected on a pediment pierced with graceful Sarac^i 
arches. Light is admitted into the interior through a 
’ screen of pierced marble, which tempers the glare of an Indian:’ 
sky while its whiteness prevents the mellow effect from 
generating into gloom. The internal decorations consist bfi 
inlaid work in precious stones such as agate^ jasper^ etc.^ rw/A’ 

, which every squandril or salient point in the architec^*1^'M^^ 
;; richly fretted. Brown and violet marble is also freely em^oyeifij 
in wreaths, scrolls, and lintels to relieve the monotony of whiteij 
wall. In regard to colour and design, the interior of the 
may rank first in the world for purely decorative worl^anshi^'yt^ 
while the perfect symmetry of its exterior, once seen can nevetl/^ 
be forgotten, nor the aerial grace of its domes, rising likej 
marble bubbles into the clear sky. The Taj represents 


most highly elaborated stage of ornamentation reached by thi^”! 
Indo-Mohammedan builders, the stage in which the archite^^«^ 


ends and the jeweller begins. In its magnificent gateway thcf.'i 
diagonal ornamentation at the corners, which satisfied 
designers of the gateways of Itimad-ud-doulah and Sikandt^^ 
mausoleums is superseded by fine marble cables, in bold| 
twists, strong and handsome. The triangular insertions 
white marble and large flowers have in like manner givbb';^ 
place to fine inlaid work. Firm perpendicular lines in blaclb^^ 
marble with well proportioned panels of the same materialjiife^ 
effectively used in the interior of the gateway. On its top jh® 
Hindoo brackets and monolithic architraves of Sikandra ari| 
replaced by Moorish carped arches, usually single blocks’ 
red sandstone, in the kiosks and pavilions which adorn 
roof. From the pillared pavilions a magnificent view' 
obtained of the Taj gardens below, with the noble JurnMl 
, river at their farther end, and the city and Fort of Agra’ifi !i^i^ 
distance. From this beautiful and splendid gatewaj^'V 
jpasses up a straight alley shaded by ever green trees cool^! 

' a broaid shallow piece of water running along the . 


Tlie re^ sandstone of theother kohammedan building^,^^ 
disappeared, or rather the red sandstone where used to | 
8KAi the thickness of the walls, is in the Taj itself overlaid ; 
J^^letely with white marble, and the white marble is itself ., 
with precious stones arranged in lovely patterns of 
A feeling of purity impresses itself on the eye and 
She, mind from the absence of the coarser material which 
®fc^s so invariable a material in Agra architecture. The lower 7 
^iw^s and panels are covered with tulip's, oleanders, and full , 
||i)l,own lilies, in flat carving on the white marble ; and althoughj 
inlaid work of flowers done in gems is very brilliant when 
Spooked at closely there is on the whole but little colour, and ' 
feiiife all-prevailing sentiment is one of whiteness, silence, and 
.^calm'. The whiteness is broken*onIy by the fine colour of the 
^iinlaid gems, by lines in black marbles, and by delicately 
^.Jwritten inscriptions also in black from the Koran. Under the 
^ dome of tke vast mausoleum a high and beautiful screen of 
^k)| 5 en tracery in white marble rises round the two tombs, or 
^'lather cenotaphs of the Emperor and his princess ; and in this 
'^Iparrel of marble^ the carving has advanced from the old 


^’geometrical patterns to a trellis-work of flowers and foliage, 
J^jmndled with great freedom and spirit. The two cenotaphs in 
the centre of the exquisite enclosure have no carving except 
Sthe plain Kalamdan or oblong pen-box on the tomb of 
|;Emperor Shah Jehan. But both cenotaphs are inlaid with 
'if^owers made of costly gems^ and with the ever graceful oleander 
'^^roll.*' 

'' Bayard Taylor, after describing the details of the Taj, goes 
Slpp , to say *On both sides the palm, the banyan, and the 
Se^thery bamboo mingle their foliage ; the song of birds meets 
^our ears, and the odour of roses and lemon flowers sweetens 
air, Down such a vista and over such a foreground rises 
'Taj. There is no mystery, no sense of partial failure about 
Taj. A thing of perfect beauty and of absolute finish^ in 
^^ry detail it might pass for the. work of genii w'ho knew 
^ ^gbt of the weaknesses and ills with which mankind are 

&*^tl bf those details are true. But taken together, they state ,, 
pl'^IS^ehood—to You cannot add them up correctly.: 



.^^Those enters know the values of their words aha pp' 

to you the words and phrases convey other and unchrjSi 
' values. To those writers their phrases have values whicfi f ? 
think I am now acquainted with ; and for the help of tl^, 
reader I will here repeat certain of those words and phrase^: 
and follow them with numerals which shall represent those, 
values—then we shall see the difference between a writer’s^ 
ciphering and a mistaken reader’s : 

Precious stones,. as agate^ Jasper^ dr ^ c . —5, 

JVith which every salient point is richly fretted —5. 
lurst in the world for purely decorative workmanship —9, 
TJk Taj represents the stage where the architect ends^ an^ 
the begins —5. > •<. , 


The Taj is entirely of marble and gems —7. 

Inlaid with precious stones in lovely patterns of flowers—^. 

The inlaid work of flowers done in gems is very brilliant; 
(followed by a most important modification w'hich the reader 
is sure to read too carelessly)—2. 

The VAST mausoleum —5. 

This marvel of marble —5. 

The exquisite enclosure —5. 

Inlaid with flowers made of COSTLY gems —5. ^ 

A thing of perfect beauty and absolute finish —5. 

Those details are correct \ the figures which I have placed 
after them represent quite fairly fheir individual values. Then 
why, as a whole, do they convey a false impression to the 
reader? It is because the reader—beguiled by his heated 
imagination—masses them in the wrong way. The writer 
would mass the first three figures in the following way, and' 
they would speak the truth : . ,, ^ 


5 

5 

9 


Total 19 

But the reader masses them thus—and then they tell a 11 ^ 

5 5 9 - 

The writer would add all of his twelve numerals logg^enl 
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tna ti^n tne sum would express the whole truth about the 
Taj, and the truth only—63. 

But the reader—always helped by his imagination—would 
put the figures in a row one after the other, and get this sum, 
which would tell him a noble big lie : 

55957525555 S- 

You must put in the commas yourself; I have to go on 
with my work. 

The reader will always be sure to put the figures together 
in that wrong way, and then, as surely, before him wnll stand, 
sparkling in the sun, a gem crusted Taj as tall as the Matter¬ 
horn. 

I had to visit Niagara fifteen limes before I succeeded in 
getting my imaginary Falls gauged to the actuality and could 
begin to sandy an<i wholesome!) wonder at them for what they 
were, not whrt I had expected them to be. When I first 
approaehed them it w^s with my face lifted tow aids the sky, 
for I thought I was going to see an Atlantic ocean pouring 
down thence over cloud \cxed Himahjan heights, a sea- 
green wall of water sixty miles front and six miles high • and 
so, when the toy reality (ame suddenly into view—that be- 
ruffied little wet apron hinging out to dry—the shock was too 
much for me, and I fell with a dull thud. Yet slowly, surely, 
steadily, in the course of my fifteen \isits, the proportions 
adjusted themsehes to the facts, and I came at last to realise 
that a waterfall a hundred and sixty five feet high and a quarter 
of a mile wide was an impressive thing. It was not a dippcrful 
to my vanished great vi^.ion, but it would answer. 

I know that I ought to do with the Taj as I was obliged 
to do with Niagara—see it fifteen times, and let my mind 
gradually get rid of the Taj built in it by its desenbers by help 
of my imagination, and substitute for it the Taj of fact. It 
would be noble and fine, then, and a maryd; not the mar\el 
which it replaced, but still a marvel, and fine enough. I am 
a careless reader, I suppose—an itn^ressiomst reader; an im¬ 
pressionist reader of what is not an impressionist picture; a 
reader who overlooks the informing details or masses their sum 
improperly, and gels only a large, splashy, general effect—an 




, effect which IS not correct, and which is not 
particulars placed before me—particulars which t did nrft; 
examine, and whose meanings I did not cautiously and carfi^ 
fully estimate. It is an effect which is some thirty-five or 
times finer than the reality, and is therefore a great deal hotter' 
and more valuable than the reality; and so, I ought never to' 
hunt up the reality, but stay miles away from it, and thus' 
preserve undamaged my own private mighty Niagara tumbling- 
out of the vault of heaven, and my own ineffable Taj, built of 
tinted mists upon jewelled arches of rainbows supported by, 
colonnades of moonlight. It is a mistake for a person with an 
unregulated imagination to go and look at an illustrious world’s' 
wonder. 


I suppose that many, manj years ago I gathered the idv a 
that the Taj’s place in the achievements of man was exactly the' 
place of the ice-storm in the achievements of Nature; that the 
Taj rejiresenled man’s supremest possibility in the creation of 
grace and beauty and extiuisitcness and splendour, just as the 
ice-storm represents Nature’s supremest possibility in the com¬ 
bination of those same qualities. I do not know how long 
ago that idea was bred in me, but I know that I cannot re-, 
member back to a time when the thought of either of these 
symbols of gracious and unapproachable perfection did not at 
once suggest the other. If 1 thought of the ice-storm, the Taj, 
rose before me divinely beautiful; if I thought of the Taj, - 
with its encrustings and inlaying of jewels, the vision of the 
ice-storm rose. And so, to me, all these years, the Taj has 
had no rival among the temples and palaces of man, none, 
that even remotely approached it—it was his architectural r 
ice-storm. , * 


Here in London the other night I was talking with soqie 
Scotch and English friends, and I mentioned the ice-storm,' 
using it as a figure—-a figure which failed, for none of them ■ 
had heard of the ice-storm. One gentleman who was very," 
familiar with American literature, said he had never seen jf" 
mentioned in any book. That is strange. And I myself waisr 
not able to say that I had seen it mentioned in a book; and^' 
yet the autumn foliage, with all other American scenery, 
received full and competent attention. I t 

The oversight is very strange, for in America the ice-sto^^^ 







^ent 


it is riot ith event which otie is careless 


When it comes, the news flies from room to room in 
1 ^Ihe house, there are bangings on the doors, and shoutings, 
^^The ice storm ! the ice-storm ! ’ and even the laziest sleepers 
f#t^w off the covers and join the nsh for the windows. The 
pIce-storm occurs in mid-winter, and usually its enchantments 
wrought in the silence and the darkness of the night. A 
^>|ifine drizzling rain falls hour after hour upon the naked twigs 
^ and branches of the trees, and as it falls it freezes. In time 
rrthe trunk and every branch and twig are encased in hard pure 
,. ice; so that the tree looks like a skeleton tree made all of 
glass—glass that is crystal-clear. All along the under side of 
''^y-every branch and twig is a comb of little icicles—the frozen 
li.drip. Sometimes these pendants do not quite amount to 
icicles, but are round beads—frozen tears. 

;;, The weather clears, toward dawn, and leaves a brisk pure 
atmosphere and a sky without a shred of cloud in it—and 
, everything is still, there is not a breath of w’ind. The dawn 
'/ breaks and spreads, the news of the storm goes about the 
house, and the little and the big, in wraps and blankets, flock 


to the window and press together there, and gaze intently out 
upon,the great white ghost in the grounds, and nobody says a 
‘ word, nobody stirs. All are waiting; they know w'hat is coming, 
‘/and they are waiting—waiting for the miracle. I'he minutes 
;; drift on and on and on, with not a sound but the ticking of the 


clock; at last the sun fires a sudden sheaf of rays into the 
, ghostly tree and turns it into a white splendour of glittering 
diamonds. Everybody catches his breath, and feels a swelling 
xin his throat and a moisture in his eyes—but waits again; for 
ihe knows what is coming; there is more yet. The sun climbs 
/ higher and still higher, flooding the tree, from its loftiest 
'.spread of branches to its lowest, turning it to a glory of white 
l/ifire; then in a moment, without warning, comes the great 
miracle, the supreme miracle, the miracle without its fellow in 
■^tlie earth : a gust of wind sets every branch and twig to sway- 
/ing, and in an instant turns the whole white tree into a spout- 
“^g and spraying explosion of flashing gems of every conceivable 
f^jolour; and there it stands and swaj-s, this way and that, 
flash I flash ! flash ! a dancing and glancing world of rubies, 
rjemcraWs, diamonds, sapphires, the most radiant spectacle, the 













v'';'''jj'iiiost bliiid^^ tiie diviii^^''the 

intoxicating vision of fire and colour and intofer^liei 
iJS; tiiimaginable splendour that ever any eye has rested, upOil i^^ 
^.f7 this world, or will ever rest upon outside the gates of heavep,’ 

By all my senses, all my faculties, I know that the ib^l 
Storm is Nature’s supremest achievement m the domain of ihe^ 
superb and the beautiful ; and by my reason, at least, I kiidw r 
' that the Taj is man’s ice-storm. ^ 

In the ice-storm every one of the myriad ice-beads, 
pendant from twig and branch is an individual gem, and^ 
changes colour with every motion caused by the wind; each.' 
tree carries a million, and a forest-front exhibits the splen¬ 
dours of the single tree multiplied by a thousand. 

It occurs to me now that I have never seen the ice-ctorm’ 
put upon canvas, and I have not heard that any painter KaS 
tried tr> do it. I wonder why that is. Is it that paint cannot 
counterfeit the intense blaze of a sun-fiooded jewel? There 
should be, and must be, a reason, and a good one, why tMe' 
most enchanting sight that Nature has created has been 
neglected by the brush. ^ 

Often, the surest way to convey misinformation is to tell 
the strict truth. 'J’he dcscribers of the Taj have used tHe 
word^(r’/« in its strictest sense—its scientific sense. In that, 
sense it is a mild word, a modest word, and promi.ses but little to. 
the eye—nothing blight, nothing brilliant, nothing sparkling^'' 
nothing splendid in the way of colour. It accurately describes the; 
sober and unobtrusive gem-work of the Taj; that is, to the' 


very highly educated one person in a thousand; but it most ' 
falsely de.scribes it to the 999. But the 999 are the people 
who ought to be especially taken care of, and to them it does ' 
not mean quiet-coloured designs wrought in carnelians, oSrt 
agates, or such things; they know the word in its wide and) 
ordinary sense only, and so to them it means diamonds 
rubies and opals and their kindred, and the moment their eye^j 
fall upon it in print they see a vision of glorious colour^fe 
clothed in fiie. "' j 

These describers aic writing for the ‘general,’and ^0, i^i 
order to make sure of being understood, they ought to yism 
words in their ordinary sense or else explain. The w'd'fdS 
fountain means one thing in Syria, where there are butli''. 









i^jtii^jiof pieople ;, it m^ns quite another thing in North 
Viherica, where there are 75,000,000. If I were describing 
mie Syrian scenery, and should exclaim, ‘ Within the narrow 
pacje of a quarter of a mile square I saw, in the glory of the 
Jfeoding moonlight, two hundred noble fountains—^imagine 
J'l^he spectacle ! ’ The North American would have a vision of 
^^|dustering columns of water soaring aloft, bending over in 
*|^,lgraceful arches, bursting in beaded spray and raining white 
jt'-'fire in the moonlight—and he would be deceived. But the 
J!,.:'$yrian w’ould not be deceived; he would merely see two 
•^^hundred fresh-water springs—two hundred drowsing puddles, 
Sjjas level and unpretentious and unexcited as so many door- 
Idmats, and even with the help of the moonlight he would not 
y^^ose his grip in the presence of the exhibition. My word 
Vr'*fountain ’ would be correct; it would speak the strict truth ; 
f;ahd it would convey the strict truth to the handful of Syrians, 

, and the strictest misinformation to the North American 
millions. With their gems—and gems—and more gems—and 
>,,gcms again—and still other gems—the dcscribers of the Taj 
„'^are within their legal but not their moral rights: they are 
dealing in the strictest scientific truth; and in doing it they 
succeed to admiration in tolling * what am’t so.’ 


ii, CHAPTER LXIII 

I I ^ 

I * 

Satan {impaJuntly) to New-comer : The trouble with you 
■ people is, that you think you are the best people down here; whereas 
• are merely the most numerous.— Ptfdd'nhcad Wilson's PPew Calendar* 

,s 

^UVe wandered contentedly around here and there in India : to 
*j,"^liore, among other places, where the Lieutenant-Governor 
''Sent me aji elephant. This hospitality stands out in my 
^jcxperiences in a stately isolation. It was a fine elephant, 
geiitlcmanly, educated, and I was not afraid of it. I 
rode it with confidence through the crowded lanes of the 
"jaative city, where it scared all the hoises out of their senses, 
where children were always just escaping its feet. It took 





middle of the road in a fine independent 
y jihe world to get out of the way or take the consequ€ih<«iSl'^. ''f f 
:;.am used to being afraid of collisions when 1 ride or drii^ 
when one is on the top of an elephant that feeling is abseht'!^ 
i I could have ridden in comfort through a regiment of runawhjJ^ 

” teams. I could easily learn to prefer an elephant to any oihef;| 
vehicle, partly .because of that immunity from collisions, and 
* partly because of the fine vievv one has from up there, arid''.I 
partly because of the dignity one feels in tliat high place, and ^ 
partly because one can look in at the windows and see what is.| 
going on privately amongst the family. The Lahore horses!,;; 
were used to elephants, but they were rapturously afraid ofy\ 
them just the same. It seemed curious. Perhaps the better '^ ' 
they know the elephant the^ more they respect him in iK|it 
peculiar way. In our own case we are not afraid of dynamite “ 
till we get acquainted with it. 

We drifted as far as Rawal Pindi, away up on the Afghjan \ 
frontier—I think it was the'Afghan frontier, but it may have 
been Hertzegovina—it was around there somewhere—and ’ 
down again to Delhi, to see the ancient architectural wonders 
there and in Old Delhi and not describe them, and also to see ' 


the scene of the illustrious assault, in the Mutiny days, when 
the British carried Delhi by storm, one of the marvels of 
history for impudent daring and immortal valour. 

We had a refreshing rest, there in Delhi, in a great old, 
mansion which possessed historical interest. It was built, 
a rich Englishman who had become orientalised—so much S0i*,fX 
that he had a zenana. But he was a broad-minded man, an^v : 


remained so. To please his harem he built a mosque; to" 
pTi^sehimself he built an English church. That kind of a mad; ‘ 
will arrive, somewhere. In the Mutiny days the mansion was the/., 
British general's headquarters. It stands in a great garden-rTf!;- 
oriental fashion—and about it are many noble trees. The;; 
trees harbour monkeys; and they are monkeys of a watch^ ; 
and enterprising sort, and not much troubled with fear. 
invade the house whenever they get a chance, and carry' tM'\ 
everything they don’t want. One morning the master of 
house was in his bath, and the window was open. Near' 
stood a pot of yellow paint and a brush. Some monfcej^T’v 
appeared in the w'indow; to scare them away, the gentlemaii;!;^; 
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wHSb sponge at them. They did not scare at all; they 
||ump,ed into the room and threw yellow paint all over him 
the brush, and drove him out; then they painted the 
'^(ralls and the floor and the tank and the windows and the 
J^fcmiture yellow, and were in the dressing-room painting that 
help arrived and routed them. 

Two of these creatures came into my room in the early 
l^finorning, through a window whose shutters I had left open, 
and w’hen I woke, one of them was before the glass brushing 
5 his hair, and the other one had my note-book, and was reading 

V a page of humorous notes and crying. I did not mind the 
Vi one with the hair-brush, but the conduct of the other one hurt 
vi^'me; it hurts me yet. I threw something at him, and that was 

wrong, for my host had told me that the monkeys were best 
' Jeft alone. They threw everything at me that they could lift, and 
then went into the bathroom to get some moie things, and I 
. shut the door on them. 

V At Jeypoor, in Rajpiitana, we made a considerable stay, 
were not in the native city, but several miles from it, in 

* tbe small European-official suburb. There were but few 
Europeans—only fourteen—but they were all kind and 
hospitable, and it amounted to being at iiome. In Jeypoor we 
' found again what we had found all about India—that wiiile 
the Indian servant is in his way a very real treasure, he will 
sometimes bear watching, and the Englishman watches him. 
^ If he sends him on an errand, he w^ants more than the man’s 
’word for it that he did the errand. ’When fruit and vegetables 
' were-sent to us, a ‘chit’ came with them —a receipt for us to 
'Isign ; otherwise the things might not arrive. If a gentleman 
sent us his carriage, the chit stated ‘from’ such-and-such an 
hour ‘ to ’ such-and-such an hour—which made it unhandy for 
ithe coachman and his two or three subordinates to put us off 
-with a part of the allotted time and devote the rest of it to a 
Jark of their own. 

. We were pleasantly situated in a small two-storeyed inn, in 
an empty large compound which was surrounded by a mud 
^wail ,as high as a man’s head. The inn was kept by nine 
):Hind6o brothers, its owners. They lived, with their families, 
|ln,a bne-storeyed building within the compound but off to one 
and there was always a long pUe of their little comely 
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brown children loosely stacked on its verandah, and 
tnent of the parents wedged amongst them smoking the hookah' 
or the howdah or 'whatever they call it By the verandah^ 
stood a palm, and a monkey li\cd in it, and led a lonesomO 
life, and always looked sad and weary, and the crows bothered 
him a good deal 

The inn cow poked about the compound and emphasized 
the secluded and country air of the place, and there was a do^ 
of no particulii biccd, \\liO %as alwajs present m the com¬ 
pound, and ah\'i)s asUcp, ahM)s stietched out biking in the 
Lun and adding to the deep li inquillity and rcposcfulncss of 
the place, when the cioms wtie away on business White- 
dniiciied sei\ ipts \ ^ic (.onunjf .md goin^ all the lime, but^ 
they seemed only •» i Is, foi the ir feet were l)ire and made i.O* 
sound Down the 1 me a pit'^c hied in ehphant in tne shnde 


ofanobh tiie, aid loc’ed and ixkcd, and rc lehcJ about 
with his tiiiiiK, btggin, of his blown misttes>, oi fumbling the 
thildien pi'*}mg about hij feet And there wcicciinedsabout, 
but they go on veliet fea, and weie propei to the silence and 
serenity of the surroundneS 

'Ihe Satan mentioned at the lie id of tins chapter was not 
oui Satin, but the other one Our SUanwas lost to us. In 
theic liter da}s he had passed out of our life—lamented by 
me, and sincerely. I w as missing him, I am missing him 
jet, after all these months. He was an astonishing creature to 
fly around and do things He didn’t always do them quite 
right, but he did them, and did them suddenly. There was 
no time wasted. You would sa}— 

* Pac k the trunks and bags, Satan.’ 

* Wair good' (very good). 

Then there would be a biief sound of thrashing and 
slashing and humming and buzzing, and a spectacle as of a 
whnlwmd spinning gowns and jackets and coats and boots 
and things through the air, and then—with bow and touch— 

‘Awready, m iste* ’ 

It wis wondciful It made one di/zy. He'crumpled 
dresses a good de d, and he had no particular plan about the 
work -at fiist—e'cent to put each article into the trunk k 
didn’t belong m But he soon reformed, in this matter. Not 
entirely j for, to the last he would cram into the satchel sacred 




i^'||t»ptare,any odds and ends of nibbisli that he couldn^t 
pipd: a handy place for, elsewhere. ^Vhen threatened with 
for this, it did not trouble him; he only looked 
frjpleasant, saluted with soldierly grace, said ‘ Wair good,' and 
,;.did it again next day. 

He was always busy; kept the rooms tidied up, the boots 
( Polished, the clothes brushed, the wash-basin full of clean 
i, ; water, my dress clothes laid out and ready for the lecture-hall 
r an hour ahead of time; and he dressed me from head to heel 
in spite of my determination to do it myself, according to my 
^ life-long custom. 

He was a born boss, and loved to command, and to jaw 
and dispute with inferiors, and harry them and bullyrag them. 
*] He was fine at the railway station—yes, he was at his 6nest 
there. He would shoulder and plunge and paw his violent 
. way through the packed mulliUide of natives, vrith nineteen 
coolies at his tail, each bearing a trifle of luggage—one a 
trunk, another a parasol, another a shawl, another a fan, and 
so on j one article to each, and the longer the procession the 
better he was suited—and he was sure to make for some 


engaged sleeper and begin to hurl the owner’s things out of it, 
swearing it vras ours and that there had becu a mistake. 
Arrived at our own sleeper he would undo the bedd'ng- 
bundles and make the beds and put everything to rights and 
shipshape in two minutes; then put his head out at a window 
and have a restful good time abusing his gang of coolies and 
disputing their bill until we arrived and made him pay them 
and stop his noise. 

Speaking of noise, he certainly was the noisiest little devil 
in India—and that is saying much, very much indeed. I 
loved him for his noise, but the family detested him for it. 
They could not abide it, they could not get reconciled to it. 

\ It humiliated them. As a rule, when we got, ^Yilhin six 
hundred yards of one of those big railway stations a mighty 
racket of screaming and shrieking and shouting and storming 
would break upon us, and I would be happy to myself, and 
.^e family would say, with shame— 

* There—that’s Satan. Why do you keep him?* « 

And sure enough, there in the whirling midst of fifteen 
hundred wondering people we would find that little scrap of a 

'V, . ' ” 




.' 4|,^eattife 'gesticulating like a spider with the cohc, hi|4hlst^^ 

J ' eye^s snapping, his fez-tassel dancing, his jaWs pourifig 
i; floods of Billingsgate upon his gang of beseeching an]J| 
<y' astonished coolies. 7^ 

‘ I loved him, I couldn’t help it; but the family—why, they;. 

'‘ could hardly speak of him with patience. To this day I rcgreif 
his loss, and wish I had him back; but they—it is difTereiit'’; 
with them. He was a native, and came from Surat. Twenty 
degrees of latitude lay between his birthplace and Manuel’s,, 
and fifteen hundred between their ways and characters ahdf; 
dispositions. I only liked Manuel, but I loved Satan. Thissv 
latter’s real name was intensely Indian. I could not quite get-^ 
the hang of it, ’but it sounded like Bunder Rao llam Chundcr;/ 
Clam Chowder. It was too long for bandy use anyway,* S‘. ^ ■ 

. reduced it. ' 

■ *1 

When he had been with us two or three weeks he begafi 

to make mistakes which I had difficulty in patching up for; 

him. Approaching Benares one day, he got out of the trains. 

to see if he could get up a misunderstanding with somebody,'' 

for it had been a weary long journey and he wanted to ' 

freshen up. He found what he W'as after, but kept up his 

pow-wow a shade too long, and got left. So there we were in ‘' 

a strange city and no chambermaid. It was awkward for us, 

and we told him he must not do so any more. He saluted , 

and said in his dear pleasant way, ‘Wair good.' Then at;'. 

Lucknow he got drunk. I said it was fever, and got the, > 

family compassion and solicitude aroused; so they gave him a 

teaspoonful of liquid quinine and it set his vitals on fire. He ' 

made several grimaces which gave me a better idea of the ' 

Lisbon earthquake than any I have ever got of it frora’;^ 

paintings and descriptions. His drunk was still portentously 

solid next morning, but I could have pulled him through with,;? 

the family if he would only have taken another spoonful 

that remedy; but no, although he was stupefied his memory'‘'j;^i 

still had flickerings of life; so he smiled a divinely dull smili^!^^}^ 

and said, fumblingly saluting— '' ■ 

‘ Scoose me, mem Saheb, scoose me, Missy Saheb ; Satan, kS 
- ■ - - ' 


. 4 ,; 

ft*/* 


j not prefer it, please.’ 

Then some instinct revealed to them that he was drunl^; 
They gave him prompt notice that next time this happened hi- 



^^iiuSt 'lip.' He got out a matidlih afl'd mdst gciitle ‘Wair 
^O^od,’ and saluted indefinitely. 

Only one shott week later he fell again. And oh, sorrow— 
,^libt in a hotel this time, but in an English gentleman’s private 
v Ift^liouse. And in Agra, of all places. So he had to go. When 
l^'I told him, he said patiently, ‘Wair good,’ and made his 
parting salute, and went out from us to return no more for 
ever. Dear me, I would rather have lost a hundred angels 
than that one poor lovely devil. What style he used to put 
^j(';bn, in a swell hotel or in a private house 1 Snow-white muslin 
't4 from his chin to his bare feet, a crimson sash embroidered 
' -V with gold thread around his waist, and on his head a great 
sea-green turban like to the turban of the Grand Turk. 

He was not a liar; but he will become one if he keeps on. 
■'-‘He told me once that he used*to crack cocoanuts with his 

. “ii » 

,r, teeth when he was a boy; and when I asked how he got them 
into his mouth he said he was upwards of six feet high at that 
time, and had an unusual mouth; and when I followed him 
' up and asked him what had become of that other foot, he said 
a house fell on him and he was never able to get his stature 
back again. Swervings like these from the strict line of fact 
often beguile a truthful man on and on until he eventually 
- becomes a liar. 

His successor was a Mohammedan—Sahadat Mohammed 
' Khan; very dark, very tall, very grave. He went always in 
flowing masses of white, from the top of his big turban down 
' to his bare feet. Ilis voice was low. He glided about in a 
noiseless way, and looked like a ghost. He was competent 
and satisfactory. But where he was, it seemed always Sunday. 

, It was not so in Satan’s time. 






Jeypoor is intensely Indian, but it has two or three 
,1; features which indicate the presence of European science and 
/ ‘European interest in the weal of the common public : such as 
f the liberal tvatcr supply, furnished by great works built at the 
-State’s expense; good sanitation, resulting in a degree of 
■v; 1 iealthfulness unusually high for India ; a noble pleasure 
J garden, with privileged days for women; schools for the 
/ 'instruction of native youth in advanced art, both ornamental 
I'flnd utilitarian ; and a new and beautiful palace stocked with 
iftfc museum of extraordinary interest and value. Without the 



TVfaliaraja^s sympathy and purse these benenc^^el 
have been created j but he is a man of wide views arid ]|iri 
generosities, and all such matters find hospitality with hw^ 

We drove often to the city from the hotel ,Kaiser-i-Hipd,' 
journey which was always full of interest, both night and d^yM 
for that country road was never quiet, never empty, but w^ 
always India in motion, always a streaming flood of brQWfi| 
people clothed in smouchings from the rainbow, a tossing ,an^ 
moiling flood, happy, noisy, a charming and satisfying contf 
fusion of strange human and strange animal life and equally^^ 
strange and outlandish vehicles. . k 

And the city itself is a curiosity. Any Indian city is th^ri 
but this one is not like any other that wc saw. It is shut 
in a lofty turreted wall ; the main body of it is divided' 
six parts by perfectly straight streets that are more than^ aii 
hundred feet wide; the blocks of houses exhibit along frortag€i^|; 
of the most taking^ architectural quaintnesscs, the straight lines' 
being broken everywhere by pretty little balconies, pillared and;4 
highly ornamented, and other cunning and cosy and inviting'lS 
perches and projections, and many of the fronts are curiously ^' 
pictured by the brush, and the whole of them have the sof<:,j^'^ 
rich tint of strawberry ice-cream. One cannot look dowii'ii^ 
the far stretch of the chief street and persuade himself that'^^ 
these are real houses and that it is all out of doors—the im-tj 
pression that it is an unreality, a picture, a scene in a theatr€^^^\ 
is the only one that will take hold. .' ^ 

Then there came a great day when this illusion was more^; 
pronounced than ever. A rich Hindoo had been spending 
fortune upon the manufacture of a crowd of idols and accomr'^j' 
panying paraphernalia whose purpose was to illustrate sceneaf^'' 
in the life of his especial god or saint, and this fine show waif y 
to be brought through the town in processional state at tep 
the morning. As we passed through the great public pleasvir 6;^4 
garden on our way to the city we found it crowded 
natives. That was one sight. Then there was another., Iiif^ 
the midst of the spacious ^awns stands the palace which contmh^^^ 
the museum—a beautiful construction of stone which shojwy 
arched colonnades, one above another, and receding, tertac^ 
fashion, toward the sky. Every one of these terraces, alj 
way to the top one, was packed and jammed with n^vi^| 





..Vi t(» imagine those solid masses of splendid colour, 

ane^above another, up and up, against the blue sky, and the 
%duin sun turning them all to beds of fire and flame. 

Later, when we reached the city and glanced down the 
Jl;, chief avenue, smouldering in its crushed-strawberry tint, those 
splendid effects were repeated j for every balcony, and every 
fanciful birdcage of a snuggery countersunk in the house- 
fronts, and all the long lines of roofs were crowded with people, 
V' and each crowd was an explosion of brilliant colour. 

Then the wide street itself, away down, and down, and 
down into the distance, was alive with gorgeously clothed 
4 ;; people—not still, but moving; swaying, drifting, eddying, a 
delirious display of all colours and all shades of colour, delicate, 
lovely, pale, soft, strong, stunning, vivid, brilliant, a sort of storm 
f,-of sweet-pea blossoms passing on the wings of a hurricane; 
and presently, through this storm of colour, came swaying and 
SW'iflging, the majestic elephants, clothed in their Sunday-best 
of gorgeousncsscs, and the long procession of fanciful trucks 
/' freighted with their groups of curious and costly images, and 
*' then the long rear-guard of stately camels, with their picturesque 
riders. 

For colour, and picturesqueness, and novelty, and out- 
landishness, and sustained interest and fascination, it was the 
! most satisfying show I had ever seen, and I suppose I shall 
not have the privilege of looking upon its like again. 


CHAPTER LXIV 

' In the first place God made idiots. This was for practice. Then He 
} fbade School Boards .—PudiPnhead Wilson's New Calendar, 

Suppose we applied no more ingenuity to the instruction of 
I tof and dumb and blind children than we sometimes apply 
our American public schools to the instruction of children 
J who are in possession of all their faculties ? The result would 
be, that the deaf and dumb and blind would acquire nothing. • 
l^lTl^ey would live and die as ignorant as bricks and stones. 
Stbe methods used in the asylums are rational. The teacher 



; ekactlj measures the Child’s capacity, to begin whb‘| 
thence onward the tasks imposed are nicely gaug^ 


gradual development of that capacity; the tasks ke^p^pai^ ^^ 
with the steps of the child’s progress, they don’t jump mMj 
and leagues ahead of it, by irrational caprice, and land in vacancy^ 
—according to the average public-school plan. In the publidf^ 
school, apparently, they teach the child to spell cat, then ask!*^ 
it to calculate an eclipse; when it can read words of two'i 
syllables, they require it to explain the circulation of the blood 
when it reaches the head of the infant class they bully it witn ‘' 
conundrums that cover the domain of universal knowledge,;' 
This sounds extravagant—and is; yet it goes no great way,' 
beyond the facts. ^ 

I received a curious letter one day, from the Punjab (youf 
must pronounce it VMnJaivb). The handwriting was excellent- 
and the wording was English—English, and yet not exactly ’ 
English. The style was easy and smooth and flowing, yett 
there was something subtly foreign about it—something ^ 
tropically ornate and sentimental and rhetorical It turned, 
out to be the work of a Hindoo youth, the holder of a humble 
clerical billet in a railway office. He had been educated in' 
one of the numerous colleges of India. Upon inquiry I was,' 
told that the country was full of young fellows of his like, 
They had been educated away up to the snow-summits o(, 
learning—and the market for all this elaborate cultivation was 
minutely out of proportion to the vastness of the product, 
This market consisted of some thousands of small clerical posts. 
under the Government—the supply of material for it was„ 
multitudinous. If this youth with the flowing style and the" 
blossomy English w'as occupying a small railway clerkship,,it ;r 
meant that there were hundreds and hundreds as capable as i 
he, or he would be in a higher place ; and it certainly meant ‘ 
that there were thousands whose education and capacity had,; 
fallen a little short, and that they would have to go { 

places. Apparently, then, the colleges of India were doings 
what our High Schools lave long been doing—richly over-y’; 
supplying the market for highly educated service; and thereby 
doing a damage to the scholar, and through him to the country.^^ 
At home I once made a speech deploring the injuriek^ 
inflicted by the High School in making handicrafts distast^F^ 



^ i .'hits'll ■ 'S' *'*■*’'■ " V\' v'''^V' 

-ASl&OAD'.^mi-^! U'il; 

«.bD]^>lio' wourd nave been willing to make a living at trades 
^aHd a^icultur^ if they had but had the good luck to stop with 
common school. But I made no converts. Not one, in 
^a** community overrun with educated idlers who were above 
g^ollowing their fathers’ mechanical trades, yet could find no 
market for their book-knowledge. The same mail that brought 
^:’me the letter from the Punjab, brought also a little book 
?i published by Messrs. Thacker, Spink & Co., of Calcutta, which 
' , interested me, for both its preface and its contents treated of 
this matter of over-education. In the preface occurs this 
y paragraph from the ‘Calcutta Review.’ I'or ‘Government 
>■ office’ read ‘dry-goods clerkship,’ and it will fit more than 
. one region of America : 


V * The education that we give makes the boys a little less 
. clownish in their manners, and more intelligent when spoken 
to by strangers. On the other hand, it has made them less 
, contented wMth their lot in life, and less willing to work with 
their hands. The form which discontent takes in this country 
is not of a healthy kind; for the Natives of India consider 


that the only occupation worthy of an educated man, is that 
of a writership in some office, and especially in a Government 
office. The village school-boy goes back to the plough with 
the greatest reluctance ; and the town school-boy carries the 
< same discontent and inefficiency into his father’s workshop. 
Sometimes these cx-studonis positively refuse at first to w^ork; 


and more than once i)arents have openly expressed their regret 
that they ever allowed their sons to be inveigled to school.’ 

Tlie little book which I am quoting from is called *Indo- 
Anglian Literature,’and is well stocked with ‘baboo’ English 
—clerkly English, hooky English, acquired in the schools. 
Some of it is very funny—almost as funny, perhaps, as what 
you and I produce when we try to write in a language not our 
,own; but much of it is surprisingly correct and free. If I 
were going to quote g-ood English—but I am not. India is 
.well stocked with natives who speak it and write it as well as 
the best of us. I merely wish to show some of the quaint 
iimp^ect attempts at the use of our tongue. There are many 
letters in the book; poverty imploring help—bread, money, 
kindness, office—generally an office, a clerkship, some way to* 
•glE^ food and a rag out of the applicant’s unmarketable educa- 

\r"' ■»“' *• ' > 



%^<5d!^ lielpless relations in addition to* his own'family f 
those people are astonishingly unselfish and adciirably faitl 
to thdr ties of kinship. Among us I think there is rtothin^J 
approaching it. Strange as some of these wailing and 5Uppli-| 

' * eating letters are, humble and even grovelling as some of them'^ 

' are, and quaintly funny and confused as a goodly number OTij,. 

them are, there is still a pathos about them, as a rule, thaf'^ 
’ checks the rising laugh and reproaches it. In the following; 
letter ‘father* is not to be read literally. In Ceylon a little', 
native beggar-girl embarrassed me by calling me father, althougfi^ 

1 knew she was mistaken. I was so new that I did not know| 
she was merely following the custom of the dependent and the' 
supplicant; j’i 

‘Sir,—I pray please to give me some action (work) for li 
am very poor boy I have no one to help me even so father 
it so it seemed in thy good sight, you give the Telegraph Office,; 
and another work what is your wish I am very poor boy, this 
understand what is your wish you my father I am your som^ 
this understand what is you wish. 

*Your Sirvent, P. C. B.’ 


Through ages of debasing oppression 'suffered by these 
people at the hands of their native rulers, they come legiti- ; 
mately by the attitude and language of fawning and flattery/,; 
and one must remember this in mitigation when passing judg- ; 
nicnt upon the native character. It is common in these letters 
to find the petitioner furtively trying to get at the white man’s',’ 
soft religious side; even this poor boy baits his hook with a'; 
macerated Bible-lext in the hope that it may catch something 
if all else fail. 

Here is an application for the post of instructor in English it 
to some children : 

‘ My Dear Sir or Gentleman, that your Petitioner has much'^l!^ 
qualification in the Language of English to instruct the ypurig^;|? 
boys; I was given to understand that your of suitable children' /^i 
has to acquire the knowledge of English language.’ 

^ As a sample of the flowery Eastern style I will take a ,sen-'i'! 
tence or two from a long letter written by a young native to' 







Hbnored and riauch respected Sir,—I hope your honor 


^ ^o^'QCscend to hear the tale of this poor creature. Ifeshall 
|veiflow gratitude at this mark of your royal condecension. 

happiness has flown away from my nest-like 
^tort and has not hitherto returned from the period whence 
5°®.® “y father’s life suffered the autumnal breath of 
l^death, in plain English he passed through the gates of Grave 

|{:>nd from that hour the phantom of delight has never danced 
before me.* 

\ It IS all school-English, book-English, you see; and good 
;; jnough, too, all thmgs considered. If the native boy had but 

dazzle, no doubt. 

-vf? , LIj situated as are our public 

:■ school children—loaded down with an over-freightage of other 

-studies; and frequently they are as far beyond the actual point 
'.of progress reached by him and suited to the stage of develop- 
, ment attained, as could be imagined by the insanest fancy. 

: Apparently—like our public-school boy— he must work, wer!:, 
work, in school and out, and play but little. Apparently- 
■ like our public-school boy—his ‘ education ’ consists in Icarniiyr 
' not the meanings of thr^m : he is fed upon the husks^ 

; not the corn. Irora several essays written by native schoo’- 
, boys in answer to the question of how they spend their day I 
select one—the one which goes most into detail: 

'.c • ^ 0''’^ bed and 

finish my daily duty, then I employ myself till 8 o’clock, after 

which I employ myself to bathe, then take for my body some 
sweet meat, and just at 9^ I came to school to attend my class 
duty, then at 2^ p.m, I return from school and engage myself 
natural duty, then, I engage for a quarter to take my 

^ ^ to play 

adydhing which comes in my head. After 84 half pass to eight 
.fe arc began to sleep, before sleeping I told a constable just 

li.o he came and rose us from half pass eleven we began to 
tead still morning.’ ® 

: , It is not perfectly clear, now that I come to cipher upon it. 
He gets up at about five m the morning, or along there some- * 
and goes to bed about fifteen or sixteen hours afterward 





but whyhe shomd^?^_ 

hours later and resume Jis studies till mbribing is" pu| 
"iiing. , ^ ^ 

I#think it is because he is studying history. Histo^^ 
requires a world of time and bitter hard work when you^l 
‘ education ’ is no further advanced than the cat’s; when' yo^ 
are merely stuffing yourself with a mixed-up mess of empty ^ 
names and random incidents and elusive dates which .no one^r 
teaches you how to interpret, and which, uninterpreted, pay;| 
you not a farthing’s value for your waste of time. Yes, I IhinlCi 
he had to get up at half-past ii p.m., in order to be sure to 
perfect with his history lesson by noon. With results ak‘|.!, 
follows—from a Calcutta school examination ; 




i >r 
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Q .— IV/io was Cardinal Wolseyf 

2, Cardinal Wolsy was an Editor of a paper named 
‘North Briton.' No. 45 of his publication he charged the 
King of uttering a lie from the throne. He was arrested and 
cast into prison ; and after releasing went to France. 

3. As Bishop of Yourk but died in disentry in a church on ■'! 
his way to be blockheaded. 

8. Cardinal Wolsey was the son of Edward IV., after his 
father’s death he himself ascended the throne at the age of,,^ ; 
(10) ten only, but when he surpassed or when he w’as fallen in 
his twenty years of age at that time he wished to make a 
journey in his countries under him, but he was opposed by his'.f. 
mother to do journey, and according to his mother’s example 
he remained in the home, and then became King. After ,1,]^ 
many times obstacles and many confusion he become King 
and afterwards his brother. 

There is probably not a word of truth in that 


' 'SM 

10. An honor conferred on the first or eldest sons of 
English Sovereigns. It is nothing more than some feathers. 

11. *Ich i?/(e«’was the word which was written on .dift^ll^ 

feathers of the blind King who came to fight being interlace^ 
with the briddles of the horse. " - 


Q .— IFha/ is the meaning of Ich Dien t 



''“'1;. t"'"-' ^:v 

is a title given to Henry VII. by the t’ope .fr 
when he forwarded the Reformation of Cardinal 
W^lsy to Rome, and for this reason he was called Commander 
&f the faith. 


' A dozen or so of this kind of insane answers are quoted, in 
$^be book, from that examination. Each answer is sweeping 
iltP*^®of, all by itself, that the person uttering it was pushed ahead 
^Xpf where he belonged when he was put into history ; proof that 
pi; he had been put to the task of acquiring history before he had 
^d'had a single lesson in the ar/'of acquiring it: which is the 
^'{■Otiuivalent of dumping a pupil into geometry before he has 
;^7',learned the progressive steps which lead up to it and make its 
^...acquirement possible. Those Calcutta novices had no business 
‘r'^iwith history. There W'as no excuse for examining them in it, 
no excuse for exposing them and their teachers. They were 
’• totally empty; there was noticing to ‘examine.’ 

(1Helen Kcllar has been dumb, stone deaf and stone blind, 
-. 'ever since she was a little baliy a year and a half old ; and now 
; at sixteen years of age this miraculous creature, this wonder of 
I all the ages, passes tlic llaivard University examination in Latin, 
German, French, history, beiks letfres, and such things—and does 
' it brilliantly, too, not in a commonplace fashion. She doesn’t 
,;kaow merely she is s[)iendidly familiar with the 

. Meanings of them. When she writes an essay on a Shakesperean 
i'character, her English is fine and strong, her grasp of the 
‘ subject is the grasp of one who knows^ and her page is electric 
'-wkh light. Has Miss Sullivan taught her by the methods of 
Tjlidia and the American public school ? No—oh, no; for then 
* slie would be deafer and dumber and blinder than she was 
: before. It is a pity that we can’t educate all the children in 
i;the asylums. 

To continue the Calcutta exposure : 


f Q .— Whai is the meaning of a Sheriff t 

25. Sherrif is a post opened in the time of John ; the duty 
•oC Sherrif here, in Calcutta, to look out and catch those 
^triages which is rashly driven out by the coachman; but it 
a. high post in England. 

,q,6. Sheriff w’as the English bill of common prayer. 

■ ee 
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!j|tcdledi Sheriff. -. -' ..;■' 

^ ' *8. Sheriff—Latin term for ‘shrub/ we called-AbrubiH^ 

;Wom by the first earl of Enjue, as an embelm of huiUdi^ 
; when they went to the pilgrimage, and from this their haM 
took their ca-est and sur name. ' 

29. Sheriff is a kind of titlous sect of people, as—^Barod^^l 

IJpbles, etc. • ' i 

30. Shiriff a tittle given on those person who wefej 

respective and pious in England. i 


The students were examined in the following bulky matters: - 
Geometry \ the Solar Spectrum; the Habeas Corpus Act j the^ 
British Parliament; and in Metaphysics they were asked tCL 
trace the progress of scepticism from Descartes to Hume. * i 4 
is within bounds to say that some of the results were astonishinig.^ 
Without doubt there were students present who justified tbeirf 
teachers’ wisdom in introducing them to these studies; but the'| 
feet also is evident that others had been pushed into theset 
studies to waste their time over them when they could hav^J; 
been profitably employed in hunting smaller game. Underl 
the head of Geometry, one of the answers is this ; 

‘49. The w'hole BD=the whole CA and so-so-so-so-so^; 
SO —so.’ 


To me this is cloudy; but I was never well up in geometry/^ 
That was the only effort made among the five students whd;^ 
appeared for examination in geometry; the other four wailed 
and surrendered without a fight. They are piteous wails, to^t; 
—wails of despair; and one of them is an eloquent reproach ;'i; 


it comes from a poor fellow who has been laden beyond his j‘ 
Strength by a stupid teacher, and is eloquent in spite of thdi 
poverty of its English. The poor chap finds himself required? 
to explain riddles which even Sir Isaac New'ton was not able 
understand: 

50. ‘Oh my dear father examiner you my father and; 
kindly give a number of pass you my great father. “ 

51. ‘I am a poor boy and have no means to support 
mother and two brothers who are suffering much forlwaut''i^>^ 
food. I get four rupees monthly from charity fund of this plai* 
from which I send two rupees for their support and keep,^^^S 




we are placed then I think yon will not be* 
to suppress the tender tear. 

‘^4,52. * Sir which Sir Isaac Newton and other experienced 
Mathematicians can not understand I being third of Entrance 
l^lass can understand these >vhich is too impossible to 
|iriaaglne ? And my examiner also has put very tiresome and 
P?Tery heavy propositions to prove.’ 

■ We must remember that these pupils had to do their thinking 
one language and express themselves in another and alien 
^^^'One. It was a heavy handicap. I have by me * English as 
^^^^:She is Taught’—a collection of American examinations made 
|,yin the public schools of Brooklyn by one of the teachers, Miss 
.Caroline B. Le Row. An extract or two from its pages will 
i^v 4 Bhow that when the American pupil is using but one language, 

I ’and that one his own, his performance is no whit better than 
y his Indian brother’s. 

Kn y 

On History 

Christopher Columbus was called the father of his Country, 
“y Queen Isabella of Spain sold her watch and chain and 
;'v other millinery so that Columbus could discover America. ’ 

; The Indian wars were very desecrating to the country. 

The Indians pursued their warfare by hiding in the bushes 
V.and then scalping them. 

Captain John Smith has been styled the father of his 
'. country. His life was saved by his daughter Pochahantas. 

The Puritans found an insane asylum in the wilds of 
V America. 

■ -f __ 

The Stamp Act was to make everybody stamp all materials 
so they should be null and void. 

1 / Washington died in Spain almost broken-hearted. His 
llremains were taken to the cathedral in Havana. 

^ Gorilla warfare was where men rode on gorillas. 


In Brooklyn as in India, they examine a pupil, and when 
1 ti^ey find out he doesn’t know anything and can’t learn any- 
,^;lhing, they put him into literature, or geometry or astronomy, 
;jpr government, or something like that, so that he can properly 
display the assification of th^ whole system : 


B B a 




On Literaiure 




' V 


his 


Bracebridge Hall was written by Henry Irving. , 

Edgar A. Poe was a very curdling writer. 

Beowulf wrote the Scriptures. 

Ben Jonson survived Shakespeare in some respects* 

In the Canterbury Tale it gives account of King Alfred oa'i 
way to the shrine of Thomas Bucket. / 

Chaucer was the father of English pottery. 

Chaucer was succeeded by H. Wads. Longfellow. 




i ^ 

X 


We will finish with a couple of samples of ‘literature*—oneif 
from America, the other from India. The first is a Brooklyn ? 
public school boy’s attempt to turn a few verses of the ‘ Lady J 
of the Lake ’ into prose. You will have to concede that he i.* 
did it: , ' 

‘ The man who rode on the horse performed the whip and, 
an instrument made of steel alone with strong ardour nojt;‘ 
diminishing, for, being tired from the time passed with hard' 
labour overworked with anger and ignorant with weariness, 
while every breath for labour he drew with cries full of sorrow, 
the young deer made imperfect who w'orked hard filtered in ' 
sight.’ 


The following paragraph is from a little book which i's; 
famous in India—the biography of a distinguished Hindoo'i! 
Judge, Onoocool Chundcr Mookerjee; it was written by his; 
nephew, and is unintentionally funny—in fact, exceedinglj^ so,'^ 
I ofler here the closing scene. If you would like to sample < 
the rest of the book, it can be had by applying to the publish-' 
ers, Messrs. Thacker, Spink & Co., Calcutta : ;, 

* And having said these words he hermetically sealed hisf J 
lips not to open them again. All the well-knowm doctors of-; 
Calcutta that could be procured for a man of his position 
wealth w'ere brought,—Doctors Payne, Fayrer, and NilmadhuE^ 
Mookerjee and others : they did what they could do, with thi^y^l 
puissance and knack of medical knowledge, but it proved 
all as if to milk the ram ! His wife and children had not the|^ 
mournful consolation to hear his last words, he remained spwlt 
voce for a few hours and then was taken from us at 6.1 a 
according to the caprice of God wlticb passeth uncjerstandi^gsji^i 



CHAPTER LXV 


^ .There are no people who are quite so vulgar as the over*reiined ones. 

rudtVnkeai IVilson^s New Calendar, 


>*" 


We sailed from Calcutta toward the end of March j stopped a 
..day at Madras; two or three days in Ceylon; then sailed 
?!:i«vwestward on a long flight for Mauritius. From my diary ; 
dv 7.—We are far abroad upon the smooth wastes of 

the Indian ocean, now, it is shady and pleasant and peaceful 
under the vast spread of the ^mings, and lile is perfect again 
ideal. 

The difference between a river and the sea is, that the river 
.'.‘"looks fluid, the sea solid—usually looks as if you could step 
‘ out and walk on it. 

The captain has this peculiarity—he cannot tell the truth 
in a plausible way. In this he is the very opposite of the 
", austere Scot who sits midway of the table : /ie cannot tell a he 
in an w«plausiblc way. When the captain finishes a statement 
^ the passengers glance at each other privately, as who should 
;' say, ‘ Do you believe that ? ’ When the Scot finishes one the 
look says ‘ How strange and interesting.’ The whole secret is 
, in the manner and method of the two men. I’he captain is a 
: little shy and diffident, and he states the simplest fact as if he 
; /were a little afraid of it, while the Scot delivers himself of the 
.'■’most abandoned lie with such an air of stern veracity that one 
is forced to believe it although one knows it isn’t so. 

,, . For instance, the Scot told about a jiet flyiiig-fish he once 
' owned, that lived in a little fountain in his conservatory, and 
-supported itself by catching birds and frogs and rats in the 
r neighbouring fields. It was plain that no one at the table 
"I'doubted this statement. 

t- 

i?. ' ‘ By and by, in the course of some talk about custom-house 
f annoyances, the captain brought out the following simple every- 
■ 4ay incident, but through his infirmity of style managed to tell 
^^it^in such a way that it got no credence. He said : 

S * I went ashore at Naples one voyage when I was in that ♦ 
^nd stood around helping my passengers, for I could 
a little Italian. 


a 





^ , 'Twopr thrce^limes, at intervals, ibe ofeer'4l^^->#| 
anything dutiable about me, and seemed more 
^^put out and disappointed every time I told him no. Fibril 
^vpassenger whom I had helped through asked me to come 
■ and take something. I thanked him, but excused my^o| 
saying I had taken a whisky just before I came ashore. 

* It was a fatal admission. The officer at once made me'' 
pay sixpence import-duty on the whisky; and he fined me 5// 
for not declaring the goods, another 5/. for falsely denying that! 
I had anything dutiable about me, also 5^* for concealing tiilp/ 
goods, and 50/. for smuggling, jyhich is the maximum penalty^ 
for unlawfully bringing in goods under the value of sevenpencfe,' 
ha’penny. Altogether, sixty-five pounds sixpence for a 
thing like that.’ • ■ 1 

The Scot is always believed, yet he never tells anything; 
but lies j whereas the captain is never believed, although he' 
never tells a lie, so far as I can judge. If he should say hi^{ 
uncle w^as a male person, he w'ould probably say it in such a * 
way that nobody would believe it; at the same time the Scot' 
could claim that he had a female uncle and not stir a doubt in?* 
anybody s mind. My own luck has been curious all itiy\ 
literary life : I never could tell a lie that anybody would doubt/- 
nor a truth that anybody would believe. 

Lots of pets on board—birds and things. In these far‘? 
countries the white people do seem to run remarkably to pets.^ 
Our host in Cawnpore had a fine collection of birds—tbe^; 
finest we saw in a private house in India. And in Colombo,"! 
Dr. Murray’s great compound and commodious bungalow were 
well populated with domesticated company from the woods 
frisky little squirrels; a Ceylon mina walking sociably about=| 
the house; a small green parrot that whistled a single urgentll 
note of call without motion of its beak; also chuckled: 
monkey in a cage on the back verandah, and some more ouli 
in the trees; also a number of beautiful macaw's in the trej^'?* 
and various and sundry birds and animals of breeds not knomii 
to me. But no cat. Yet a cat would have liked that plad^, "L 
9, Tea-planting is the great business in 
now. A passenger says it often pays 40 per cent, on the'ln^ 
vestment. Says there is a boom. / ' * 





It Jb Strange and fine—Nature’s lavish generosities to her 
b^reatures. At least to all of them except man. For thosei 
^tbat fly she has provided a home that is nobly spacious—a 
„Wme which is forty miles deep and envelops the whole glob^, 
and has not an obstruction in it. For those which swim she 
has provided a more than imperial domain—a domain which 
is miles deep and covers four-fifths of the globe. But as (otp 
man, she has cut him off with the mere odds and ends of the 
creation. She has given him the thin skin, the meagre skin 
^ . which is stretched over the remaining two-fifths—the naked 
E., bones stick up through it in most places. On the one half 
this domain he can raise snow, ice, sand, rocks, and nothing 
f ’ else. So, the valuable part of his inheritance really consists 
of but a single fifth of the family estate; and out of it he has 
; ,to grub hard to get enough to keep him alive and provide 
I kings and soldiers and powder to extend the blessings of 
civilisation with. Yet man, in his simplicity and complacency 

■ and inability to cipher, thinks Nature regards him as the im- 
» portant member of the family—in fact, her favourite. Surely 

it must occur to even his dull head, sometimes, that she has a 
curious way of showing it. 

rj Afternoon. —The captain has been telling how, in one of 

his Arctic voyages, it was so cold that the mate’s shadow froze 

■ fast to the deck and had to be ripped loose by main strength. 

; 'And even then he got only about two-thirds of it back. No- 
/ body said anything, and the captain went away. I think he is 
! becoming disheartened. 

'i .... Also, to be fair, there is another word of praise due 
, thui ship’s library : it contains no copy of the ‘ Vicar of Wake¬ 
field,’ that strange menagerie of complacent hypocrites and 
vidiots, of theatrical cheap-john heroes and heroines who are 
i.ialways showing off, and bad people who are not interesting, 
:%an 4 good people who are fatiguing. A singular book. Not 
sincere line in it, and not a character that invites respect; 
fa boqk which is one long waste-pipe discharge of goody-goody 
Ifpuerilities and dreary moralities; a book which is fiill of pathos 
fVhich revolts, and humour which grieves the heart. There af6 
Vli^ie'things in literature that are more piteous, more pathetic^ 





lTO'Sp''teleoratea' ^ humorpur -inciaent' w 
^-'sppqtaclesr. ' ' 

r! -Jane Austen’s books, too, are absent from thirijbrlBr^S 
;• Just that one omission alone would make a fairly good libtirjS 
, out of a library that hadn’t a book in it. ; • ^ 

Customs in tropic seas. At five in the morning they pipe l6| 
wash down the decks, and at once the ladies who are sleepln'^* 
there turn out and they and their beds go below. Then ohev^ 
after another the men come up from the bath in their pyjamas/^, 
and walk the decks an hour or two with bare legs and bar^'i; 
feet. Coffee and fruit served. The ship cat and her kitten^,t 
now appear and get about their toilets ; next the barber comesl- 
and flays us on the breezy deck. Breakfast at 9.30, and the^^ 
day begins. I do not know how a day could be more repose*,'^"; 
ful; no motion; a level blue sea; nothing in sight'frdhi,^ 
horizon to horizon; tlie speed of the ship furnishes a cooling"- 
breeze; there is no mail to read and answer; no newspapers to -> 
excite you, no telegrams to fret you or fright you—the world iV- 
far, far away; it has ceased to exist for you—seemed a fading f 
dream, along in the first days; has dissolved to an unreality 
now; it is gone from your mind with all its businesses and' j 
ambitions, its prosperities and disasters, its e.xultations and 'f 
despairs, its joys and griefs and cares and worries. They are no. 
concern of yours anymore; they have gone out of your life 
they are a storm which has passed, and left a deep calm -x: 
behind. 

The people group Ihemselve.s about the decks in their snowy 
white linen, and read, smoke, sew, play cards, talk, nap, and so- V 
on, In other ships the passengers are always ciphering about ’5" 


when they are going to arrive; out in these seas it is rare, very 
rare, to hear that subject broached. In other ships there is y! 
always an eager rush to the bulletin board at noon to find out' 
what the ‘run’ has been; in these seas the bulletin seems to ;|:; 
attract no interest; I have seen no one visit it; in thirteen days^’il 
1 have visited it only once. Then I happened to notice the^'«g 
figures of the day’s run. On that day there happened to be 
talk, at dinner, about the speed of modern ships. I was theVJ^ 
only passenger present who knew this ship’s gait. Necessarily^^ 
•the Atlantic custom of betting on the ship’s run is not a custom 
here—nobody ever mentions it. 



r*ft EidM4*a^t'a tf'wlieft 


wlf ' i. -'^4 .i- '"V -wa lu Wiicn we ETC gCMtlg tO?-' 

r anyone dse feels interested in the matter he has not' ^ 
pleated It m my hearing. If I had my way we should never ' 

charged with an inde- 
^ructible chr^m. There is no weariness, no fatigue, no worry 
^ponsibihty, no work, no depression of spirits. There is 
^othing hke this serenity, this comfort, this peace, this deep 
contentment, to be found anywhere on land. If I had my 

TtVayl would sail on for ever and never go to live on the solid 
giound again. 

One of Kipling s ballads has delivered the aspect and 
sentiment of this bewitching sea correctly : 

The Injian Ocean sets an’ smiles 
So sof’, so blight, bloomin’ blue; 

There aren’t a \\a\e for miles an’ miles 
t.\cep the jiggle from the screw. 


*i«i 


CHAPTER LXVI 


'iX * prujcipal difference between a cal and a lie is lliat the cat has oiilv 
-ihine \ivt^.-JWd>Mc'cui IH/sou's CaW-. ^ 




^‘ astronomical apprentice 

^-worM off a section of tLc Milky Way on me for the Magellan 

.jMouds. A man of more experience in the business showed 
' ' 3 !r °f ‘o "’6 la' 5 ‘ night. It was small and faint and 

j^ieft floating in the sky by an exploded boinl)shel] 

Cff ‘ 5 —^W//«s.-Arrived mid anchored 

^jsS lort I^ms 2 am. Rugged clusters of crags and peaks, 
j-grecn to their summits; from their bases to the sea a green 

S” enough to it to make the water drain off. I 

Tjjoelieve it is in 56 E. and 22 S.~a hot tropical country. The 

P lias an inviting look—has scattering dwellings 

r?® °f ‘he sentimental advet 

of Paul and Virginia, 

I^nd under French control-which means a community 
' itiM “Pee quarantine for its health, not unon 


JK 
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$!& 'XAursday^ Ajtril 16.—Went ashore in th€i«.fbfenoh^^^|^ 
w^,,^is, a little town, but with the largest variety cif natiinalSl^ 
and complexions we have encountered yet. French, 

;;, Chinese, Arabs, Africans with wool, blacks with straight 
* East Indians, half-whites, quadroons,—and great varietieaJi ' 

‘ costumes and colours. 

Took the train for Curepipe at 6.30—two hour run, gradusdlj,^ 
uphill. What a contrast, this frantic luxuriance of vegetation^ 
with the arid plains of India; these architecturally picturesque^lis 
crags and knolls and miniature mountains with the monotonii I 
of the Indian dead-levels. . ^ '|S 

A native pointed out a handsome swarthy man of grave^^ 
and dignified bearing, and said in an awed tone, ‘That is sbp 
and-so j has held office of one sort or another under 
Government for thirty-seven years—he is known all ovCT tSal 
whole island—and in the other countries of the world perhaj^l 

who knows ? One thing is certain ; you can speak his nam&l 
anywhere in this whole island, and you will find not one grotSS 
person that has not heard it. It is a wonderful thing to be 
celebrated; yet look at him; it makes no change in him 
he does not even seem to know it.’ 

Curepipe (means Pincushion, or Pegtown, probably). 
teen miles (two hours) by rail from Port Louis. At each end o^^ 
every roof and on the apex of every dormer window a wooden 
peg 2 feet high stands up; in some cases its top is -blunt, in^l 
others the peg is sharp and looks like a toothpick. The 
sion for this humble ornament is universal. -I 

Apparently there has been only one prominent event in"'^^ 
the history of Mauritius, and that one didn’t happen. I refe 4 ’ 
to the romantic sojourn of Paul and Virginia here. It 
that story that made Mauritius known to the world; made thefe 

name familiar to everybody, the geographical position of it tO'^ 
nobody. ’ 

A clergyman was asked to guess what was in a box on a| 
table. It was a vellum fan painted with the shipwreck, and 
was * one of Virginia's wedding gi/fs.' „ 

April 18. This is the only country in the w'orld where- 
stranger is not asked, * How do you like this place ? ’ Thit^^; 
indeed a large distinction. Here the citizen does the talk! 
about the country himself; the stranger is not asked 






. 

$orts of information. FrOttv oneoiilzen yon gathct 
Jbe^^ea that Mauritius was made lirst, and then heaven j and 
Jfcf heaven was copied after Mauritius. Another one tells 
i^n that this is an exaggeration; that the two chief villages, 
&oit Louis and Curepipe, fall short of heavenly perfection; 
^|bat nobody lives in Port Louis except upon compulsion, and 
*^hat Curepipe is the wettest and rainiest place in the w'orld. 
^An English citizen said : 


*In the early part of this century Mauritius was used by 
ilthd French as a basis from which to operate against England's 
^/Indian merchantmen; so England captured the island and 
!^^also the neighbour, Bourbon, to stop that annoyance. England 
l^gave Bourbon back ; the Government in London did not want 
i,any more possessions “ in the West Indies.” If the Govcrn- 
|?nent had had a better quality of geography in stock it would 
,^hot have wasted Bourbon in that foolish way. A big war will 


/tiemporarily shut up the Suez Canal some day, and the English 
Ships will have to go to India around the Cape of Good Hope 
"again; then England will have to have Bourbon and will 
.'take it 


V. ‘Mauritius w’as a Crown colony until twenty years ago, 
y?|th a governor appointed by the Ciown and assisted by a 
ijcouncil appointed by himself; but Pope Hennessy came out 
as governor then, and he worked hard to get a part of the 
/council made elective, and succeeded. So now the whole 
-council is French, and in all ordinary matters of legislation 
4 hcy vote together and in the French interest, not the English, 
'^he' English population is very slender; it has not votes 
.enough to elect a legislator. Half a dozen rich French families 
elect the Legislature. Pope Hennessy was an Irishman, a 
^Catholic, a Home Ruler M.P., a hater of England and the 
?£pglish, a very troublesome person and a serious incumbrance 
“at Westminster ; so it was decided to send him out to govern 
unhealthy countries, in the hope that something would happen 
!io him. But nothing did. The first experiment was not 
i,^erely a failure, it was more than a failure. He proved to be 
^more of a disease himself than any he was sent to encounter. 

next experiment was here. The dark scheme failed again. * 
IfJjwas an off season and there was nothing but measles here 
lil lime* pope Hennessy’s health was not affected. He 





























' ' A ^ 'I*. ^ ,,r I,-*, Vi's ^ •■ ir’v 

paye pages ot large-print reading matter—one of them 
^hglish, the other French. The English page is a translation 
French one. The typography is super-extra primitive; 
"tthis quality it has not its equal anywhere. There is no 
-reader now; he is dead. 

‘ Where do they get matter to fill up a page in this little 
lost in the wastes of the Indian Ocean ? Oh, Madagas- 
'Or. They discuss Madagascar and France. That is the 
|?bulk. Then they chock up the rest with advice to the Govern- 
tment. Also slurs upon the English administration. The 
Jfj^pers are all owned and edited by creoles—French. 

* The language of the country is French. Everybody speaks 
—^has to. You have to know French—particularly mongrel 
^.Frenchjj the patois spoken by Tpm, Dick and Harry of the 
^Inultiform complexions—or you can’t get along. 

' ‘ This was a flourishing country in former days, for it made 

vthen and still makes the best sugar in the world ; but first the 
'Suez Canal severed it from the world and left it out in the 

V 

:,cold, and next the beetroot sugar, helped by bounties, captured • 
'.the European markets. Sugar is the life of Mauritius, and it 
is losing its grip. Its downward course was checked by the 
,.depreciation of the rupee—for the plan^rr pays wages in rupees 
but sells his crop for gold—and the insurrection in Cuba and 
.'paralysation of the sugar industry there have given our prices 
.here a life-saving lift; but the outlook has nothing permanently 
;&vourable about it. It takes a year to mature the canes—on 
the high ground three and six months longer—and there is 
'iilways a chance that the annual cyclone will rip the profit out 
of the crop. In recent times a cyclone took the whole crop, 
as you may say; and the island never saw a finer one. Some 
bf the noblest sugar estates in the island are in deep difficulties. 
'A dozen of them are investments of English capital; and the 
companies that own them are at work now, trying to settle up 
and get out with a saving of half the money they put in. You 
know, in these days, when a country begins to introduce the tea 
cidture, it means that its own specialty has gone back on it. 
Xibk at Bengal; look at Ceylon. Well, they’ve begun to intro¬ 
duce the tea culture here. 

; ‘.Many copies of “ Paul and Virginia ” are sold every year in 
No oth^.r book is so popular here except the 
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- Pil%^K iBy inanrit 5s suppceea v^'l)©'^'fr 
jlhe itoissionaries work up their French on it when thftjti^b^i 
l‘ here to pervert the Catholic mongrel. It is the great^k f ' 

■ that was ever written about Mauritius, and the only one.T 
\Aprii 20 .—The cyclone of 1892 killed and crip^ 
hundreds of people: it was accompanied by a deluge of taii; 
W’hich drowned Port Louis, and produced a water fan^^ 
Quite true; for it burst the reservoir and the water pipes i.anijl* 
for a time after the flood had disappeared there was much dis-': 
tress from want of water. 

This is the only place in the world where no breed 

matches can stand the damp. Only one match in sixteen wUli 

..... 



light. 


The roads are hard and smooth, some of the compoundiS’;| 
are spacious, some of the bungalows commodious, anc. 
roadways are walled by tall bamboo hedges, trim and gre^s| 
and beautiful; and there are azalea hedges, too, both the whlt^l* 


and the red ; I never saw that before. w 

As to healthiness : I translate from to-day’s (April 2o|'^ 

* Merchants and Planters’ Gazette,’ from the article of a regular;! 
contributor, ‘Carminge,’—concerning the death of the nephew of 5 
a prominent citizen : 

‘Sad and lugubrious existence, this which we lead, in:^| 
Mauritius; I believe there is no other countrjf in the world where^jtl 
one dies more ea.sily than among us. The least indispositioni'^^j 
becomes a mortal malady; a simple headache develops intp|||;- 
meningitis, a cold into pneumonia, and presently, when 
are least expecting it, death is a guest in our home.’ 

This daily paper has a meteorological report which tells youy^ 
what tlie weather was day before yesterday. ,, , 

One is never pestered by a beggar or a pedlar in this towi^^ 
so far as I can see. This is pleasantly different from India.. • 
April 22.—^To such as believe that the quaint produqi® 
called French civilisation would be an improvement upon 
civilisation of New Guinea and the like, the snatching 
Madagascar, and the laying on of French civilisation there wiitl 
be fully justified. But why did England allow the Frenchi?cj| 
have Madagascar? Did she respect a theft of a couple;'^ 
centuries ago ? Dear me, robbery by European nations of 
other’s territories has never been a sin, is not a sin to-day, . 



j 


ehts of the 


dothes lines; arid a large part of the official duty of 
^^to^.^^binets is to keep an eye on each other*s wash and 
^®ycanof it as opportunity offers. All the ter- 
^pito^l possessions of all the political establishments in the 
g^arth-^including America, of course—consist of pilferings from 
^iDther peoples wash. No tribe, howsoever insignificant, and 
nation, howsoever mighty, occupies a foot of land that was 
g;'ttot stolen. When the English, the French and the Spaniards, 
li^ached America, the Indian tribes had been raiding each 
|i?,!Others territorial clothes lines for ages, and every acre of 
the Continent had been stolen and re-stolen 500 
English, the French and the Spaniards went to 

i and when that was satisfac- 
% accomplished they went diligently to work and stole it 
f ^ each other. In Europe, and Asia and Africa every acre 
ground has been stolen several millions of times. A crime 
^persevered in a thousand centuries, ceases to be a crime and 
.^'.becomes a virtue. This is the law of custom, and custom 
C Supersedes all other forms of law. Christian Governments are 
, as frank to-day, as open and above-board, in discussing projects 
for raiding each other’s clothes lines as ever they were before 
\ the Golden Rule came smiling into this inhospitabb world 
:^)and couldn’t get a night’s lodging anywhere. In 150 years 
j \England has beneficially retired garment after garment from the 
v Indian lines until there is hardly a .rag of the original wash left 
i anywhere. In 800 years an obscure tribe of 

.rt Iw-Uscovite savages has risen to the dazzling position of Land- 
;: Robber-in-Chief; she found a quarter of the world hanging 
.out to dry on a hundred parallels of latitude and she scooped 
Cj? whole wash. She keeps a sharp eye on a multitude of 
|:i.little lines that stretch along the northern boundaries of 
I India, and every nowand then she snatches a hip-rag or a pair 
^j.?of pyjamas. It is English prospective property, and Russia 
^knows it, but Russia cares nothing for that. In fact in our day, 
^jland-robbery; claim-jumping, is become a European Govern- 
mfetJtel frenzy. Some have been hard at it in the borders of 
llpuna, in Burma, in Siam, and the islands of the sea ; and a// 
been at it in Africa, Africa has been as coolly divided up • 
|jortioned out among the gang as if they had bought it 





paid for it. And now straightway they Sre , begs 
bid game again—to steal each other’s grabbings, derm^^ 

; found a vast slice of Central Africa with the English flag, an' 
the English missionary and the English trader scattered 
over it, but with certain formalities neglected—no signs. 

‘ Keep off the Grass,’ ‘ Trespassers Forbidden,’ etc.—and|| 
she strpped in with a cold calm smile and put up the signs^J 
herself and swept those English pioneers promptly out of tbOv! 
‘country. 

There is a tremendous point there. It can be put into thnj;t 
form of a maxim: Get your formalities right^never mind|t 
about tlie moralities. , 

It was an impudent thing, but England had to put up Vi^ith^ 
it. Now in the case of Madagascar the formalities had.origm«T,| 
ally been observed, but by neglect they had fallen into dcsaie-l^ 
tude ages ago. England should have snatched Madagascar i: 
from the French clothes line, ll'ithout a n effort she could htitVe i 
saved those harmless natives from the calamity of French 
civilisation, and she did not do it. Now it is too late. -p. 

The signs of the limes show plainly enough what is going to 
happen. All the savage lands in the world are going to be: 
brought under subjection to the Christian Governments of-’ 
Europe, And I am not sorry, but glad. This coming fate 
might have been a calamity to those savage peoples two hundred J. 
years ago, but now it v/ill in s'<me cases be a benefaction. 'I’ho 
sooner the seizure is consummated, the better for the savages* I' 
'I'he dreary and dragging ages of oppression, bloodshed and^; 
disorder will give place to peace and order and the reign of law*. 
When one considers what India was under her Hindoo and^'^t 
Mohammedan rulers and what she is now; when he remembers '!: 
the miseries of her millions then and the protections and)! 
humanities which they enjoy now, he must concede that 
most fortunate thing that has ever befallen that Empire waS'| 
the establishment of British supremacy there. The savageS 
lands of the world are to pass to alien possession, their peopI€S^ C 
to the mercies of alien rulers. Let us hope and believe 
they will all benefit by the change. ^ 

April 23.—The first year they gather shells ; the secorid'^ 
year they gather shells and drink ; the third year they do 
gather shells. [Said of immigrants to Mauritius.] 
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|ei(y was aBoIished in i8>34. Sugai*. oiitptit at that time ';;; 
f,ooo tons; present output 115,000; 100,000 acres in cane. 
^.fjSome ground yields 2 J tons per acre; other ground more, other 
^tess. Takes 12 to 15 and iS months to mature. Replant 
«f^v6ry three or four years. 

Population, 375,000. 120 sugar factories. 

' Population 1851, 185,000. The increase is due mainly to 
introduction of Indian coolies. They now apparently form the 
?t$rgTeat majority of the population. They are admirable breeders; 

their homes are always hazy with children. Great savers of 
/ money. A British officer told me that in India he paid his 
^|\«ervant 10 rupees a month, and he had eleven cousins, uncles, 
in',parents, etc. dependent upon him and he supported them on 
f/'his wages. These thrifty coolies^are said to be acquiring land, 

:Ta, trifle at a time, and cultivating it; and may own the island 
''yby and by. 

The Indian women do very hard labour for wages running 
-from 40rJxj of a rupee for twelve hours’ work, to 50They 
carry mats of sugar on their heads (70 pounds) all day, lading 
ships, for half a rupee, and \vork at gardening all day for less. 

The Camaron is a fresh-water creature like a crayfish. It 
"t,is regarded here as the world’s chiefest delicacy—and certainly 
^.'it is good. Guards patrol the streams to jircvent poaching it. 
ff A fine of Rs. 200 or 300 (they say) for poaching. Bait is thrown , 

' in the water; the Camaron go for it; the fisher drops his loop 
in and works it around and about the Camaron he has selected, 
/.till he gets it over its tail; then there’s a jerk or something to 
t;s notify the Camaron that it is his turn now ; he suddenly backs 
'iaway, which moves the loop still furtlier up his person and 
■; draws it taut and his days are ended. 

f Another dish called palmiste, is like raw turnip-shavings 
and tastes like green almonds ; is very delicate and good. 
I^Costs the life of a palm tree twelve to twenty years old—^for 
;it is the pith. 

Another dish—looks like greens or a tangle of fine sca- 
-'.ireed—is a preparation of the deadly nightshade, Good 
-Wibugh. 

The monkeys live in the dense forests on the flanks of the 
^oj mountains, and they dock down nights and raid the sugar- 
Also on other estates they come down and destroy a 
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i'^.sort of bean-crop-^just for fun, apparently—-teair off 
> 0 and throw them down. ' ■ 

j/ The cyclone of 1892 tore down two great blocks of s|op,j| 

; buildings in the centre of Port Louis—the chief architeefurilj 
/eature—and left the uncomely and apparently frail blot^, 

, standing. Everywhere in its track it annihilated houses, torp 
off roofs, destroyed trees and crops. The men were in 
towns, the women and children at home in the country, getting] 
crippled, killed, frightened to insanity; the rain deluging thern^ ^ 
the wind howling, the thunder crashing, the lightning glaring*-! 
This for an hour or so. Then a lull and sunshine; many^ 

^ ventured out of safe sliclter; then suddenly here it came again | 
from the opposite point and renewed and completed J^e!/ 
devastation. It is said the Chinese fed the sufferers for days; 
on free rice. .x 4 

Whole streets in Port Louis were laid flat—wrecked*; 
During a minute and a half the wind blew 123 miles an hour^'j. 
no official record made after that, when it may have reacheif: 
150. It cut down an obelisk. It carried an American ship into;? 
the woods after breaking the chains of two anchors. They now'’^' 
use four-two forward, two astern. Common report says it killed J 
1,200 in Port I ouis alone, in half an hour. Then came the^ 
lull of the central calm : bright sun and perfect calm—peopled 
■ didn’t know the barometer was still going down—then suddenly 
all perdition broke loose again while people were rushing.^! 
around seeking friends and rescuing the wounded. The Jioise\- 


was comparable to nothing : there is nothing resembling it but]; 
thunder and cannon, and these are feeble in comparison. 

What there is of Mauritius is beautiful. You have tiHfnV 
dulating wide expanses of sugar-cane—a fine fresh green 
very pleasant to the eye; and everywhere else you have-^^^ 
ragged luxuriance of tropic vegetation of vivid greens of varyingj| 
shades, a wild tangle of underbrush, with graceful tall palms=t^ 
lifting their crippled plumes high above it; and you,hay^'^ 
stretches of shady dense forest, with limpid streams frolid^inj^S 
through them, continually glimpsed and lost anc^ glimp^^ 
again in the pleasantest hide-aniseek fashion; and you hfVfff 
« some tiny mountains, some quaint and picturesque groups 
toy-peaks, and a dainty little vest-pocket Matterhprqf 
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there and now and then a strip of sea with a white. 
^ijiile of surf breaks into the view. 

g,;J.That is Mauritius; and pretty enough. The details are 
the massed result is charming but not imposing; not 
l^otous, not exciting; it is a Sunday landscape. Perspective, 
»?iand Ae enchantments wrought by distance, are wanting. 
CThwe are no distances; there is no perspective, so to sp^k. 
I Fifteen miles as the crow flies is the usual limit of vision. 
!f Mauritius is a garden and a park combined. It affects one’s 
‘^Vfimotions as parks and gardens affect them. The surfaces of 
; one’s spiritual deeps are pleasantly played upon, the deeps 
< themselves are not reached, not stirred. Spaciousness, remote 
I altitudes, the sense of mystery which haunts apparently in- 
fkccessible mountain domes and summits reposing in the sky— 
fthese are things which exalt the spirit and move it to see 
* .visions and dream dreams. The Sandwich Islands remain my 
ideal of the perfect thing in the matter of tropical islands. I 
would add another storey to Mauna Loa’s 16,000 feet if I 
' could, and make it particularly bold and steep and craggy and 
forbidding and snowy j and I would make that volcano spout 
its lava-floods out of its summit instead of its sides; but aside 
from these non-essentials I have no corrections to suggest. I 
^ope these will be attended to; I do not wish to have to speak 
of it again. 


L CHAPTER LXVII 

' 

When your watch gets oat of order you have choice of two things to do t 
k' lV ftw it in the fire, or take it to the watch-tinker. The former is the 

Wilson's Now CaUtidar. 


& jV 

\ApHl 28.—Sailed for Africa. The Arundel Castle is tho 
|fin6st, boat I have seen in these seas. She is thoroughly 
/tnoddrn; and that statement covers a great deal of ground, 
^ehas the usual defect; the common defect; the universal 
|i|^ect; the defect that has never been missing from any ship 
fiiiat ever sailed; she has imperfect beds. Many ships have 
beds, but no ship has very good ones. In the matter of 
ships have been badly edited, ignorantly edited, from 
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ihV beginning. The selection of the beds is 
hearty, strong-backed, self-made man, ivhen it ought t6 
given to a frail woman accustomed from girlhood to back-^bm 
'.and insomnia. Nothing is so rare, on either side of the c>ceait|JJ 
5is a perfect bed j nothing is so difficult to make. Some'of the' 
hotels on both sides provide it, but no ship ever does or ever diiij 
In Noah’s Ark the beds were simply scandalous. Noah set tHel 
fashion, and it will endure in one degree of modificatio^“ori 
another till the next flood. 


8 A.M. —Passing Isle de Eourbon. Brokcn-up skyline of 
volcanic mountains in the middle. Surely it would not cost 
much to repair them, and it seems inexcusable neglect to leave 
them as they are. ■'[[ 

It seems stupid to send tired men to Europe to rest. It i3>l 
no proper rest for the mind to clatter from town to town in th^ | 
dust and cinders and examine galleries and architecture and';; 
be always meeting people and lunching and lea-ingand dining,;'' 
and receiving worrying cables and letters. And a sea voyageJl^t 
on the Atlantic is of no use—voyage too short, sea too rough. , '1' 
The peaceful Indian and Pacific Oceans and the long stretches'! 
of time are the healing thing. 'j- 

May 2, A.M. —A fair great ship in sight—almost the first we 
have seen in these weeks of lonely voyaging. We are now in 
the Mozambique Channel, between Madagascar and South 'xi 
Africa, sailing straight west for Delagoa Bay. . 

Last night the burly chief engineer, middle-aged, wa3.^’;| 
standing telling a spirited sea-faring tale and had reached 
most exciting place, where a man overboard was washinj^:^ 
swiftly a.stern on the great seas, and uplifting despairing cries,, 
everybody racing aft in a frenzy of excitement and fading hopej-j;";’ 
—when the band, which had been silent a moment, bcgainl^ 
impressively its closing piece, the English National Anthcmi;’^ 
As simply as if he was unconscious of what he was doing, h^' 
, stopped his story, uncovered, laid his laced cap against hi3j;|' 
breast and slightly bent his grizzled head ; the few bars finishedj'^^ 
he put on his cap and took up his tale again as naturally as ® 
‘'^that interjection of music bad been a part of it. There 
something touching and hne about it, and it was moving 
reflect that he tvas one of a myriad, scattered over every patii 
of the globe, who by turn were doing as he was doing 







^j^&'of^&elwieifty-four—those awjake doing it while the others 
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^.^lept—tjiose impressive bars for-ever floating up out of the 
IV^rious climes, never silent and never lapking reverent listeners* 
P',\ . All that I remember about Madagascar is that Thackeray’s 
v,h'i.tle ,l}illec went up to the top of the mast and there knelt him 
- jUpon his knee, saying 

* I see 

Jerusalem and Madagascar 
And North and South Amerikce. 




't'' Afay 3, Sunday .—Fifteen or twenty Africanders who will 
end their voyage to-day and strike for their several homes from 
' Delagoa Bay to-morrow, sat up singing on the after deck in the 
.moonlight till 3 a.m. Good fun and wholesome. And the 
. songs were clean songs, and sdme of them were hallowed by 
tender associations. Finally, in a pause, a man asked, ‘ Have 
you heard about the fellow that kept a diary crossing the 
Atlantic ?' It was a discord, a ivet blanket. The men were 
not in the mood for humorous dirt. The songs had carried 
them to their homes, and in spirit they sat by those far hearth¬ 
stones and saw faces and heard voices other than these that 
were about them here. And so tliis p’-oposition to drag in an 
old indecent anecdote got no welcome; nobody answ'cred. 
The poor man hadn’t wit enough to see that he had blundered, 
but asked his question again. Again there w^as no response. 
It was embarrassing for him. In liis confusion he chose the 
wrong course, did the wrong thing—began the anecdote. 
Began it in a deep and hostile stillness, w'here had been such 
life and stir and warm comradeship before. He delivered 
himself of the brief details of the diary’s first day, and did it 
with some confidence and a fair degree of eagerness. It fell 
,flat. There was an awkward pause. The two rows of men 
sat like statues; there was no movement, no sound. He Aad 
to <go on; there w^as no other way—at least none that an animal 
of his calibre could think of. At the close of each day’s diary 
t,lie same dismal silence followed. When at last he finished his 
tale and sprung the indelicate surprise which is w'ont to fetch a 
.^Wash of laughter, not a ripple of sound resulted. It was as if 
tole had been told to dead men. After what seemed & 
jj^g, long lime, somebody sighed, somebody else stirred in his 
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«eat j ^tesefttly the men dropped intb t 
fidential talk, each with his neighbour, and the iudd^t'^a 
dosed. There were indications that that man was fond of hia 
imecdote; that it was his pet, his stand by, his shot that nevet 
missed, his reputation-maker. But he will never tell it again. 
No doubt he will think of it sometimes, for that cannot well be 
helped ; and then he will see a picture-^and always the same 
picture: the double rank of dead men; the vacant deck 
stretching away in dimming perspective beyond them, the wide 
desert of smooth sea all abroad; the rim of the moon spying 
from behind a rag of black cloud; the remote lip of the 
mizzenmast sheering a zig-zag path through the fields of stars 
in the deeps of space; and this soft pictuie will remind him ol 
the time that he sat in the midst of it and told his poor little 
tale and felt so lonesome wh*“n he got through. 

Fifty Indians and Chinamen asleep in a big tent in t.ite 
waist of the ship forviard; they he side by side, with no space 
between; the former wrapped up, head and all, as in .he 
Indian streets, the Chinamen uncovered; the lamp and things 
for opium smoking in the centre. 

A passenger said it was ten 2-ton truck-loads of dynamite 
that lately exjiloded at Johannesburg. Hundreds killed; he 
doesn’t know how many; limbs picked up for miles around 
Glass shattered and roofs swept away or collapsed 200 yards 
off; fragments of iron flung 3^ miles. 

It occurred at 3 p.m. ; at 6, 65,000/. had been subscribed. 
When this passenger left, 35,000/. had been voted by City and 
State Governments and 100,000/. by citizens and business 
coi porations. When noivs of the di'•aster w^as telephoned tc 
the Exchange, 35,000/. were subscribed in the first five minutes, 
Subscribing was still going on when he left; the papers hac 
ceased to publish the names, only the amounts—too man) 
names; not enough room. 100,000/. subscribed by companiei 
and citizens; if this is true, it must be what they call in Aus 
tralia ‘ a record ’—the biggest instance of a spontaneous outpoui 
for charity in history, considering the size of the population i' 
was drawn from, ;5{8 or jjio for each white resident, babies a 
the breast included. 

• Mmday^ May 4.—Steaming slowly in the stupenddui 
Pclagoa Bay, its dim aims stretching faraway and disappearing 
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[W\oth ^ideft. It cotrid furnish* ivlehty of room for all the 
‘ $hipl in the world, but it is shoal. The lead has given us 3^ 
. iathoms several times and we are drawing that lacking six inches. 

A bold headland—precipitous wall 150 ft. high, very strong 
red colour—stretching a mile or so. A man said it was Portu¬ 
guese blood—battle foiiglit here with the natives last year. I 
think this doubtful. Pretty cluster of houses on the tableland 
above the red—and rolling stietches of grass and groups of 
I trees, like England. The Portuguese l]a\e the railioad (one 
jbassenger train a day) to the border, se^ enty miles—then the 
* y?ethe*lands Company liave it. Thousands of tons of freight 
^br tnc shore—no covtr. 'J’his is Portuguese all over—indo¬ 
lence, piousness, poverty, impotence. 

Crews of small boats and tugs all jet black woolly heads 
and very muscul.ir. 

JVin/cr .—The South African winter is just beginning now 
but nobody but an expert can tell it fiom summer. However 
I am tired of summer; we have had it unbroken for eleven 
months. 

We spent the afternoon on shore, Delagoa Bay. A small 
town—no sights. No carriages. Three rickshas but we couldn’t 
get them—apparently private. These Portuguese are a rich 
brown, I'ke some of the lud'ans. Some of the blacks have 
the long horse-heads and very long chins of the negroes of the 
j)icturc books; but most of them are exactly like the negroes 
of our .Southern Slates—round faces, flat noses, good-natured, 
and easy langluTs. 

blocks of black women passed along, carrying extraordinarily 
heavy bags of freight on the ir heads—the quiver of their leg as 
the foot was planted and the sliain exhibited by their bodies 
showed what a tax upon their strength the load uas. They 
were stevedores, and doing full stevedore’s woik. They were 
very erect when unladen—from carrying weights on their 
heads—just like the Indian women. It gi\es them a proud 
fine carriage. 

Sometimes one saw a w’onian carrying on her head a laden 
and top-heavy basket, the shape of an inverted pyramid—its 
lop the size of a soup plate, its base the diameter of a tea-cup. 
It required nice balancing—^and got it. < 

" No bright colours; yet there were a good many Hindoos. 







. ■ TKe Secqnd-ckss Passenger came ov^>a#" 4 i 5 iiai’*X^ *^| 
out/ {ii) and we lounged along the spacious vague, 
of the deck and smoked the peaceful pipe and talked. ..,H^ 
told an incident in Mr. Barnum’s life which was emihe, 
.characteristic of that great showman in several ways :.„t 
‘ was Barnum's purchase of Shakespeare’s birthplace, a quarte^^ 
of a century ago. The S.C.P. was in Jamrach’s employ 
the time and knew Barnum w^ell. He said the thing begaihil 
in this way. One morning Barnum and Jamrach were 
Jamrach’s little private snuggery back of the wilderness ofAjSi 
caged monkeys and snakes and other commonplaces ofW) 
Jamrach’s stock-in-trade, refreshing themselves after an arduous'’;*'^ 
stroke of business, Jamrach with something orthodox, Barnum 
with something heterodox—for Barnum was a teetotaller. ^The ”,* 
stroke pf business was in tlie elephant line. Jamrach lud 
contracted to deliver to Barnum in New York eighteen elephants 
for ^^360,000 in time for the next season s opening. Then itj;; 
occurred to Mr. Barnum that he needed a ‘card.’ Hesug-’^l 
gested Jumbo. Jamrach said he would have to think of 
something else—Jumbo couldn’t be had; the Zoo wouldn’t 
part with that elephant. Barnum said he was willing to pay a 
fortune for Jumbo if he could get him. Jamrach said it was j,, 
no use to think about it; that Jumbo w’-as as popular as the f.'. 
Prince of Wales and the Zoo wouldn’t dare to sell him; all ;; 
England would be outraged at the idea; Jumbo was an English’ '>! 
institution; he was part of the national glory; one might 
w’ell think of buying the Nelson Monument. Barnum spoke 
up with vivacity and said : ;, ’ 

‘ It’s a first-rate idea. /’//hiv the Monument' 

Jamrach was speechless for a second. Then he said, like')^" 
one ashamed — ' 

* You caught me. I w'as napping. For a moment I thought 
. you w'ere in earnest.’ 

Barnum said pleasantly— 

*I was in earnest. I know they vroii’t sell it, but nq c s 
matter, I will not throw aw'ay a good idea for all that AH JTvil 
tvant is a big advertisement I wdll keep the thing in mindj^f 
and if nothing better turns up I will ojfer to buy it That wip|| 
«answer every purpose. It will furnish me a couple of colu|iuiw^2 
of gratis advertising in every English and American paper, j 




Tamrach started to deliver a burst of admiration but was 
|;ii^terrupted by Barnum, who said— 

/Here is a state of things ! England ought to blush.* 

,His eye had fallen upon something in the newspaper. He 
'read it through to himself, then read it aloud. It said that the 
"house that Shakespeare was born in at Stratford-on-Avon was 
"i falling gradually to ruin through neglect; that the room where 
the poet first saw the light vras now serving as a butcher’s shop; 
that all appeals to England to contribute money (the requisite 
.s^im stated) to buy and repair the house and })lace it in the 
care of salaried and trustworthy keepers had fallen resultless. 
'Then Barnum said— * 


' * There’s my chance. Let Juiiibo and the Monument alone 

for the present—they’ll keep. I'll buy Shakespeare’s house. 
I’ll set it up in my museum in New York and put a glass case 
around it and make a sacred thing of it; and you’ll see all 
America flock there to worship; yes, and pilgrims from the 
whole earth; and I’ll make them take their hats off, too. In 
America we know how to value anything that Shakespeare’s 
touch has made holy. You’ll see.’ 


In conclusion the S.C.P. said ; 


, * That is the way the thing came about. Barnum did buy 
Shakespeare’s house. He paid the price asked, and received 
the properly attested documents of sale. I'hcn there was an 


eJcplosion, I can tell you ! England rose ! What, the birtli- 
place of the master-genius of all the ages and all tlie climes— 
;that priceless possession of Britain—to be carted out of the 


Country like so much old lumber and set up for sixpenny 
tdesecration in a Yankee show-shop—the idea was not to be 
tolerated for a moment. England rose in her indignation, and 
'^arnum was glad to relinquish his prize and offer apologies. 
However, he stood out for a compromise; he claimed a con¬ 
cession—England must let him have Jumbo. And England 
.jconsented, but not cheerfully.’ 


/ It shows how, by help of time, a story can grow—even after 
pBarnum has had the first innings in the telling of it. Mr. 
:||^uin told me the story himself, years ago. He said that 
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jcijmsfe was made and the animal dep/ered bfefor6 
'^hew anything about it. Also, that the securing Of jui® 
,was all the advertisement he needed. It produced "nil® 
columns of newspaper talk, free of cost, and he was satisi^i 
■ He said that if he had failed to get Jumbo he would 
caused his notion of buying the Nelson Monument to 
treacherously smuggled into print by some trusty friend, afid 
after he had gotten a few hundred pages of gratuitous adver^^^ 
tising out of it, he would have come out with a blundering;!^ 
obtuse, but warm-hearted letter of apology, and in a postscript*! 
to it would have naively proposed to let the Monument goi^f 
and take Stonehenge in place of it at the same price. 

It* was his opinion that such a letter, written with 
simulated asinine innocence and gush would have gottefi' ms| 
ignorance and stupidity an amount of newspaper abuse worth^< 
six fortunes to him, and not purchasable for twice the money. 

I knew Mr. Barnum well, and I placed every confidence'ii^! 
the account which he gave rne of the Shakespeare birth-placd'/ 
episode. He said he found the house neglected and going to : 
dccaj% and he inquired into the matter and was told that many)' 
times earnest efforts had been made to raise money for its? 
proper repair and prcsciv'ation, but without success. He theitij 
proposed to buy it. The proposition was entertained, and ii 
price named—;5{5o,ooo, I think ; but whatever it was, Barnum>| 
paid the money down, without remark, and the papers werejj^ 
drawn up and executed. He said that it had been his purpose-;’ 
to set up the house in his museum, keep it in repair, protect itj 
from name-scribblers and other dcsccrators, and leave it byi 
bequest to the safe and perpetual guardianship of the Smith*'-^ 
sonian Institute at Washington. ' ' 

But as soon as it was found that Shakespeare’s house had'* 
passed into foreign hands and was going to be carried across’^ 
the ocean, England was stirred as no appeal from the custodianis^^ 
of the relic had ever stirred England before, and protests catn^: '' 
flowing in—and money, too, to stop the outrage. Offensi of:^ 
re-purchase were made—offers of double the money that 
Barnum liad paid for the house. He handed the house 
but took only the sum which it had cost him—but on the c^^|| 
dition that an endowment sufficient for the future safe^ajrd^^'" 
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was Barnum’s account of tlie episode; and to the end 
'f' Ids days he claimed with pride and satisfaction that not 
fh|:land, but America—represented by him—saved the birth- 
of Shakespeare from destruction. 

-^At 3 v.M. May 6, the ship slowed down, off the land, and 
^t^ioughtfully and cautiously picked her way into the snug 
Jhatbour of Durban, South Africa. 






CHAPTER LXVIII 


J.A. statesmanship, get the formalities right, never mind about the 
i,^*;!npralitics .—WiMs New Calendar. 

^j?ROM Diary. Royal Ilbhl. —Comfortable, good table, good 
^Service of natives and Madrasis. Curious jumble of modern 
j^'and ancient, city and village, priniitiveness and the other thing. 

Electric bells, but they don’t ring. Asked why they didn’t, 
Mhe watchman in the office said he thought they must be out 
?^ipf order; he thought so because some ot them rang, but most 
v'bf them didn’t. Wouldn’t it be a good idea to put them in 
order ? He hesitated—like one who isn’t quite sure —then con- 
u4ccded the point. 

*’■, 7*—A bang on the door at six. Did I want my boots 

: cleaned ? Fifteen minutes later another bang. Did we want 
Jbbffbe ? Fifteen later, bang again, my wife’s bath ready; fifteen 
.Mter, my bath ready. Two other bangs; I forget what they were • 
•^jabont. Then lots of shouting back and forth among the 
^«e^ants, just as in an Indian hotel. 

4 it was unpleasantly w'arm. Half hour 
sunset one needed a spring overcoat; by eight a winter one. 
if: Durban is a neat and clean town. One notices this without 
"^jbaving his attention called to it. 

Rickshas drawn by splendidly built black Zulus, so over- 
povring with strength, seemingly, that it is a pleasure not a 
i^hi 'to see them snatch a ricksha along. They smile and 
and show their teeth--a good-natured lot. Not allowed 



person. 

- The chamdeon in tiu hotel court. He is fat ittKlIfn®; 
and contemplative; but is business-like and capable 
"comes about—reaches out a tongue like a tea-spoon andi 
him in. He gums his tongue first. He is always pious^^ 
looks. And pious and thankful both when Providence or; 
of us sends him a fly. He has a froggy head, and a back ]| 
a new grave—^for shape; and hands like a bird’s toes that 
lieen frost-bitten. But his eyes are his exhibition-feature^" 
couple of skinny cones project from the sides of his head,.,wi 
a wee shiny bead of an eye set in the apex of each; and^ 
cones turn bodily like pivot-guns and point every-which 
and they are independent of each other; each has 
exclusive machinery. Whdn I am behind him and C. 
front of him, he whirls one eye rearwards and the otb^^' 
forwards—which gives him a most congressional express|^^' 
(one eye on the constituency and one on the swag); and, i,h^p 
if something happens above and below him he shoots out 
eye upward like a telescope and the other downward—and 
changes his expression, but does not improve it. 

Natives must not be out after the curfew bell without a 
In Natal there are ten blacks to one white. 

Sturdy plump creatures are the women. They comb 
wool up to a peak and keep it in position by stiffening it 
brown-red clay—half of this tower coloured, denotes eng^^^ 
ment; the’whole of it coloured denotes marriage. 

None but heathen Zulus on the police; Christian ones nojlt 
allowed. ,',, 

May 9.—A drive yesterday, with friends over the 
Very fine roads and lofty, overlooking the whole town, j 0 '^ ‘ 
harbour and the sea—beautiful views. Residences all 
set in the midst of green lawns with shrubs and generally 
or two intensely red outbursts of poinsettia—the flaming spL^.^^ 
of blinding red a stunning contrast with the world of suixoufi^ 
ing green. The cactus tree—candelabrum-like; 

'twisted like gray writhing serpents. The ‘ flat-crown \ 

. be flat-roof)—half a dozen naked branches, full pf,;el' 
slant upward like artificial supports, and fling ^ ropf of" 

‘ foliage out in a horizontal platform as flat as a fioor.f j 












RE w iinalfyiforr tlje 4ay at tw6 in the> 

j, , Man likes light work or none at all-^there he 
111 day in the heldS} or in the blacksmith shop or the 
)p^ devoted to the mechanical trades, such as shpe- 
:addleryi carpentry, and so on. Man likes the society 
id women—^there he never has it. He likes to have 
en about him, and pet them and play with them—> 
has none. He likes billiards—there is no table 
bere. He likes out-door sports and in-door dramatic and musical 
nd social entertainments—there are none there. He likes 
gto bet on things—I was told that betting is forbidden there. ‘ 


Mp^n, a man’s temper is up he likes to pour it out upon some- 
^l^dy—there, this is not allowed. A man likes animals—pets; 
^l^t^ere are none there. He likes to v^oke—there he cannot do it, 
^ 5,He Ukes to read the news—no papers or magazines come there. 

mair likes to know how his parents'and brothers and sisters 
JuteC getting along when he is away, and if they miss him—ther^ 
cannot know. A man likes a pretty house, and pretty 
gjurniture, and pretty things and pretty colours—there he has 
%^othing but naked aridity and sombre colours. A man likes— 
it yourself: whatever it is, it is absent from that place. 




From what I could learn, all that a man gets for this, is 


^'|imfrely the saving of his soul. 

, It all 'seems strange, incredible, impossible. But La 
®^rappp knew the race. He knew the powerful attraction of 
^Wu^ractiveness; he knew that no life could be imagined, 
’U^^iowsoever comfortless and forbidding, but somebody would 
^,want to try it. 

;.This parent establishment of Germans began its work 
^^llteen years ago, strangers, poor, and unencouraged ; it owns 
^j^SjOOO acres of land, now, and raises grain and fruit, and 
wines, and manufactures all manner of things, and has 
apprentices in its shops, and sends them forth able to 
^d write, and also well equipped to earn their living by 
^ theijj' j^iides. . And this young establishment has set up eleven 
South Africa, and in them they are Christianising 
^|^*|ducating and teaching wage-yielding mechanical trades to 
^^^^itative ^oys and girls. Protestant missionary work is coldly 




j; work of these Catholic monks, and I believe that 
;> tion to attempt it has not shown itself. * " ' ^ a 

*' Tuesdayy May 12.—Transvaal politics in a confuted 

' dition. First the sentencing of the Johannesburg RefdSfhti^si 
startled England by its severity ; on top of this came KTlig;^|| 
'* exposure of the cipher correspondence, which showed that ChP 
invasion of the Transvaal with the design of seizing 
country and adding it to the British Empire was planned 
Cecil Rhodes and Beit—which made a revulsion in Engllsb'jt 
feeling, and brought out a storm against Rhodes and 
Chartered Company for degrading British honour. 

For a good while I couldn’t seem to get at a cleat <^mpre^ 
, hension of it, it was so tangled. But at last, by patient study,? 
I have managed it, I believe. As I understand it, th^^ IHf-l 
landers and other Dutchmen w'cre dissatisfied because thifti 


English would not allow them to take any part in the gov^rtv'' 
ment except to pay taxes. Next, as I understand it, Dr.‘ 
Kruger and Dr. Jameson not being able to make the medicat 
business pay, made a raid into Matabeleland with th^^ 
intention of capturing the capital, Johannesburg, and hol^^ 
ing the women and children to ransom until the Uitlandershrid' 
the other Boers should grant to them and the > Charter^^^ 
Company the political rights which have been withheld fVoiai'' 
them. They would have succeeded in this great scheme, as 
understand it, but for the interference of Cecil Rhodes imtil 


Mr. Beit, and other chiefs of the Matabcle, who persuaded; 
their countrymen to revolt and throw off their allegiahc^ ter 
Germany. This in turn, as I understand it, provoked-tTi<K 
King of Abyssinia to destroy the Italian army and fall back^ 
upon Johannesburg \ this at the instigation of Rhodes to biil^, 
the stock-market 




CHAPTER LXIX 

one is a moon, and has a dark dde which he never shows to any- 
^*^Pud^nhead Wilsotfs New Calendar, 

X scribbled in my note-book a year ago the paragraph 
\jfhlch' ends the preceding chapter, it was meant to indicate, 
An extravagant form, two things : the conflicting nature of the 
rmation conveyed by the citizen to the stranger concerning 
ch African politics, and the resulting confusion created in 
j&e stranger’s mind thereby. 

But it does not seem so very extravagant r|ow. Nothing 
could in that disturbed and excited time make South African 
ip^litics clear or quite rational to the citizen of the country, 
,^iecause his personal interest and his political prejudices were 
in his way; and nothing could make those politics clear or 
fictional to the stranger, the sources of his information being 
^i^ch as they were. 

; i, I was in South Africa some little time. When I arrived there 

tfhe political pot was boiling fiercely. Four months previously, 
iJameson had plunged over the Transvaal border with about 600 
!,^m^ horsemen at his back, to go to the ‘relief of the women 
^d children * of Johannesburg; on the fourth day of his 
^^|]iWch the Boers had defeated him in battle and carried him 
his men to Pretoria the capital, as prisoners; the Boer 
^Qov^nment had turned Jameson and his officers over to the 
/^rifeish Government for trial, and shipped them to England; next, 
^^ had arrested sixty-four important citizens of Johannesburg 
pss^d-conspirators, condemned their four leaders to death, then 
i^ig^muted the sentences, and now the sixty-four were waiting, 
gaol, for further results. Before midsummer they were all out 
Ji^cepting two who refused to sign petitions for release; fifty- 
^^hih^dbeen fined 0,000 each and enlarged, and the four 
el^uuiars. had gotten off with fines of ^125,000 each—with 
permanent exile added, in one case. 

^ ',^,Thpie were wonderfully interesting days for a stranger, and 
i^d to be in the thick of the excitement. Everybody 
and It expected to understand the whole of onesidt 
tery little while. 


.1 



’{V»I. wsts dUapphinted^ ' Tk^e Wfiife 
^ UAaccountabilities about it which I was not able to 
.had no personal access to Boers—their side was a sec^*! 
aside from what I was able to gather of it from piibl _ 
statements. My sympathies were soon with the Refoimj^‘ f 
the Pretoria pol, with their friends, and with their cad^k;^^/^ 
diligent inquiry in Johannesburg I found out—^apparentt^-T^^ 
the details of their side of the quarrel except one—zffAaf 
expected to accomplish by an armed rising. . . 

Nobody seemed to know. ■' 

The reason why the Reformers were discontented 
wanted some changes made, seemed quite clear. In Johann|$ 4 J 
burg it was claimed that the Uitlanders (strangers^ foreignera).^s 
paid thirteen-fifteenths of the Transvaal taxes, yet gJfe Httle^bi 4 | 
nothing for it Their city had no charter ; it had no municipal ^ 
government; it could le\'y no taxes for drainage, water-suppl^'^ 
paving, cleaning, sanitation, policing. There was a police f6r«§.;' 
but it was composed of Boers, it was furnished,by the State^ 
Government, and the city had no control over it Mining wa»C‘ 
very costly ; the Government enormously increased the cost 
putting burdensome taxes upon the mines, the output, thfi^.'S 
machinery, the buildings; by burdensome imposts upon in*^; 
coming materials; by burdensome railway freight-chargi^^;^ 
Hardest of all to bear, the Government reserved to itself, 
monopoly in that essential thing, dynamite, and burdened 


with an extravagant price. The detested Hollander from dvqr^:;; 
the water held all the public offices. The Government ^33^. 
rank w'ith corruption. The Uitlander had no vote, and 
live in the State ten or twelve years before he could get 
He was not represented in the Raad (Legislature) that oppressi«il(v 
him and fleeced him. Religion was not free. There w^re tidf' 
public schools w'here the teaching was in English—^yet the gw^ii|* 
majority of the white population of the State knew no tongn^’ 
but that. The State would not pass a liquor law, but aUow^^- 
a great trade in cheap vile brandy among the blacks, with the!, 
result that 25 per cent, of the 50,000 blacks employed inithe 
mines were usually drunk and incapable of working. >■, 

There—it was plain enough that the reasons for 
some changes made were abundant and reasonableyv^C|ijS 
statement of the existing grievances was correct. 


inffl^aeM wsnt&l was iBfstA a^ Oe: tidsHi^'y 

, .-nv "' ' ' 

they proposed to do was to procure these reforms by 
', pkHHony and persuasion^ 

;^ey did petition. Also, they issued a Manifesto, whose 
hnst note is a bugle-blast of loyalty: * We want the esta< 
f^shment of this Republic as a true Republic.’ 

> Could anything be clearer than the Uitlanders’ statement 
the grievances and oppressions under which they were 
suffering? Could anything be more loyal and citizen-like 
^2«iind law-respecting than their attitude as expressed by their 
f^’^anifesto? 

No. Those things are perfectly clear, perfectly compre- 
IJiliensible. 

But at this point the puzzles and riddles and confusions 
\'begin to flock in. You have arrived at a place W'hich you 
;5'‘icannot quite understand. 

For you find that as a preparation for this loyal, lawful, 

% 'and in every way unexceptionable attempt to persuade the 
.^J^tCovernmcnt to right their grievances, the Uitlanders had 
’^-smuggled a Maxim gun or two and 1,500 muskets into the 
llltpwn, concealed in oil tanks and coal cars, and had begun to 
^^^fbrm and drill military companies composed of clerks, mcr- 
ij^ants and citizens generally. 

What was their idea ? Did they suppose that the Boers 
;!?Wbuld attack them' for petitioning for redress ? That could not be. 
Did they suppose that the Boers would attack them even 
i$suing a ^nifesto demanding relief under the existing 
IlGovemment? 

iit:; Yes, they apparently believed so, because the air was full 
talk of^m'iv^ the Government to grant redress if it were 
granted peacefully. 

The Reformers were men of high intelUgence, If they 
-‘'‘were" in earnest, they were taking extraordinary risks. They 
had enormously valuable properties to defend; their town was 
pf^women and children; their mines and compounds were 
r^atkpd with thousands upon thousands of sturdy blacks. If 
,,Boejrs attacked, the mines would close, the blacks would ^ 
out and get drunk; riot and conflagration and the 
tpg^er might losp the Reformers more In a day, ia 




and ,'^uffetin|^ 

compensab In' ten 'yeata if thef''Viron die ^ht 
tlie'reforms. ' / 

: It is May 1897, now; a year has gone by, and 
fusions of that day have been to a considerable degree 
away. Mr. Cecil Rhodes, Dr. Jameson, and others respOnd^B 
^ for the Raid, have testified before the Parliamentary Comt^^^ 
of Inquiry in London, and so have Mr. Lionel Phillips 
other Johannesburg Reformers, monthly-nurses of the rev^ljS 
tion which was born dead. These testimonies have thio]!^® 
light. Three books have added much to this light: ‘ 

Africa As It Is,* by Mr. Statham, an able writer, partial tql^'i 
Boers; ‘The Story of an African Crisis,’ by Mr. 
brilliant writer partial to Rhodes, and * A Woman’s Part in a,,'^ 
Revolution,’ by Mrs. John Hays Hammond, a vigoroi^ 
vivid diarist, partial to the Refoimers. By liquefying tlie^ 
evidence of the prejudiced books and of the prejudiced j^hrlia-^, 
mentary witnesses, and stirring the whole together and pouringl^ 
it into my own (prejudiced) moulds, I have got at the truth 
that puzzling South African situation, which is this ; ., 

1, The capitalists and other chief men of Johannesburj^l 
were fretting under various political and financial burden|,;> 
imposed by the State (the South African Republic, sometimea^; 
called ‘the Transvaal’) and desired to procure by peacdid^; 
means a modification of the laws. 

2, Mr. Cecil Rhodes, Premier of the Brifish Cape Colony 
millionaire; creator and managing director of the territorially^^ 
immense and financially unproductive South Africa Company 
projector of vast schemes for the unification and consoli|(ktiO|^ 
of all the South African States into one imposing comiaoi(lfe 
wealth or empire under the shadow and general protecrio||3 
of the British flag, thought he saw an opportunity to mi&^^ 
profitable use of the Outlander discontent above mentipned^^ 
make the Johannesburg cat help pull out one of his consoUda->; 
tion chestnuts for him. With this view he set himself the task t 
of warming the lawful and legitimate petitions and suppli<al^i^< 
of the Outlanders into seditious talk, and their fretting^ ,ii|W 
threatenings—the final outcome to be revolt and 

lion. If he could bring about a bloody collision betwee^^t]^!^ 
people and 'the Boer Government, Great Britain w 0 t|l 4 J^^P 



^, After a couple of years of judicious plotting, Mr. Rhodes 
‘ * 'his reward; the revolutionary kettle was briskly boiling 
Jo^nnesburg, and the Outlander-leaders were backing their 
pippi^ls to the Government—^now hardened into demands—' 
threats of force and bloodshed. By the middle of December 
51895, the explosion seemed imminent. Mr. Rhodes was dili- 
l^ently helping, from his distant post in Cape Town. He was 
l&ping to procure arms for Johannesburg; he was also 
i^^mnging to have Jameson break over the border and come to 
u Johannesburg with 600 mounted men at his back. Jameson 
i«^as per instructions from Rhodfes, perhaps—^wanted a letter 
|ffom the Reformers requesting him to come to their aid. It 
*was a good idea. It would throw a considerable share of the 
rxesponsibility of his invasion upon the Reformers. He got the 
Cietter—that famous one urging him to fly to the rescue of the 
ryomen and children. He got it two months before he flew. 
*^The Reformers seem to have thought it over and concluded 
fthat they had not done wisely; for the next day after giving 
Jameson the implicating document they wanted to withdraw it 
l.jind leave the women and children in danger; but they were 
Md that it was too late. The original had gone to Mr. Rhodes 
;,;at the Cape. Jameson had kept a copy, though. 

'f" From that time until December 29, a good deal of the 
Reformers' time was taken up with energetic efforts to keep 
Jameson from coming to their assistance. Jameson’s invasion 
•^ad been set for the 26th. The Reformers were not ready. 
!^he town was not united. Some wanted a fight, some wanted 
some wanted a new government, some wanted the 
one reformed; apparently very few wanted the revolu¬ 
tion to take place in the interest and under the ultimate shelter 
“bf the Imperial flag—British ;*yet a report began to spread that 

Mr. Rhodes’s embarrassing assistance had for its end this latter 

' ■ 

; Jimeson was away up on the frontier tugging at his leash, 
^t^to burst over the border. By hard W'ork the Reformers 
starting-date postponed a little, and wanted to get it 





Erfif,*'.) I .'' 




cleVen days. Apparendy 
ieconding their efforts-m feet wearing o“*e » . 

^ing to hold him back. Rhodes was himself the.^ 

%ho could have effectively postponed Jameson, mi thi^^ 
have been a disadvantage to his scheme; mdeed it could 
his whole two years’ work. 

Jameson endured postponement three days, then res _ 
to wait no longer. Without any orders-excepting 
Rhodes’s significant silence—he cut the telegraph wires pn W 
29th, and made his plunge that night, to go to the rescue of m 
women and children, by urgent request of a letter now nme 
days old—as per date—a couple of months old, in tact, m 
read the letter to his men, and it affected them. It d|d 
affect all of them alike. Some saw in it a piece 
doubtful wisdom, and were sorry to find that they had 
assembled to violate friendly territory instead of to ra\d natiw 

kraals as they had supposed. . 

Jameson would have to ride 150 miles. He knew 
there were suspicions abroad in the Transvaal concerning himv'^ 
but he expected to get through to Johannesburg before they; .^ 
should become general and obstructive. But a telegraph jv 
had been overlooked and not cut. It spread the news of hi^,^ 
invasion far and wide, and a few hours after his start the 
farmers were riding hard from every direction to intercept hin^,|| 

As soon as it was known in Johannesburg that he WM 
his way to rescue the women and children, the grateful peopto 
put the women and children in a train and rushed them 
Australia. In fact the approach of Johannesburg’s saviohi^;i; 
created panic and consternation there, and a multitude of ma 3 .c®|';| 
of peaceable disposition swept to the trains like a sand 
The early ones fared best; they secured seats—by sitting 
them—eight hours before the first train was timed to leave.' 

Mr. Rhodes lost no time. He cabled the renowned^ 
Johannesburg letter of invitation to the London pres$— 
gray-hcadedest piece of ancient 4nstory that ever wept over a ^ 

The new poet laureate lost no time. He came out 
rousing poem lauding Jameson’s prompt and splend^ 
in flying to the rescue of the women and children; for th^|^5^ 
could not know that he did not fly until two months 







,, ‘ He ^i$ aeceired by thf fito date: of the letter, 
Ipts^-^g B^ember 401.' 

intercepted by the, Boers on New Year’s day, 
oh the nex;t day he surrendered. He had carried his copy 
:^1etter along, and if his instructions required him—in case 
emergency—to see that it fell into the hands of the Boers, 
gfe loyally carried them out. Mrs. Hammond gives him a 

supposed carelessness, and emphasises her 
;.geling about it with burning italics : ‘ It was picked up on the 
Jbattje-field in a leathern pouch, supposed to be Dr. Jameson’s 
; saddle-bag. WAy in ihe name of all that is discreet and 
^honourable didfit he eat it V 


i ^ She requires too much. He was not in the service of the 
]p.eformers—excepting ostensibly \ he was in the service of Mr. 
i^j^odes. It was the only plain-ETnglish document, undarkened 
‘by ciphers and mysteries, and responsibly signed and authenti- 
' .cated, which squarely implicated the Reformers in the Raid, 
and it was not to Mr. Rhodes’s interest that it should be 
eat^ Besides, that letter was not the original, it was only a 
; fcbpy. Rhodes had the original—and didn’t eat it. He 
cabled it to the London press. It had already been read in 
.Hngland and America and all over Kurope before Jameson 
.popped it on the battle-field. If the subordinate’s knuckles 
^deserved a rap, the principal’s deserved as many as a couple of 
them. 


, T^t letter is a juicily dramatic incident and is entitled to 
hU its celebrity, because of the odd and variegated effects which 
produced. All within the space of a single week it had made 
Jameson an illustrious hero in England, a pirate in Pretoria, 
and an ass without discretion or honour in Johannesburg ^ als o 
h^"l)roduced a poet-laureatic explosion of coloured fire- 
.jiyiC|rks which filled the world’s sky with giddy splendours, and 
'the.^knowledge that Jameson was coming with it to rescue the 
women and children emptied Johannesburg of that detail of 
'the population. For an old letter, this was much. For a letter • 
twp.months old, it did marvels; if it had been a year old it 
have done miracles. 

burst upon a welcoming and applauding world 
‘Times’ of January ii, 1896. Its form iindf 
to us pleasant reminders of those old 





UsO ttORM tRAMfS ASROAiJ 

favourites ^Banty Tim * and * Jim Bludso.’ is pr^ ^ of 
hurry, for a response to a supplication two months old, ai iiiiltj 
sample shows: 

* When men of our own blood pray us 

To ride to their kinsfolk’s aid. 

Not Heaven itself shall stay us 
From the rescue they call a raid. 

* There are girls in the gold reef city. 

There are mothers and children too I 
And they ciy, ** Hurry up J for pity 1 
So what can a brave man dot* 


CHAPTER LXX 

First catch your Boer, then kick him. 

rudd'nhead Wtlson s Netv Calendatm 

Those latter days were days of bitter worry and trouble for the 
harassed Reformers. ^ 

From Mrs. Hammond we learn that on the 51st (the day 
after Johannesburg heard of the invasion), * the Reform Com* 
mittee repudiates Dr Jameson*s inroad * 

It also publishes its intention to adhere to the Manifesto. 

It also earnestly desires that the inhabitants shall refrain 
from overt acts against the Boer Government. 

It also * distributes arms ’ at the Court House, and furnishes 
horses ‘ to the newly-enrolled volunteers ’ 

It also brings a Transvaal flag into the committee room, 
and the entire body swear allegiance to it *with uncovered 
heads and upraised arms * 

Also, *one thousand Lee-Metford rifles have been given 
out *—^to rebels 

Also, in a speech, Reformer Lionel Phillips informs the 
public that the Reform Committee Delegation has *been< 
received with courtesy by the Government Commission* and 
‘ been assured that their proposals shall be earnestly considered^ 
That * while the Reform Committee regretted Jameson’s 
cipitate action, they would stand by him.* 

Also, the populace are in a state of * wild enthusiasm ’ apif. 



MOHB TRAMP^ ABROAD 4^ 

scarcely b§ restrained; they want to go out to meet 
iJamesSn and bring him in with triumphal outcry.' 

AlsO) the British High Commissioner has issued a damni- 
lying Proclamation against Jameson and all British abettors of 
nis game. It arrives January i. « 

It is a difficult position for the Reformers, and full of 
hindrances and perplexities. Their duty is hard, but plain ; 

1. They have to repudiate the inroad and stand by the 
inroader. 

a. They have to swear allegiance to the Boer Government, 
and distribute cavalry horses to the rebels. 

3. They have to forbid o\ert acts, against the Boer Govern¬ 
ment, and distribute arms to its enemies. 

4. They have to avoid collision with the British Govern¬ 
ment, but still stand by Jaiheson and their new oath of 
allegiance to the Boer Government^ taken, uncovered, in 
presence of its flag. 

They did such of these things as they could, they tried to 
do them all ; in fact did do them all, but only in turn, not 
simultaneously. In the nature of things they could not be 
made to simultat)e. 

In preparing for armed revolution and in talking revolution, 
were the Reformers ‘bluffing,* 01 were they in earnest? If 
they were in earnest they were taking great risks—as has been 
already pointed out. A gentleman of high position told me 
in Johannesburg that he had in his possession a printed docu¬ 
ment proclaiming a new government and naming its President 
—one of the Reform leaders. He said that this Proclamation 
had been ready for issue, but was suppressed when the raid 
collapsed. Perhaps I misunderstood him. Indeed I must 
havb misunderstood him, for I have not seen mention of this 
»large incident in print anywhere. 

Besides, I hope I am mistaken; for if I am, then there is 
argument that the Reformers were privately not serious but 
were only trying to scare the Boer Government into granting 
the desired reforms. 

The Boer Government was scared, and it had a right to be. 
Por if Mr. Rhodes’s plan was to provoke a collision that would 
’^cohipel the interference of England, that was a serious matteif 
^ If it could be shown that that was also the Reformers’ plan 



to cost them rainously before England should , 

;' j(t seems clear that they had no such plan nor de^e« 

. worst should come to the worst they meant to over^^iff 
/^the Government, they also meant to inherit the assete 
Selves, no doubt 

This scheme could hardly have succeeded. With an arm^’ 
of Boers at their gates and 50,000 riotous blacks in thesr! 
midst, the odds against success would have been too heavy—7^" 
even if the whole town had been armed. With only aj5oo,; 
rifles in the place they stood really no chance. ’ 

To me, the military problems of the situation are of rtl^e 
interest than the political ones, because by disposition I have 
always been especially fond of war. No, I mean fond of 
discussing war; and fond of giving military advice. If I had. 
been with Jameson the morning after he started, I should 
have advised him to turn back. That was Monday; it was 
then that he received his first warning from a Boer source not 
to violate the friendly soil of the Transvaal. It showed that 
his invasion was known. If I had been with him on Tuesday 
morning and afternoon when he received further warnings, 1; 
should have repeated my advice. If I had been with him the 
next morning—New Year’s—when he received notice that *a:, 
few hundred ’ Boers were waiting for him a few miles ahead, 

I should not have advised but commanded him to go badt,- 
And if I had been with him two or three hours later—a thing 
lot conceivable to me—I should have retired him by force ; 
or at that time he learned that the few hundred had now 
;rown to 800; and that meant that the growing would go on" 
growing. ' g 

For, by authority of Mr. Garrett one knows that Jam^op*S$ 
5 oo were only 530 at most, when you count out his native^ 
drivers, etc.; and thai the 530 consisted largely of ‘green* 
>'Ouths, ‘ raw young fellows,’ not trained and war-worn British 
oldiers; and 1 would have told Jameson that those 
Tould not be able to shoot effectively from horseback 
camper and racket of battle, and that there would not be an^iifel 
or them to shoot at, anyway, but rocks, for the Boers 
t behind the rocks, not out in the open. I would ha^ jt^u 




)|po * Jfe ‘ sliarp^steofisi^' ’bKiin3’ rooBi' would bo' 
0!%tAtidh Vur his 500 raw young fellows' cm horseback; T 

Sf jpluck: were the only thing essential to battle-winning,- 
IpSnglish would lose no battles. But discretion, as well as 
'is required when one fights Boers and Red Indians. In 
p^uth Africa the Briton has always insisted upon standing 
p 15 *^vdy up, unsheltered, before the hidden Boer, and taking, 
tesults. Jameson’s men would follow the custom. Jameson 
J“/fwould not have listened to me—he would have been intent 
jJJ. iupon repeating history, according to precedent. Americans 
Ji i^e not acquainted with the British-Boer war of 1881; but its 
history is interesting, and could have been instructive to 
Jameson if he had been receptive. I will call some details of 
“‘'*11: from trustworthy sources—mainly from ‘Russell’s Natal.* 
f M Russell is not a Boer, but a Briton. He is inspector of 
-schools, and his history is a text-book whose purpose is the 
instruction of the Natal-English youth. 

After the seizure of the Transvaal and the suppression of 
' the Boer Government by England in 1877, the Boers fretted 
f for three years and made several appeals to England for a 
'/restoration of their liberties, but without result Then they 
gathered themselves together in a great mass meeting at 
'.'Krugersdorp, talked their troubles over, and resolved to fight 
,f,,for their deliverance from the British yoke. [Krugersdorp— 
the place where the Boers interrupted the Jameson Raid.] 
"Xbe little handful of farmers rose against the strongest Empire 
ih the world. They proclaimed martial law and the re- 
/ es^blishment of their Republic. They organised their forces 
' " and sent them forward to intercept the British battalions. This, 
I (dthough Sir Garnet Wolseley had but lately made proclama- 
^/tion that ‘so long as the sun shone in the heavens* the 
t^'i^^svaal would be and remain English territory. And also 
^ ^ite of the fact that the commander of the 94th Regiment 
' -^-already on the march to suppress this rebellion>-had been 
' heard, to say that' the Boers would turn tail at the first beat of 
th6b%drum.*‘ 

gj*our days after the flag-raising, the Boer force which had 
*p!^ien.sent forward to forbid the invasion of the English troops 

! < Ajfnea As It Is^ by F, Ranald Statham, page 82, 

U.nwin, 1897., 
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m Sronkhoret Bpr\»i^246 mett of 

ill command of a colonel, the big drum 
sliand playing—and the first battle was fought. It 
''inkiutes. , 

^ Result ; British loss^ more than 150 officers and men^ 

^ the 246. Surrender of the remnant . 

Boer loss—^if any—not stated. ,: 

They are fine marksmen, the Boers. From the cradle 
they live on horseback and hunt wild animals with the 
They have a passion for liberty and the Bible, and care 
nothing else. , . 

‘General Sir George Colley, Lieutenant-Governor 8-ndi|* 
Commander-in-Chief in Natal, felt it his duty to proc^fv^d 
once to the relief of the loyalists and soldiers beleaguered ift i?; 
the different towns of the Transvaal.' He moved out with/, 


1,000 men and some artillery. He found the Boers encamped 
in a strong and sheltered position on high ground at Laln^,^, 
Nek—every Boer behind a rock. Early on the morning of ,4 
January 28, 1881, he moved to the attack ‘with the 58th Regi-;’ 
ment, commanded by Colonel Deane, a mounted squadron of 
70 men, the 60th Rifles, the Naval Brigade with 3 rocket ^ 
tubes, and the Artillery with 6 guns.* He shelled the Boers^^ 
for twenty minutes. Then the assault was delivered, the s8th j| 
marching up the slope in solid column. The battle was sopii*‘* 
finished, with this result, according to Russell: ,.,4 


British loss in killed and wounded^ 173. ;; 

Boer losSt * trifling.^ 

Colonel Deane was killed, and apparently every officer^ 
above the grade of lieutenant was killed or wounded, for ttieif^ 
58th retreated to its camp in command of a lieutenan^^^ 
(‘Africa As It Is.*) • ^ . 

That ended the second battle. , 

On February 7 General Colley discovered that the Bq^;| 
were flanking his position. The next morning he left hil? 


camp at Mount Pleasant and marched out and crossed t^t^^ 
Jngogo river with 270 men, started up the Ingogo heights^ apdg 
there fought a battle which lasted from noon till nights. ^ 
then retreated, leaving his wounded with his military chaj^j^^^ 
and in recrossing the now swollen river lost some of 



i j^W^iass, ISOof i’jo engaged. 

'¥Jfo«r loss, 8 hilled and o wounded —17. 

^ Inhere was^lVsMon of quiet, now, but at the end of about 
ISri^ weeks Sir Colley conceived the idea of climbing, 

IJiidth an infantry and artillery force, the steep and rugged 
^mountain of Amajuba in the night—a bitter hard task, but he 
^'i^complished it. On the way he left about 200 men to guard 




f a strategic point, and took about 400 up the mountain with 
4 j him. When the sun rose in the morning there was an un- 
X ;pleasant surprise for the Boers ; yonder were the English 
^^'^tj^pS visible on top of the mountain two or three miles away, 
A and now their own position was at the mercy of the E^/jlish 
, artillery. The Boer chief resolved to retreat—up that mfi^n- 
‘ tain. He asked for volunteers, and got them. 

The storming party crossed the swale and began to creep 
up the steeps, ‘ and from behind rocks and bushes they shot 
at the soldiers on the sky-line as if they were stalking deer,*' 
.'says Mr. Russell. There was * continuous musketry fire, 
I steady and fatal on the one side, wild and ineffectual on the 
i;,'bther.’ The Boers reached the top, and began to put in their 
J ruinous work. Presently the British * broke and fled for their 
J'lives down the rugged Lteep.’ The Boers had won the battle. 
^Result, in killed and wounded, including among the killed the 
' British general; 

: British loss^ 226 out of ^00 engaged, 

, Boer lossy i killedy 5 wounded, 

- That ended the war. England listened to reason, and 
jt^pognised the Boer Republic—a Government which has never 
^pen in any really awful danger since, until Jameson started 
'/i^r it with his 500 ‘ raw young fellows.’ To recapitulate: 

The Boer farmers and British soldiers fought 4 battles, 
and the Boers won them all. Result of the 4, in killed and 
i wounded; 

',, .British lossy 700 men. 

to, so far as knowHy 23 ^en, 

'iiljt i? interesting, now, to note how loyally Jameson and his 
i^i trained British military officers tried to make theirt 
s conform to precedent. Mr. Garrett’s account of the 
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tiie^bei'obe i hav^ 

f^jpflfie R^d are drawn from that. 

When Jameson learned that near Kragersdorp 
^<;^j|nd 800 Boers waiting to dispute his passage he was nol l^H 
' least disturbed. He was feeling as he had felt two - 0 " 

- days before, when he had opened his campaign with i 
remark to the same purport as the one with which the co^! 
mander of the 94th had opened the Boer>British war of foiiitdiG^'^ 
years before. That commander’s remark was, that the 
‘would turn tail at the first beat of the big drum*; Jameso^fs; 
was, that with his ‘raw young fellows’ he could kick ihij.' 
(persons) of the Boers * all round the Transvaal.’ He was kee^j 
ing close to historic precedent. ?i 

Jameson arrived in the j^resence of the Boers. They—,' 
according to precedent—were not visible. It was a country; 
of ridges, depressions, rocks, ditches, moraines of minings 
tailings—not even as favourable for cavalry work as Laii^’S' 
Nek had been in the former disastrous days. Jameson shot aj;; 
the ridges and rocks with his artillery, just as General Colley 
had done at the Nek; and did them no damage and persuaded’ 
no Boer to show himself. Then about a hundred of his men'.: 

j, 

formed up to charge the ridge—^according to the sSth’s pr^, 
cedent at the Nek; but as they dashed forward they opened: 
out in a long line, which was a considerable improvement on 
the 58th*s tactics; when they had gotten to within 200 yard# 
of the ridge the concealed Boers opened out on them and 
emptied 20 saddles. The unwounded dismounted and fired at 
the rocks over the backs of their horses; but the return-to; 
was too hot, and they mounted again * and galloped back '0 
, crawled away into a clump of reeds for cover, where they w^jf| 
shortly aftenvards taken prisoners as they lay among the 
Some 30 prisoners were so taken, and during the niglit 
which followed the Boers carried away another 30 killed andN 
wounded—the wounded to Krugersdorp hospital.’ Sixty pi^' 
cent, of the assaulting force disposed of—according to Mf."* 
Garrett’s estimate^ ' 

It was according to Amajuba precedent, where the 
loss was 226 out of about 400 engaged. 

^ Also, in Jameson’s camp, that night, ‘there lay 
wounded or otherwise disabled’ men. Also, during, this; 
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.150 m^ gone^ out of his 530. His lads had fought 

' ft but had not been able to get near enough to a Boer 


fi^. 3 dclt!liiih around the Transvaal. 

\v V At dawn the next morning the column of something short 
ipf 400 whites resumed its march. Jameson’s grit was stubbornly 
good; indeed it was always that He still had hopes. There 
wjlsalong and tedious zigzagging march through broken ground, 
with constant harassment from the Boers; and at last the 
column * walked into a sort of trap,’ and the Boers * closed in 
upon it’ ‘Men and horses dropped on all sides. In the 
Column the feeling grew that unless it could burst through* the 
Boer lines at this point it was done for. The Maxims were 
fired until they grew too hot, 'and, water failing for the cool 
jacket, five of them jammed and went out of action. The 7- 
pounder was fired until only half an hour’s ammunition was 
left to fire with. One last rush was made, and failed; and 
then the Staats Artillery came up on the left flank, and the 
game was up.’ 

Jameson hoisted a white flag and surrendered. 

There is a story, which may not be true, about an ignorant 
Boer farmer there who thought that this white flag was the 
national flag of England. He had been at Bronkhorst, and 
Lalng’s Nek, and Ingogo and Amajuba, and supposed that the 
.English did not run up their flag excepting at the end of a 
Jjght. 

./ The following is (as I understand it,) Mr. Garrett’s estimate 
of Jameson’s total loss in killed and wounded for the two 
days: 

* When they gave in they were minus some 20 per cent, of 
combatants. There were 76 casualties. There were 30 men 
hurt or sick in the waggons. There were 37 killed on the spot 
ot mortally wounded.’ 

, . Total, 133, out of the original 530. It is just 25 per cent.* 


*IIowever, I judge that the total was re.ally 150} for the number of 
.vended carried to Krugersdorp hospital was 53; not 30, as Mr, Garrett 
l^e^rtS St. The lady whose guc&t I was in Krugersdorp gave me the 
J^tes. She was head nurse from the beginning of hostilities (January i) 
vthe professional nurses arrived, Jaruary 8. Of the S3, ‘ Three Ar 
' W^ Bqers ’; I quote her words. 



1^ Icing’s Nel^ Ingbgp and Amajitl^ '^ipr 

to Indicate that Bo^ marksmanship is not so go^ 
was in those days. But there is one detail in which thp^ 
episode exactly repeats history. By surrender, at Bronlik' 
the whole British force disappeared from the theatre of 
this vras the case with Jameson's force. 

In the Boer loss, also, historical precedent is followed 
sufficient fidelity. In the 4 battles named above, the Boer 
so far as known, was an average of 6 men per battle^ to thp; 
British average loss of 175. In Jameson’s battles, as per 
official report, the Boer loss in killed was 4. Two of these were 
killed by the Boers themselves, by accident, the other two bjr 
Jameson's army—one of them intentionally, the other a 
pathetic mischance. *A young Boer named Jacobs was 
moving forward to give a drink to one of the wounded troopers, 
(Jameson’s) after the first charge, when another wounded man,^(i 
mistaking his intention, shot him.’ There were three or four : 
wounded Boers in the Krugcrsdorp hospital, and apparently ho V 
others have, been reported. Mr. Garrett, * on a balance of pro¬ 
babilities, fully accepts the official version, and thanks Heaven'^ 
the kill was not larger.' ' ■.> 5' 

As a military man, I wish to point out what seems to me tO’^ 
be military errors in the conduct of the campaign which 
have just been considering. I have seen active service in the,^^ 
field, and it was in the actualities of war that I acquired my 1 
training and my tight to speak. I served two weeks in thC'j; 
beginning of our Civil War, and during all that time com^;J 
manded a battery of infantry composed of twelve mea:;^g 
General Grant knew the history of my campaign, for I told;^ 
him. I also told him the principle upon which I had cont:!l 
ducted it; which was, to tire the enemy. I tired out ahd 
qualified many battalions, yet never had a casualty myse^ **9*i|l 
lost a man. General Grant was not given to paying comjiiiitl 
ments, yet he said frankly that if I had conducted the w 6 ii ^4 
war much bloodshed would have been spared, and that '«Jhat | 
the army might have lost through the inspiring results, 
collision in the field would have been amply made up 
liberalising influences of travel. Further endorsement 
not seem to me to be necessary. 
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^^toxy, .^d W$at it,teaches., In 
L fought in iSSi and the two fought by Jameson, 
hilled, wounded and pnsoners, was substan- 
; the Boer loss, as far as is ascertainable, was 
ft SO men. These figures show that there was a defect 
i^where. It was not in the absence of courage., I think it 
:.5?^ , ® absence of discretion. The Briton should have done 
meting or the other : discarded British methods and fought 
t^e Boer with Boer methods, or augmented his own force until 
^nang British methods—it should be large enough to eoualise 
results with the Boer. 

r..,^„To retain the British,method requires certain things, deter- 
gmable by arithmetic. If, for argument’s sake, we allow tliat 
we aggregate of 1,716 British soldiers engaged in the four early 
tattles was opposed by the same aggregate of Boers, we have 
tins result: the British loss of 700 and the Boer loss of 23 
argues that in order to equalise results in future battles you 
must make the British force 30 times as strong as the Boer 
force. Mr. Garrett shows that the Boer force immediately 
opposed to Jameson was 2,000, and that there were 6,000 more 
m hand by the evening of the second day. Arithmetic shows 
in order to make himself the equal of the 8,000 Boers, 
l^meson should have had 240,000 men, whereas he merely had 
Jgb boys. From a military point of view, backed by the facts of 
sisto^, 1 conceive that Jameson’s military judgment was at fault. 

Another thing. Jameson was encumbered by artillerj*', 
uranunition, and rifles. The facts of the battle show that he 
illpuld have had none of those things along. They were heavy, 
bey. were in his way, they impeded his march. There was 
lOthmg to shoot at but rocks—he knew quite well that there 
be nothing to shoot at but rocks—and he knew that 
j|^ery and rifles have no effect upon rocks. He was badly 
Iverioj^ed with unessentials. He had eight Maxims—a Maxim 
* a .kind of Gatling, I believe, and shoots about 500 bullets 
•er minute j he had one 12 ^-pounder cannon, and two 
-poi^dm; also, 145,000 rounds of ammunition. He worked 
tttt Maxims so hard upon the rocks that five of them became 
i^bled—five of the Maxims, not the rocks. It is believed 
^upwards of 100,000 rounds of ammunition of the various / 

twenty-one hours that the battles 
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it ■stats a pity to bring those futile Maxinw 
should have furnished himself with a battery of 
' ‘ Wilson's Maxims instead. They are much more 
those others, and they are easily carried, because they 
weight. . ' ' 

Mr. Garrett—not very carefully concealing a smile— 
the presence of those Maxims by saying that they were of Ve:^^ 
substantial use because their sputtering disordered the aim 
the Boers, and in that way saved lives. . 

Three cannons, eight Maxims and 500 rifles yielde^' l^*.; 
result which emphasised a fact which had already be^^ 
established—that the British system of standing out in the 
to fight Boers who arc behind rocks is not wise, not excSidSile, \ 
and ought to be abandoned for something more efficacious,'^ 
For the purpose of war is to kill, not merely to waste rranih-' 
nition. 


If I could get tlic management of one of those carapaign$,: 
I would know what to do, for I have studied the Boer. Hd 
values the Bible above every other thing. The most delicious; 
edible in South Africa is ‘ biltong/ You will have seen 1 ^^ 
mentioned in Olive Schreiner’s books. It is what our plainsineti; 
call ‘jerked beef.’ It is the Boer’s main stand-by. He hais 
passion for it, and he is right , , ; 

If I had the command of the campaign I would go with, 
rifles only, no cumbersome Maxims and cannons to spoil gQOi|;' 
rocks with. I would move surreptitiously by night to a poipt' 
about a quarter of a mile from the Boer camp, and there T; 
would build up a pyramid of biltong and Bibles fifty feet hig!^: 
and then conceal my men all about In the morning 
Boers would send spies, and then the rest would come widi%v 
rush, I would surround them, and they would have to 
my men on equal terms, in the open. There wouldn’t be 
Amajuba results.^ ', 


' Just as I am fmishir.g this book an unfortunate dispute has sprung 
between Dr. Jameson and his officers, on the one hand, and 
Rhodes on the other, concerning the wording of a note which 
Rhodes sent from Johannesburg by a cyclist to Jameson just 
hostilities began on the memorable New Year’s Day, 
fragments of this note were found on the battle-field after the' 
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CHAPTER LXXl 

can ever have as many virtues os the fountain pen» or half 
but we can \xy,’~~Pudd*nkcad Wilson*s New Calendar. 

Duke of Fife has borne testimony that Mr. Rhodes 
^'ifle^eived him. That is also what Mr. Rhodes did with the 
^.Reformers. He got them into trouble, and then stayed out 
,<iimfelf. A judicious man. He has always been that. As to 
1 this there was a moment of doubt, once. It was when he was 
t^biit on his last pirating expedition in the Matabele country. 
The cable shouted out that he had gone unarmed to visit a 
party of hostile chiefs. It was true, too; and this dare-devil 
'\thing came near fetching another indiscretion out of the poet- 
liiureate. It would have been too bad, for when the facts were 
ajl in, it turned out that there was a lady along, too,*and she 
' ji^o was unarmed. 

In the opinion of many people Mr. Rhodes is South Africa; 
(Others think he is only a large part of it. These latter consider 
^’fhat South Africa consists of Table Mountain, the diamond 
; mines, the Johannesburg goldfields, and Cecil Rhodes. The 

i'these have been pieced together; the dispute is as to what words the 
^iJacking fragments contained, Jameson says the note promised him a 
‘ reii^rcement of 300 men from Johannesburg. Colonel Rliodes denies 
' ibis, and says he merely promised to send out * some ’men * to meet you.* 
'• ,It seems a pity that these friends should fall out over so little a tiling. 
/Vthe 300 had been sent, what good would it have done? In 21 hours of 
lliduslrious fighting, Jameson’s 530 men, with 8 Maxims, 3 cannons, and 
rounds of ammunition, killed an a^regate of one Bucr. These 
. show that a reinforcement of 300 Johannesburgers, armed merely 

JUuskets, would have killed at the outside, only a little over a half of 
:^'«bpifber Boer, This would not have saved the day. It would not even 
"Seriously affected the general result. The figures show clearly, and 
'luathematical violence, that the only way to save Jameson, or even 
him U fair and equal chance with the enemy, was for Johannesburg to 
'him ^40 Maxims, 90 cannon, 600 carloads of ammunition, and 
..'jl^OOjpmen. Johannesburg was not in a position to do this. Johannesburg 
called very hard names for not reinforcing Jameson. But in 
,^jev^ Jhstance this has been done by two classes of persons—people who 
idq iuM tread history, and people like Jameson who do not understand what 
th^ have read it, 

. ' ^ 
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'^;^ga^#r:^''w^tferfur ia ‘e^,W-'f 
f years tlie^ built up, in a desett, a iiity of a 
^’ jnlmbitants, counting white and black togeth^i 
[ ’ Ordinary mining city of wooden shanties, but a city 
' of Iflgj^ing materials. Nowhere in the world is there 
, jQOncentration of rich mines as at J ohannesbuig. Mr. BoiigiKw|S 
my manager there, gave me a small gold brick with s^iS^ 
statistics engraved upon it, which record the output of gdla^ 
from the early days to July 1895, and exhibit the strides 
have been made in the development of the industry: in'iSfp*^ 
the output was 162,440; the output of the next five arid 
half years was (total) ^17,585,894; for the single year end^^ 
with June 1895, it was ;$? 4 S. 553 > 7 oo- . *^1 

The capital which has developed the mines came wom^'^ 
England, the mining engineers from America. This is the? 
case with the diamond mines also. South Africa seems to be 
the heaven of the American scientific mining engineer. Me , 
gets the choicest places, and keeps them. His salary is tiot 
based upon what he would get in America, but apparently!' 
upon what a whole family of him would get there. 

The successful mines pay great dividends, yet the rode is^^^ 
not rich, from a Californian point of view. Rock which yidds X 
ten or twelve dollars a ton is considered plenty rich enou^ 


It is troubled with base metals to such a degree that twer^ ^ 
years ago it would have been only about half as valuable as 
is now; for at that time there was no paying way of getting 5 
anything out of such rock but the coarser-grained 'free' gold j'. 
but the new cyanide process has changed all that, and thegpld^.,vi. 
fields of the world now deliver up fifty million dollars’ worth pifv! 
gold per year which would have gone into the tailing-pUe um^ 
the former conditions. 


The cyanide process was new to me, and full of inteiest[i^f[ 
And among the costly and elaborate mining machinery tbeafAl 
were fine things which were new to me, but I was already/ 
familiar with the rest of the details of the gold mining indut^ty* ^ 
I had been a gold miner myself, in my day, and knew 
stantially everything that those people knew about it 
how to make money at it. But 1 learned a good de$lA|^^';| 
‘the Boers there, and that was a fresh subject. What 
there, was afterwards repeated to me in other parts 
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the Boer: 

is deeply reli^'ous; profoundly ignorant j dull, obstinate, 
uncleanly in his habits; hospitable,* honest in his 
‘^;^^ihgs with the whites, a hard master to his black servant; 

^ gpod shot, good horseman, addicted to the chase^ a 
|;4oyer of political independence, a good husband and father; 
4not fond of herding together in towns, but liking the seclusion \ 
f,v>hd remoteness and solitude and empty vastness and silence" 
s of the velt; a man of a mighty appetite, and not delicate about 
what he appeases it with—well satisfied with pork, and Indian. 

. corn and biltong, requiring only that the quantity shall not be 
^ Stinted; willing to ride a long journey to take a hand in a 
'i^e all-night dance interspaced with vigorous feeding and 
; boisterous jollity, but ready to ride twice as far for a prayer 
'minting; proud of his Dutch and Huguenot origin and its 
'^ religious and military history; proud of his race’s achievements 
in South Africa—^its bold plunges into hostile and uncharted 
deserts in search of free solitudes unvexed by the pestering 
and detested English, also its victories over the natives and 
\ British; proudest of all, of the direct and efiusive personal 
^’‘ interest which the Deity has always taken in its affairs. He 
« cannot read, he cannot write; he has one or two newspapers, 

■ but he is apparently not aware of it; until latterly he had no 
* ^drools, and taught his children nothing; news is a term which 

has no meaning to him, and the thing itself he cares nothing 
>*bout He hates to be taxed, and resents it. He has stood 
still in South Africa for two centuries and a half, and 

■ would like to stand still till the end of time, for he has no sym- 
r..]^thy with Uitlander notions of progress. He is hungry to be 
v'Jiphffor he is human; but his preference has been for riches in 
>^cattlef not in fine clothes and fine houses and gold and 
^■diamonds. The gold and the diamonds have brought the 
J^^bdless stranger within his gates, also contamination and .. 

repose, and he wishes that they had never been dis- 

think that the bulk of those details can be found in Olive 
books; and she would not be accused of sketching 
^I^ Bbef’s portrait with an unfair hand. • 

If would you expect from that unpromising material? . 





,,1^;^r]pQgnt you to ,espect ^from.it ?, .La’sirs ^tnaucai#;|p^M 
Yes'.'' Laws denying repi:esentation ai^‘'dle"8ul^^^^ 
to,^e intruder? Yes. I^aws unfriendly to educa^ot^lS^® 
tuitions? Yes. Laws obstructive of gold production 
Discouragement of railway expansion? Yes. Laws 
;. taxing the intruder and overlooking the Boer ? Yes. . \ ,4| 

The Uitlander seems to have expected something: v^^ 
different from all that. I do not know why. Nothing differ^^; 
from it was rationally to be expected, A round man cannotj 
be expected to fit a square hole right away. He must have^ 
time to modify his shape. The modification had begun, jn 
detail or two, before the Raid, and was making some progress!:^ 
It has made further progress since. There are wise menji»fi,thdt 
Boer Government, and that accounts for the modification ; the/, 
modification of the Boer mass has probably not begun yet,- 
If the heads of the Boer Government had not been wise men 
they would have hanged Jameson, and thus turned a v^ , 
commonplace pirate into a holy martyr. But even theif;'; 
wisdom has its limits, and they will hang Mr. Rhodes if they 
ever catch him. That will round him and complete him, and., 
make him a saint. He has already been called by all other > 
titles that symbolise human grandeur, and he ought to rise jtu;' 
this one, the grandest of all. It will be a dizzy jump from; 
where he is now, but that is nothing, it will land him in good 
company and be a pleasant change for him. - , ;X, 

Some of the things demanded by the Johannesburgm^z 
manifesto have been conceded since the days of the Raid, and I 
the others will follow in time, no doubt. It was most fortunatO^- 
for the miners of Johannesburg that the taxes which distreskfjd I 
them so much were levied by the Boer Government, instead-ql/l 
by their friend Rhodes and his Chartered Company of higifi'^ 
W'aymen, for these latter take Aa// of whatever their mihii^l'' 
victims find, they do not stop at a mere percentage. If 
Johannesburg miners were under their jurisdiction they wou^‘1 
be in the poorhouse in twelve months. -! - ^ 

I have been under the impression, all along, that I had.,4fe| 
unpleasant paragraph about the Boers somewhere in my 
book, and also a pleasant one. 1 have found them, now. 
unpleasant one is dated at an interior village, and says 

*Mr. Z, called. He is an English Afrikander, is auj^^^ 




ii(^ blismess $s wim we J^o^ He* 

|i:£d that the ancient Bo^ families in the great region of 
tins village is the commercial centre are falling victims 
their inherited indolence and dulness in the materhdistic 
j'ji^^-day race and struggle, and are dropping one by one into 
:’tihe grip of the usurer—getting hopelessly in debt—and are 
JpSing their high-place arid retiring to second and lower. The 
.iBoer’s farm does not go to another Boer when he loses it, btit 
Jtb a foreigner. Some have fallen so low that they sell thdr 
.^ughters to the blacks.’ 

C Under date of another South African to^n 1 find the note 
which is creditable to the Boers ; 

♦ Dr. X. told me that in the Kafir war 1,500 Kafirs took 
, reifuge in a great cave in the mountains about 90 miles north 
of Johannesburg, and the Boers blocked up the entrance and 
smoked them to death. Dr. X. has been in ‘ there and se^n 
the great array of bleached skeletons—one a woman with the 
' skeleton of a child hugged to her breast.* 

The great bulk of the savages must go. The white man 
wants their lands, and all must go excepting such percentage 
; of them as he will need to do his work for him upon terms to 
be determined by himself Since history has removed the 
element of guesswork from this matter and made it certainty, 
the humanest way of diminishing the black population should 
- be adopted, not the old cruel ways of the past. Mr. Rhodes 
.arid his gang have been following the old ways. They are 
riiartered to rob and slay, and they lawfully do it, but not in a 
compassionate and Christian spirit. They rob the Mashonas 
and the Matabcles of a portion of their territories in the 
hallowed old style of * purchase * for a song, then they force a 
quarrel and take the rest by the strong hand. They rob the 
J^jabtives of their cattle under the pretext that all the cattle in 
iitijc country belonged to the king whom they have tricked and 
assassinated. They issue * regulations * requiring the incensed 
; ap^ harassed natives to work for the white settlers, and neglect 
findir own affairs to do it. This is slavery, and is several times 
Zviwse than was the American slavery which used to pain 
^to much; for when this Rhodesian slave is siejq 



^a^er is uhdfer' no ^ _ 

^ ^hb tediiction of the population by Rhbdei^ah^e 
r tbe'desired limit is a return to the old-time 
!lfingering-death system of a discredited time and a ' 
if ^ civilisation.’ We humanely reduce an overplus of do|s ‘ 

. swift chloroform j the Boer humanely reduces an overpltis^^: 
blacks by swift suffocation; the nameless but right-heaftej 
Australian pioneer humanely reduced his overplus ofaborigmM| 
neighbours by a sweetened swift death conceded in a poisonejd^ 
pudding. All these are admirable, and worthy of praise; yoft 
and I would rather suffer either of these deaths thirty tim^, 
over in thirty successive days than linger out one of thb;]^ 
Rhodesian twenty-year deaths, with its daily burden of 
humiliation, and forced labour-'for a man whose entire rk'ce%©| 
victim hates. Rhodesia is a happy name for that land 
piracy and pillage, and puts the right stain upon it. '? ' 

’ Several long journeys gave us experience of the Cape Colohy-v' 
railways : easy-riding ffne cars; all the conveniences; thoroughly 
cleanliness; comfortable beds furnished for the night trairte* 

It was in the first days of June, and winter ; the day-time wasi'^-^ 
pleasant, the night-time nice and cold. Spinning along all day/, 
in the cars it was ecstasy to breathe the bracing air and gaze^ 
out over the vast brown solitudes of the velvet plains, soft and '' 
lovely near by, still softer and lovelier further away, softest and ^ 
loveliest of all in the remote distances, where dim island-hills f 
seemed affoat, as in a sea—a sea made of dream-stuff and 
flushed with colours faint and rich; and dear me, the depth of - 
the sky, and tlie beauty of the strange new cloud-forms, and i 
the glory of the sunshine, the lavishness, the wastefulness 
of it 1 

The vigour and freshness and inspiration of the air and the' 
sun—well, it was all just as Olive Schreiner had made it in hOT 
books. ' 

To me the velt, *n its sober winter garb, was surpassih'^j^^ 
beautiful. There were unlevel stretches where it was 
and swelling, and rising and subsiding, and sweeping superl^f 
on and on and still on and on like an ocean, toward die 
away horizon, its pale brown deepening by delicately graduatedll 
shades to rich orange, and finally to purple and crims!(^ whf^ 
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ere, , from Cape Town to Kimberley, and from 
iafr^rley to Tort Elizabeth and East London, the towns were 
populated with tamed blacks; tamed and Christianised too, 

! suppose, for they wore the dowdy clothes of our Christian 
^iJvili^tion, But for that, many of them would have been. 
Sijemarkably handsome. These fiendish clothes, together with 
proper lounging gait, good-natured face, happy air, and 
f(jjeasy laugh, made them precise counterparts of our American 
; often where all the other aspects were strikingly and ^ 
%liarinoniously and thrillingly African, a flock of these natives 
^;wouid intrude, looking wholly out of place, and spoil it all, 
^'i^king the thing a grating discord, half African and half 
"' Aifierican. 








One Sunday in King William's Town a score of coloured 
fi , women came mincing across the great barren square dressed— 
"^.^.oh, in the last perfection of fashion, and newness, and expen- 
ij'/siveness, and showy mixture of unrelated colours—all just as I 
'had seen it so often at home •, and in their faces and their gait 
;ftlvas that languishing, aristocratic, divine delight in their finery 
;,Ji»hich was so familiar to me, and had always been such a satis- 
J>';fection to my eye and my heart. I seemed among old, old 
f.f^friends; friends of fifty years j and I stopped and cordially 
greeted them. They broke into a good-fellowship laugh, flash- 
j mg their white teeth upon me, and all answered at once. I 
'*did not understand a word they said. 1 was astonished ; I was 
nofdreaming that they would answer in anything but American. 

' The voices, too, of the African women, were familiar to me 
sWeet and musical, just like those of the slave women of my 
.^ly days. I followed a couple of them all over the Orange 
State—-no, over its capital—Bloemfontein, to hear their 
K|i^d voices and the happy ripple of their laughter. Their 
II^Aj^ge was a large improvement upon American. Also upon 
iulu. It had no Zulu clicks in it; and it seemed to have 
or comers, no roughness, no vile s*s or other hissing 
^^ds, but was very, very mellow and rounded and flowing. 

moving about the country in the trains, I had oppor- 
to see a good many Boers of the velt. One day at a* 
citation a hundred of them got out of the third-class 
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':Tj[iefr''doth^ 

Jf-fil^i^s, and for miracles of nglycbld?irs ^ 

'>f»s^ciited, tiiey were a record. The effect was li 
; ' and interesting as that produced by the bxilli^t b^j 
dothes and perfect taste always on view at the Indian 
stations. Oneman had corduroy trousers of a faded chewin^-^ . 
tint And they were new—showbg that this tint did not con^ 

, calamity, but was mtentional; the very ugliest colour 11:^1^ 
ever seen. A gaunt, shackly country lout six feet 
battered gray slouched hat with wide brim, and old res^'t 
coloured breeches, had on a hideous brand-new woollen coa)^^ 
which was imitation tiger skin—wavy broad stripes of da 2 ?|iiijg^; 
yellow and deep brown. I thought he ought to be hahge^^l 
and asked the station master if it could be arranged. 
no; and not only that, but said it rudely; said it with a 
unnecessary show of feeling. Then he muttered somethiii%\ 
about my being a jackass, and walked away and pointed „mo’ 
out to people, and did everything he could to turn pu^b; 
sentiment against me. It is what one gets for trying to do goodi ■ 
In the train that day a passenger told me some more about" 
Boer life out in the lonely velt. He said the Boer gets OP? 
early and sets his * niggers ’ at their tasks (pasturing the cattle , 
and watching them); eats, smokes, drowses, sleeps; toward; 
evening superintends the milking, etc. ; eats, smokes, drowses 7; 
goes to bed at early candle-light in the fragrant clothes he (and> 
she) have vrorn all day and every week-day for years. I ter' 
member that last detail, in Olive Schreiner's ‘Story of an* 
African Farm.’ And the passenger told me that the Boers 
were justly noted for their hospitality. He told me a story 
about it. He said that his grace the Bishop of a certain 
was once making a business-progress through the tavenal^f 
velt, and one night he stopped with a Boer; after supper, w^i 
shown to bed; he undressed, weary and worn out, and wa,j|^ 
soon sound asleep ; in the night he woke up feeling crowd^. 
and suffocated, and found the old Boer and his fat wife In ']30 
with him, one on e?ch side, with all their clothes on, ;;!^ 
snoring. He had to stay there and stand it—awalj»,.Aiy| 
suffering—^until toward dawn, when sleep again fell upOh* ^ 
%for an hour. Then he woke again. The Boer was 
the wife was still at his side. 
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liq j^amped quartets and t^QUS.houxSi and vrtaaj" 
I, .'and <Sarly to bed, and limited movement^ and arbitr^ 
InKtatTng rules, and the absence of the iujniries which 
t W^thiicomforts the day and the night with. The confinement 
dpqn. their bodies and their spirits] still, they were 
1 superior men, and they made the best that was to be made of, 
dicumstances. Their wives smuggled delicacies to them 
. which helped to smooth the way down for the prison fare. 

In the train Mr. B. told me that the Boer gaol-guards 
’/treated the black prisoners—even political ones—mercilessly. 

' An African chief and his following had been kept there nine 
months without trial, and during all that time they had been 
Without shelter from rain and sun. He said that one day the 
. guards put a big black in the stocks for dashing his soup on 
the ground; they stretched his legs painfully wide apart, and 
. set him with his back down hill ] he could not endure it, and 
put back his hands upon the slope for a support. The guard 
Otdered him to withdraw the support—and kicked him in the 
back. * Then,’ said Mr. B., ‘ the powerful black wrenched the 
stocks asunder and went for the guard ] a Reform prisoner 
pulled him off, and thrashed the guard himself.’ 


CHAPTER LXXII 

The very ink with which all history is written is merely fluid prejudice. 

Pudd'nhead Wilson's New Calendar. 

There isn’t a Parallel of Latitude but thinks it would have been the 
.Eqijiiltor if it had had its zi^Xs.—Pudd'nhead Wilson's Naio Calendar. 

Kext to Mr. Rhodes, to me the most interesting convulsion of 
'^ture in South Africa was the diamond-crater. The Rand 
j^ld-fields are a stupendous marvel, and they make all other 
'gold-fields small, but I was not a stranger to gold-mining; the 
was a noble thing to see, but it was only another and 
Jlpyelier variety of our Great Plains ; the natives were very far 
jlfidiltt being uninteresting, but they were not new ; and as for 
-thq tO]»ms, I could find my way without a guide through the 
' post of them, because I have learned the streets, under 
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^ towtis just Ek^^ diem m 

4-;4i&oM’miiie was,a wholly’fre^E thing, a splih'l^;^ 
\ h^ novelty. Very few people in the world iiaV|3 
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diamond in its home. It has but three or four hoitn^ 

.rworld, whereas gold has a million. It is worthwhile to 
.' around the globe to see anything which can truthfully be 0 a}|^» 
\Sl, novelty, and the diamond mine is the greatest and JhoS 
select and restricted novelty which the globe has in stock. ; 

The Kimberley diamond deposits were discovered aboiifi| 
1869 ,1 think. When everything is taken into considerate^ | 
the wonder is tliat they were not discovered five thousand year^ 
ago and made familiar to the African world for the rest of tiin^^> 
For this reason: the first diamonds were found on the j 5 Uj^ae;r 
of the ground. They were smooth and limpid, and. m^the ^’5 
sunlight they vomited fire. They were the very things whidh^^ 
an African savage of any era would value above every otfier^k^^ 
thing in the world excepting a glass bead. For two or th^e 
centuries we have been buying his lands, his cattle, his neigh-^’^ 
hour, and any other thing he had for sale, for glass beads^jSl 
and so it is strange that he was indifferent to the diamonds—for},' 
he must have picked them up many and many a time. i|';, 
would not occur to him to try to sell them to whites, of coursei^ 
since the whites already had plenty of glass beads, and mofi^'} 
fashionably shaped, too, than these; but one would think that ' 


the poorer sort of black, who could not afford real glass, wipuid 
have been humbly content to decorate himself with theimitati^, ' - 
and that presently the white trader would notice the thin^, 1 
and dimly suspect, and carry some of them home, and find out 
what they were, and at once empty a multitude of fortune- ' 
hunters into Africa. There are many strange things in huma|i \ 
history; and surely one of the strangest is that the diamond^! 
were allowed to lie sparkling there so many ages without 
ing any one’s interest. 

The revelation came at last by accident. In a Boer’s 
out in the wide solitude of the plains, a travelling stjrangfsitf 
noticed a child playing with a bright object, and was tolil 
it was a piece of glass which had been found in the velt.' 
stranger bought it for a trifle and carried it away'; and 
without honour, made another stranger believe it 
mond, and so got $125 out of him for it, and was as pl^as^*}' 





\ bkd A ii^tea^&|mQg,‘ jn Pans th«i % 
;'^ii^ sold it to a pawnshop ^ ^Jic^poo, the pawn- r, 
a eountess for ^gdyooo, the countess sold it to 
for 4(800,000, the brewer traded it to a king for a 
^ and a pedigree, and the king *put it up the spout 
these particulars to be correct, 
le news dew around, and the South African diamond- 
began. The original traveller—the dishonest one—now 
f^j^embered that he had once seen a Boer teamster chocking 




waggon-wheel on a steep grade with a diamond as large as 
^otball, and he laid aside his occupations and started out to 
jphunt for it, but not with the intention of cheating anybody out 
with it, for he had reformed. 

,We now come to matters more didactic. Diamonds are 
’ jfliot imbedded in rock-ledges fifty miles long, like the Johannes- 
X. burg gold, but are distributed through the rubbish of a filled- 
, :Up well, so to speak. The well is rich, its walls are sharply 
■ 4 ^ued; outside of the walls are no diamonds. The well is a 
crater, and a large one. Before it has been meddled with, its 
. surface is even with the level plain, is carpeted with grass, like 
the rest of the plain, and there is no sign to suggest that it is 
. there. The pasturage covering the surface of the Kimberley 
ci^tCT was sufficient for the support of a cow, and the pasturage 
V underneath was sufficient for the support of a kingdom; but 
the cow did not know it, and lost her chance. 

>.' The Kimberley crater is roomy enough to admit the Roman 
Coliseum; the bottom of the crater has not been reached, and 
no one can tell how far down in the bowels of the earth it 
,.goes. Originally it was a perpendicular hole packed solidly 
full of blue rock or cement ; and scattered through that blue 
ma^, like raisins in a pudding, were the diamonds. As deep 
V'^wn in the earth as the blue stuff extends, so deep will the 
I'^lp^’onds be found. 

There are three or four other celebrated craters near by— 
miles in diameter would enclose them all. They 
’.pwhed by the De Beers Company, a consolidation of 
properties arranged by Mr. Rho^s twelve or fourteen 


^ From the Greek 




meaning * pawned it’ 













'?;l^i©^.ssi'bat'Dfi Beesrs knows where they,^r 5 ^'«ilid^"|Bm-!^^|M 
?i'^3heM'Sdtne day, 'if the market'shotild require it' -' 

" > ; Originally the diamond deposits were the property' 

Orange Free State j but a judicious * rectification * 

* boundary line shifted them over into the British terrilx»iy' 
C!ipe Colony. A high official of the Free State told me 
^the sum of ;^4oo,ooo was handed to his commonwealth 
compromise, or indemnity, or something of the sort, and thajj"^ 
he thought his commonwealth did wisely to take the mone^‘^^ 
and keep out of a dispute, since the power was all on the ohe; ;^ 
side and the weakness all on the other. The De Beers Conifi* 
pany dig out ^400,000 worth of diamonds per week, now. . The¥ 
Cape got the territory, but no profit; for Mr. Rhodes atd^he":;! 
Rothschilds and the other De Beers people own the mines* 
and they pay no taxes. ’i’,' ' 

In our day the mines arc worked upon scientific principles, , 
under the guidance of the ablest mining-engineering talelt ^ 
procurable in America. There are elaborate works for‘ i 
reducing the blue rock and passing it through one process 
after another until every diamond it contains has been hunted '■ 
down and secured. I watched the ‘concentrators' at work— ' 
big tanks containing mud and water and invisible diamopds-^ 
and was told that each could stir and churn and properly treat 
300 carloads of mud per day—1,600 pounds to the carload—and 
reduce it to three carloads of slush. I saw the three carloads 


of slush taken to the ‘pulsators ’ and there reduced to a quarter 
of a load of nice clean dark-coloured sand. Then I followed 
it to the sorting-tables and saw the men ‘deftly and swiftly 
spread it out and brush it about and seize tlie diamonds, 
they showed up. I assisted, and once I found a diamond 
half as large as an almond. It is an exciting kind of fishing^!;; 
and you feel a fine thrill of pleasure every time you detect the 
glow of one of those limpid pebbles through the veil of 
sand. I would like to spend my Saturday holidays in j 
charming sport every now and then. Of course there' 
disappointments. Sometimes you find a diamond which 
a diamond; it is only a quartz crystal or some such wbrtbll^iv 
Jjiing. The expert can generally distinguish it froiu'! 
precious stone which it is counterfeiting j but if he is ui 4®^ 
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” holds its' own' j if it is anjfthing dse, it is re-' 
^ I liked that ej^erimeifit very much, and 

repetitions of it It was fuU of enjoyable 
^ijf^^ensions, unmarred by any personal sense of risk. 

De Beers concern treats 8,000 carloads—about 6,000 
hlue rock per day, and the result is three pounds of 
^^^lamonds. Value, uncut, $50,000 to ;$‘7o,ooo. After cutting, 
^^Jgh considerably less than a pound, but will be 
Worth four or five times as much as they w'ere before. 

»V , -All the plain around that region is spread over, a foot deep,’ 
™,;Wlth blue rock placed there by the company, and looks like a 
»" plowed field. Exposure for a length of time makes the rock 
easier to work than it is when it comes out of the mine. If 
,.y mining should cease, noiv, the supply of rock spread over these 
,:/< fields would furnish the usual 8,000 carloads per day to the 
, separating works during three years. The fields are fenced 
and watched, and at night they are under the constant inspec- 
tion^ of lofty electric searchlights. They contain fifty or sixty 
million dollars worth of diamonds, and there is an abundance 
of enterprising thieves around. 

In the dirt of the Kimberley streets there is much hidden 
, wealth. Some time ago the people were granted the privilege 
■ of a free wash-up. Ihcre was a general rush, the work was 
done with thoroughness, and a good harvest of diamonds was 
■gathered. 


The deep mining is done by natives. There are many 
hundreds of them. They live in quarters built around the 
-inside of a great compound. They are a jolly and good- 
natured lot, and accommodating. They performed a w^ar dance 
for us which w^as the wildest exhibition I liave ever seen, 
l^eyare not alloived outside of the compound during their 
,-tdttn of service—three months, I think it .is, as a rule. They 
'down the sliaft, stand their watch, come up again, arc 
,,p&^rchcd, and go to bed or to their amusements in the com- 
^-^Wd ; and this routine they repeat, day in and day out. 

■ V- ''Itis thought that they do not now steal many diamonds— 
SU^fisfuIly. They used to swallow them, and find other ways 
them, but the white man found ways of beatina 
tmix .mious games. One man cut his leg and shoved a 



a fine Urge diamond'they aT6 
'^^eport -it than to steal it, for in the former "case" 

"reward, and in the latter they are quite apt to 
^trouble. Some years ago, in a mine not owned by 
'Beers, a black found what has been claimed to be the 
diamond known to the world’s history; and as a rewaid hffi 
was released from service and given a blanket, a horse, 
five hundred dollars. It made him a Vanderbilt. He covijil^^ 
buy four wives, and have money left. Four wives are, 
ample support for a native. With four wives he is wh(^l^|^ 
independent, and need never do a stroke of work again. 

That great diamond weighs 971 carats. Some say it is as 
big as a piece of alum, others say it is as large as a bite o^^ock/,?^ 
candy, but the best authorities agree that it is almost exactly;''^v 
the size of a chunk of ice. But those details are not important ^ 
and in my opinion not trustworthy. It has a flaw in it, otharv^se 
it would be of incredible value. As it is, .it is held to be worth 
/?2,coo,ooo. After cutting, it ought to be worth from,’], 
^^[5,000,000 to ^8,000,000, therefore persons desiring to ^ve^'» 
money should buy it now. It is owned by a syndicate, and v' 
apparently there is no satisfactory market for it. It is earning 
nothing; it is eating its head oif. Up to this time it has made' 
nobody rich but the native who found it. 

He found it in a mine which was being worked by contract 
That is to say, a company had bought the privilege of taking„ 
from the mine 5,000,000 carloads of blue rock, for a sum down 
and a royalty. Their speculation had not paid; but on the very • 
day tliat their privilege ran out, that native found the ^[2,000,000 
diamond and handed it over to them. Even the diamond 


culture is not without its romantic episodes. 

The Koh-i-Noor is a large diamond, and valuable, bqt 
cannot compete in these matters with three which—accetdij^^^ j] 
to legend—are among the crown trinkets of Portugal' 
Russia. One of these is held to be worth ^2o,ooo,oppj|^.! 
another, ,^25,000,000 ; and the third, something, 
ifi8,ooo,ooc. , 

Those are truly wonderful diamonds, whether they ! 

jtiot j and yet they are of but little importance by comp^kiri ? 
with the one wherewith the Boer waggoner chocked hi^ InrhedF ^ 





y.as Bferetofore; 

ww the Boer do^ 

t' uMscient wnicn had occurred twehty-seven or tWenty- 

J assured ae 

t diamond’s value could have been over a billion 

^ believed him, because he had 

^OeVOted tWAntv-cAvAn i__ <■ •. . 
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__.^ •” - muj, uecause ne naa 

twtfity-seven years to hunting for it, and was in a 
^ijosition to know. 

interesting finish to an examination of the 
S labonous and costly processes whereby the dia- 

,? "f ‘•'s deeps of tbe earth and freed from 

■ ‘hem, is the visit to the De 

■.' •” of Kimberley, where the result of 

j J””®.’* h'ought every day, and wdghed, assorted, 
Ji^oed. and deposited in safes against shippirig^y. An un- 

“ accredited person cannot get 4o place; 

,. and It seemrf apparent from the generous supply of waning 

; ' tW “d prohibitory signs that were posted aU abou* 

■ Jhfl accredited can steal diamonds 

' tnere without inconvenience. 

dirt^nfr °“‘PO‘-ahining little nests of diamonds, 

* counter, each nest repoang 

' ^o*hc course of a year, half a ton of diamonds 

I“der the scdes there and sleep on that counter; the 
money is ^t8,ooo,ooo or ^l2o,ooo,ooo. Profit about 

IP12,000,000. 

*''® s°«“g—anice, clean, dainty, 
and protobly distresang employment. Every day ducal in- 
®^®a “ft and sparkle through the fingers of those young 

“ P°°‘ as they were whef 
dt^ *” morning. The same thing next day and 

beautifal things, those diamonds, in their native 
7®"°“ ®'“P'®' ‘h«y have fiat surfaces, 

dew-drop white to actual 
- b^ and their smooth and rounded surfaces and contours, 
^ety of OTlour, and transparent limpidity, make them looks 
, like piles of assorted candies. A very light straw colour is their 
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coin^ri®^* 5 eem^;to *j^e tfiat 
;betxi^re!'beaut;iful thaa any cut ones could bie,v}p| 

. collection of cut ones was brought out, I saw liy"; 

Kothingis so beautiful as a rose diamond with the hghtpi 
through it, except that uncostly thing which is just .Uke^lt^^ 

- wavy sea-water with the sunlight playing through it and strildf^l^ 
a white-sand bottom. 

Before the middle of July we reached Cape Town and 
end of our African journeying. And well satisfied; for 
ing above us was Table Mountain: a reminder that we, 
now seen each and all of the great features of South Afirij^Xl 
except Mr. Cecil Rhodes. I realise that that is a large exoeijr^ 
tion. I know" quite well that whether Mr. Rhodes is thejoftjr > 
and worshipful patriot and statesman that multitudes t)^eye|^' 
him to be, or Satan come again, as the rest of the world account;^, 
him, he is still the most imposing figure in the British Eni^er" 
outside of England. When he stands on the Cape of Good * 
Hope his shadow falls to the Zambesi. He is the only colonial 
in the British dominions whose goings add comings are ' 
chronicled and discussed under all the globe’s meridians, and! 
whose speeches, undipped, are cabled from the ends of thd 
earth; and he is the only unroyal outsidSf whose arrival in ^ 
London can compete for attention with an eclipse. 

That he is an extraordinary man, and not an accident , of 
fortune, not even his dearest South African enemies were 
willing to deny, so far as I heard them testify. The whole 
South African world seemed to stand in a kind of shuddering 
awe of him; friend and enemy alike. It was as if he were 
deputy-God on the one side, deputy-Satan on the other, pro¬ 
prietor of the people, able to make them or ruin them by/his 
breath, worshipped by many, hated by many, but blasphemed 
by none among the judicious, and even by the indiscrekJnj 
guarded whispers only. ; 

What is the secret of his formidable supremacy? 
it is his prodigious wedth—whose drippings in salaries 
other ways support multitudes and make them his 
and loyal vassals; another says it is his personal magmi^ti^ 
and his persuasive tongue, and that these hypnotise an 4 ; 13 am 
'•happy slaves of all that drift within the circle of their mflu^ce; 
another says it is his majestic ideas, his vast schemes Ibf Ihe 






spr^d het biehieii^fc' her just' 

pagan wastes of Ahica and m^Ee luminous the 
darkness with the glory of her name; and another says 


^;he^ ^nta, the earth and wants it for his owr^ and that the 
that he will get it and let his friends in on the ground 
i^iroOr is the secret that rivets so many eyes upon him and keeps 
V in the zenith where the view is imobstructed. 

One may take his choice. They are all the same price.. 
' pne fact is sure; he keeps his prominence and a vast following, 

^ -no matter what he does. He * deceives ’ the ibuke of Fife—it 


■ 4 s the Duke’s word—but that does not destroy the Duke’s 
,^loyalty to him. He tricks the Reformers into immense 
l^quble, with his Raid, but the most of them believe he meant 
'Well. He weeps over the harshly-taxed Johannesburgers and 
makes them hLs friends; at the same time he taxes his Charter- 


Mttlersf 50 per cent., and so wins their affection and their con¬ 
fidence, that they are squelched with despair at every rumour 
’ that the Charter is to be annulled. He raids and robs and slays 
, and enslaves the Matabele and gets worlds of Charter-Christian 
ap{dkuse for it He has beguiled England into buying Charter 
wasterpaper for Bank of England notes, ton for ton, and the 
ravished still burn incense to him as the Eventual God of Plenty. 
He has done everything he could think of to pull himself down 
to the ground; he has done more than enough to pull sixteen 
; common-run great men down ; yet there he stands, to this day, 
upon his dizzy surhmit under the dome of the sky, an apparent 
-periianency, the marvel of the time, the mystery of the age, 
an Archangel with wings, to half the world, Satan with a tail'to 


the other half. 


I admire him, I frankly confess it; and when his time 
I shall buy a piece of the rope for a keepsake. 



CONCLUSION 


'7i 




I have travelled more than anyone else, and I have noticed thatT,ervii^' 
the angels speak English with an accent.— Pudd'nJuad lVilsan*f 
Caleftdar, 

, j «>v' ’4 

I SAW Table Rock, anyway—a majestic pile. It is 3,6jf>b/ 
feet high. It is*also 17,000 feet high. These figures mafbe/^ 
relied upon. I got them in Cape Town from the two 
informed citizens, men who had made Table Rock the jtudy ’ 
of their lives. And I saw Table Bay; so named for its level*., 
ness. I saw the Castle—built by the Dutch East iMik;'” 
Company three hundred years ago—where the Commanding,'. 
General lives ; I saw St. Simon’s Bay, where the Admiral lives. 

I saw the Government; also the Parliament, where they,, 
quarrelled in two languages when I was there, and agreed in ‘ 
none. I saw the Club. I saw and explored the beautiful sea- “ 
girt drives that wind about the mountains and through the 
paradise where the villas are. Also I saw some of the fine old 
Dutch mansions, pleasant homes of the early times, pleasant, 
homes to-day, and enjoyed the privilege of their hospitalities. 

And just before I sailed I saw in one of them a quaint old 
picture which was a link in a curious romance—a picture of &\ 
pale, intellectual young man in a pink coat' with a high black 
collar. It was a portrait of Dr. James Barry, a military surgeon: 
who came out to the Cape fifty years ago with his regiment. 
He was a wQd young fellow, and was guilty of various Idndl of 
misbehaviour. He was several times reported to headquarters' 
in England, and it was in each case expected that orders woulid^; 
come out to deal with him promptly and severely, but for 
mysterious reason no orders of any kind ever came badc-^" 
nothing came but just an impressive silence. This made,hi]^^; 
an imposing and uncanny wonder to the town. ■ 

Next, he was promoted—away up. He was made 
Superintendent-General, and transferred to India. Pr^^tly^ 
he was back at the Cape again and at his escapades onCe T^qre.\ 
There were plenty of pretty girls, but none of the«> 









' hold of W h«art; evidently he 
man. And that was another marvel, 
IHizzIe, and made no end of perplex^ talk. Once he 
cahed in the night, on obstetric service, to do what he 
i^^inpold finr a woman who was believed to be dying. He was 
j^^i^pt and scientific, and saved both mother and child. There 
other instances of record which testify to his mastership of 
'' vhts profession; and many which testify to his love of it and 
fi/ijjia devotion to it Among other adventures of his was a duel 
of a desperate sort, fought with swords, at the Castle. He 
". filled his man. 

,, ,* The child heretofore mentioned as hamg been saved by 
Dr. Barry so long ago, was named for him, and sdll lives in 
.^jC^pe Town. He had Dr. Barry’s portrait painted, and gave it 
- to the^ gentleman in whose old Dutch house I saw it—the 
quaint figure in pink coat and high black collar. 

,, . The story seems to be arriving nowhere, But that is 
because I have not finished. Dr. Barry died in Cape Town 
\ thirty years ago. It was then discovered that he was a woman. 
The legend goes that inquiries—soon silenced—developed 
the feet that she was a daughter of a gtet English house, and 
that was why her Cape wildnesses brought no punishment and 
^ot no notice when reported to the Government at home. 

1 Her name was an alias. She had disgraced herself with her 
people; so she chose to change her name and her sex and take 
a new start in the world. 

We sailed on July 15 in the Norman^ a beautiful ship, 
perfectly appointed. The voyage to England occupied a short 
fortnight, without a stop except at Madeira. A good and rest¬ 
ful voyage for tired people, and there were several of us. I 
themed to have been lecturing a thousand years, though it was 
a twelvemonth, and a considerable number of the others 
Keformers v^ho were fagged out with their five months of 
' 4 kilifsion in the Pretoria prison. 

pur trip around the earth ended at the Southampton pier, 
had begun thirteen months before. It seemed a fine 
ifuid feige thing to have accomplished—^the circumnavigation of 
miis great globe in that little time, and I was privately proud of 
'it; <For a moment. Then came one of those vanity-snubbing 
astronomical Hepozts from the Observatory-people, whereby it 




in the temotenesses of spitce which was travelling^'ai^^ 
^jch would enable it to do all that I had done 
and a half. Human pride is not worth while; there is 
something lying in wait to take the wind out qf it. 


THE END 
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Crown Svo, >.lutli extra, iiiaiay Iilii ,(t itnl, 6J each , post 8vo, ptetute hoards, at each t 

clutli limp, .1,1 6 r each. 


*Antonlna. 

*BaBii. 

*Hlde and Beak. 

*The Woman In White. 
*Tbe Moonatona, 

*«an and Wife. 

After Dark. 

The Dead Secret. 

The Queen of Uearte. 
Mo Name. 


My Mleoellanlee. 
Armadale. 

Poor Mlsa Finch. 

Mlse or Mra.7 
The Maw Magdalen. 
The Frozen Deep. 

The Daw and the Dady. 
The Two Deetlnlea. 
The Haunted Hotel. 
The Fallen DoaVec. 


Jezebel’s Daughter. 
The Blaok Robe. 
Heart and Bolenoe* 

■ I Bay Mo.’ 

A RqSua’a Dtta. 

The Evil Ganlae. 
Little Movole. 

The Legaoy of Cain. 
Blind Love. 


Marked * art the NkW LiBRaky Lon UiN a/3.1 (rf , tnttreh t esei arid ban nd iri tiewrfjit. 


Pqpt’I AR EDinoNS. Medium 6d. cacIi, cloth, ir cirh 

The Woman In White. I The Moonstone. | Antonina. 


The Woman in White an J The Jduonetona m One Volume, ut.'liuiu Svo, cloth, at, 

Colman's (George) Humorous Works: ‘Broad Grins,'*My Night- 

|rOHM t'lid ‘hiipiTs,’ Ar With Kifo .and FrciUispiccc. ( town Rvci, cliiili extra, qr, 6 d, 

Colquhoun (M. J.).—Every Inch a^oldier._r»nst 8 vo, boards, 25. 

Colt-breaking, Hints on. By W. M Hutchison. Cr. Svo.cK, 31. fd. 
Convalescent Cookery. By CATiiKRiNHjiYAji. Cr, fevo,~ii. rcl.,’w. 6J. 
Conway (Monciire D.), Works by. 

Demonology and Davll-Lore. With IlhiMratiuns. Two VuK , demy Svo, clotli, sBr. 

ClOorge W aehi ngton’e Ruiee of Civil ity. 1 ta p 8 ro, Japawso n-lhmi, at 6 / _ 

Cook (Dutton), Novels by. ~ “ 

Po'it Sto. illuxtr.Lted boards, at. each, 

Leo._ ___I _Pa ul Foetar ’e Daught er. _ 

Cooper (EWard H.).—d^ffory Harniitom Cr. Svo, cloth, 316^. 
Cornwair.—Popular Romances of the West of England; or. The 

Drolls, Tr.idiiioiis, .lud Sii)ier<.tLtioiis of Old (.nitiwall Colleitrd by Kobkki Udni, F.K,S. With 
two hltel Plates by (.1 CK^KSIIank, Crown 8vo, doth, js. td. 

Cites (V. Cecil).—Two Girls on a Barg^ "With 44rilluS'rations by 

F. H roWNSl N^ Post 8vo, cloth, ri 6J _ 

Craddock (C. Egbert), Stories by. 

The Prophet of the Great Smoky Mountains, Post Bvo, illuxtiated boardi, at. 

Hi e Vani ehed Star. Crown Bvo, cloth extra, y. 6d _ 

'Cram (Ralph Adorns)y-oBio^k Spirlta and White. I’cap, sva 

cloth M, 




A 'CtiAfffr WiNikUS. iTjr St. Mwrtlit’t tlMcii tion^lda, _ 

—.- ■ .-. —.. ■ ' . ' “ 

CrdHln (tt N.). Books ky. > ^ / 

B^auuMiM i 0 t Okm OlA tera^o. WithsBlUuttnitloiist^ 9.1 .. Wood. CroimSTo, ckraPsfk pA 
Talacot tM OaUpk. CrownTtvo, doth. et, 

9 hm IfaMtviuiMt a Drama. Crown 8vo, ». 

Crim (Mott,).—Adventures of a Fiilr Rebel. Crown 8vo,,cloth 

extra, with a Frontl^iece by San. DbaRD, jr. 6 (/.; post 8vo, illostrated iHwnia. ar. 

Crockett (S. R.) and others.—Tales of Our Coast. By S. H. 

Crockett, Gilbert Parker. Harold Fredfric, ‘O.,’ and W Clark Kussell. With 
Illustrations by FRANK lIRANGWYN, Crown 6vo, doth. 3^. otr. 

Croker (Mrs. B. M.)* Novels by. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6 d, 

boards,_7L eaclu doth limp. sr. 6rf. csdi. 


Vretty yiai Maviue. 
A Bird of Paasatfa. 


VlUaSa Xalaa and Jontfla Tnidedraa. 


I, 


Diana Baratni^oii. 
Ppopep Pplda. 
edlai 


X Family lilkanaaa. 

_ I ‘To Law 

I Two BbtatapR. 1 Mr. Javvla. 


Marrlod or BlndlaT. 
Tha Baal Lady^Uda. 


Crown 8vo, doth extra, y M earh. . 

In the XinSdom of Korry. 
Intarforanca. I A Third Paraoa. 


Boyend Uia Palo. Crown Svo, buckiani, 6r. 

Hlaa Balmalna’a Paot. " 




Crown 8\o, buckram, gilt top, 6 j, 

Crulkshank’s Comic Almanack. Complete in Two Series: The 

First, from 1835 to 1841; the SECOND, from 1844 to i8«. 'A Gathcrluir of the Best Hu noiir of 
TKACKRKAY, ifOOO, MAYHFW, ALBLRT SMITH, A’BeCKETT, ROBERT BRODGH,'&C. With 
numerous Steel Engravings and Woodcuts by GEORGE CKUIKSHANK, HiNB. LaNDSLLS, &c. 
Two Vds., crown Bvo, doth gilt, jt. &#. each. 

SNm Lite of OooFfa craUcahanlr. By Blanchard Terkolo. With 84 Illustrations and a 
Bibliography. Crown Bvo, doth extra. 3J. Cd. 

ex., 8s.-6i. ea. 

ie Frontispiece and as Illustrations. 

Indian Plalna. Whh la illustrations. 

vwo sappy xoara m cayion. with 24 illustrations. 

Via Oemwalt to Byypt. With a Pliotogravure Frontispiece. Demy 8vo, doth, js. 6.-L 



Cussans (John E.).—A Handbook of Heraldry; with Instructions 

for Tracing rcdigrees and Deciphering Ancient MSS., &r. bourth Edition, revised, with 408 Woodcuts 
and a Coloured Plates. Crown Bvo . cloth extra, dr._ __ 

C3i>les (W.).—Hearts of Gold. Cr, Svo, cl., 3s. 6 d .; post Svo, bds,, 2s. 
Daudet (Alphonse).—The Evang:erist; or. Port Salvation. Crown 

8vo, doth cxtrii, sr. M,; post Bvo, illustrated boards, ar. 

Davenant (Francis, M. A.) .—Hints for Parents on the Choice of 

a PrufesslOD lor tlielr Sons when BtorUng la Iilfe Crown Svo, doth, ir bif 

Davidson (Hugh Coleman).—Mr. Sadler’s Daughters. With a 

Frontispiece by STA.\L RT Wood. Crown Bvo. cloth extra, 3f. 6rf. 

Davies (Dr. N. E. Yorke-), Works by. Cr. Svo, is. ea.; cl., is. 6 d, ea. 

On* Thonsud Medloal Maxlmi and Surdlaal Hints. 

Muruiy Hints I A Mother's Guide in Healtli and Disraie. 

Foods for tha Fat t A Treatise on Corpulency, and a Dietary for its Cure. 

jaids to Long Ufa. Crown 8vo, ar.; cloth limp, as (xi, 

Davies’ (Sir John) Complete Poetical Works. Collected and Edited, 

with Introduction and Notes, by Rev. A. B. GROSART, D.D. Two Vols, crown Svo, doth, y. 6 d. each. 

Dawson (Erasmus, M.B,).—The Fountain of Youth. Crown Svo, 

doth extra, with Two Illustrations by HUME NiSBET, gr. 6 d, j post Svo, illustrated boards, as. 

De Querln (Maurice), The Journal of. Edited by G. S. Trkbdtien, 

With a Mei^r by Sainth-BEOVE. Translatetl from the aoth French Edition by JESSIE P. FROTH* 
INGHAM. Fcap. gvo, half-hound, ai. 60. ___ 

De Maistre (Xavier).—A Journey Round my Room. Trandated 

by Sir HENRY ATTWELL. Post Svo, cloth limp, aj. 6 tf. _ 

De MiUe (James).—A Castle In Spain. Crown Svo, cloth extra, with 

,, a Frontlspfece, y. M .; post Bvo, Wustrated boanls, as. _ 

Deyriw (Th^: The BlneRlbbon of the ’Tnrf^ With Brief Accounts 

•c TUB OAKS, By LOUIS HbmbyCVRZON, Crown 8vo, doth limp, 84 . 6i<, 









CftATTO ft WINDUS, ill St, Maftln*# Lane. Lftn 4 oit« W^S. 


Derwent (Leith), Novels by, Cr. 8vo, cl., 3^. W. ea.; post 8vo,,2s. ea. 

One Lady ofWnara, , _ t Clree’e Lonege. _ ■ 

be^ar (T. R,).—A Ramble Round the Olobe. With 220 iuttstra* 

_ Hong, Crowt 6W>, cloth extra, M. ___________ _ _ _ _ 

Delimit fHarry.)<-'Throujj:h the Gold-Fields of Alaska to 

UnelBS Bt e alt a, Wit Ti Ma p a nd y full-iiag c Illustrati ons l>(ny Sw, clo th f vtr a, i6x ISA^/y, 

Dickens (Charles).—Sketches by Boz. Post 8vo, Ulust. boards, as. 


Aboat England with Diekena. By At fkuo Rimmek, With 57 tllustTritiunsby C. A. Vander* 
__ HOOF, Al t'KMi RiMM H R. wnd others. hf;tiaf<« 8 vo, cloth et tra, j s 611I. __ 

Dictionaries. 

The Readev’e Handbook of Alluelons. Sefereneee. Plot*, and Stories. By tlie Kof 

li. C. UKEWBK, T.L 17 With an tNCLlSIl Ulbl.IOi.KAPKV ‘ ronii 8v<), lIoHi c;xu.i, 74. 6>/. 
Authors and their Works, with tha Dates. 11 on :i Svu. doth liin|,, -u. 

A Dictionary of Ulraolee: lunlLitivo, KuaLsttc., and DoEuiatu. By tin: Kev, E. C. BRBWUtl, 
LI, C 7 . Crown 8vo, cloth, 3f. 6fif 

Familiar Short Saylntfs of fipeatMen. With Historical and llsphsiutor) Notes by Samuel 
A Hunt, A M. Crown Svo, tiolh cittr.i, 7c. e,/. 

The Sla^ Oletlonary 1 Etymological, Histoncal, and AnrrdotaL Crown Svo, cloth, <ir. Ad. 
Worde, Facte, and Phrases; A Dictionary of Cunoin. (Quaint, and Out-of'the-Way Matters. By 
_ FL l i: 7 hR ED WARO S. Crown 8vo, cloth estra, 6f f. _ 

Diderot.—The Paradox of Acting. Translated, with Notes, by 

_ WaiT f.r llERFtl-C roLLoCK. With Ti cfate by IJCNR^ iRv isc, Crown 8\o. parchment, 4;, 6if, 

Dobson (Austin), Works by. -- - -- 

Thomas Bewick and his Pupils. With 93 Illustrations R v<-tte Rvo, cloth, St. 

Four Frenchwomen. tth buur Portraits. Ciowii 8vo, ha(.krain, gilt top, 6 t 
E ldhteent h Ce n tur y Vl;{neti.es. In Tmc f i. Si kil?! crow n Hro . buck ram, St each . _ 

Dobson (W. T.).—Poetical Ingenuities and Eccentricities. Post 

Bvp, cloth h’lip, jj. 6if. _ _ 


Donovan (Dick), Detective Stories by. 

Tost fio. illu'’ ffd b<‘iid,, 2J eioh . cloth lin p, 2? 6 d, each. 


The Man-Hunter. | Wanted! 
Caught at Last. 

Tracked and Taken. 

Who Poisoned Hetty Duncan 7 
Suspicion Aroused. 


A DeteotlTs's Triumphs. 

In the Grip of the Law. 

From Information Received. 
Link by Link, 1 Dark Deeds. 
Riddles Read. 


wllSt- ..Wh. 

The Man from Manchester. \^ith 24 l!lii-.ir.iti>'<ns 

Tracked to Doom. v< r>> > 'il |i 1 p' liiuv.rjtiou. by Gordon Bkob n'f. 

The Mystery of Jamaica Terrace. 


The Chronicles of Michael Danevitch. of the Russian Secret Seevtoe. Crown 8vo, 

UOtll, JT filf ___ ___ _ 

Dowling (Richard).—Old Corcoran’s Money, Crown*8v6rcl., 31!^ 
Do yle (A. C onan).—The Fiiro of Glrdlestone. Cr. Svor^.Tyj. 
Dramatists, The Old. Cr. Svo, cl, ex , with Portraits, ss od. per Voir 

Ben Jonson’e Worke. With Note>., Critical and Explan.itorv, I'lid .1 Bioi'iaphical Memoir by 
Wtl I lAM-r.II 1 OKI! L'rhted |i} l-fliAlCj Cl'.\ININC.HAM Thii-e 
Chapman'a Works. 'Thn'cVol-. Vol l contains the Plavs romplrtP ; Vi.I II , Poems and Minor 
1 inntlatiun,, with an I’ss.iv by A C bwiNiiUKNE; Vol, Ill., Traiisl.itionsof the Iliad and Odyssey, 
Marlowe's Works. Edited, with Notes, by Colonel CUNKiKCtiuxi One \'oI • 

Massinger's Plays . Fro m Gh-fofh s 1 evt Edit ed by C nlu.ipl C~nN.\iNc,HA.M. OneVoL_ 

Duncan (Sara Jeannette: Mrs. Everard Cotes), Works by. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, jt. 6 d e?i-U, 

A Social Doparture. ^t'lth nr illustrations by F. H. 1 on N'^i n i> 

An American Girl in London. With 8o IllustratiLUis by f h Tuwn-shnd, 

The Simple Adventuree of a Memiahlb. With 37 iiiu>tiatton> by F. H Towns&ko. 

Crown 810, cloth extra,^ 6 J each, 

A Penghtcr of To-D ay. | Ve rnon'e Aunt. W ith 47 Illustrations by Hal Hurst. 

Dutt (Romesh C.).—England'and India: A Record of Progress 

I nriiijf (ini, Hutidri'l oarx C rown 8vo, lIoUi, sj. 

Dyer (^rl F.' T h iselton)1 he Fdlk^Lor^of ‘Plantsr Cr. Svdi'enres' 
Early English Poets. Edited, with Introductions ajid Annotations 

by Rev A. I! CROSart, D D. Crown 8vo. cloth boards, .v. 6dL per Volume. 

Fletcher’s iGUeal Complete Poems. One Vol. 

Davies' ISlr John) Complete Poetloal Works. Two Vo)$. 

Iferrlok’B iRobert) Complete Collected Poems. Three Vols. . 

BMney’s J^r PhlUpt Complete Poetical Works. Thr e e Vuls, • 

Ed^nmbe <Slr E. R. Rearce).—ZephyrusT' A Holiday in Brasif 

end oir die River TJate. 'WltbAtlUnstratiOT^. CkwU 6vo, elcth extra, |r. 





^MATTO & WINDUS, iii St. Martin's Uns, London, W.C, 


Edwardes (Mrs. Annie), Novels by. i 

Fust 8vo, lUuiitiated boanh, ss earh. • 

Arehio Iiovoll. I A Point of Honenr. 

Edwards (Ellezer).—Words, Facts, and Phrases: A Dictionary 

of Curlniic, (jUtHni, .inrt Out oftlii’ M'.iy Matirrs C lirnper rdilion. Ciuwii S^o. tlutli, v 6 if 

Edwards (M. Betham-), Novels by. 

Kitty. Post 8vo, board-,, Sf , cloili, 2J 61/ | Felicia. Fo^t 8vo, niustrated boards, at. 

E^rton (Rev. J. C., M.A.). — Sussex Folk and Sussex W'ays. 

With Inlrorliittiiiil t)y Rfv Dr U WACI', .iiid Vmir Illustrations Crown 8 a o, ilotli extra, ■;£__ 

Eggleston (Edward).—Roxy: A Novel^_Post Svo. illnst boards, 2.?. 

Englishman's House, The : A Practical Guide for Selecting or Biiilcl- 

<n|;dHou<« ByCJ KICIIAKUCON C olourtd 1 runtispioco and llliiqts f r 8 vn, rlo tli, at 6 if 

Ewald (Alex. Charles, F.S.A.), Works by. 

The Life and Times of Prince Charles Stuart, Count of AIb.iny (Thh Vopng FrftpX' 
IihR), With a Foitrait. f rown 8 to, cloth extra. ?» 6 ii 
Btorlea flrom tha State Papers. With Autotype Fronticpicce r rown 8vo, doth, 6r 

Eyes, Our: How to Preserve Them. By Jomn Brownincs. Cr 8%’o, is. 
Familiar Short Sayings of Great Men. By Samuel Arthur Bent, 

A M Fifth Editiuii, Kevi-icd riml I iiliiiKcd. ( rown Rvo, cloth extra, xr 6/ 

Faraday (Michael), Works by. Post 8vo, cloth extra, 4s (ul each. 

The Chemical History of a Candle: 1 cituresdeincitd bnfurc a Juvemln Audience, i-ditcd 
by Wit 1 (AM CROfiKI-i,, I f S AVith mii)irii,ii, TlUi-tr.xtioii-, 

On the Various Forcss of Nature, and their Relations to each other. I dited t>y 

Wtl I lAM I ROdKt-s, 1- t, ,S. With llliisliAtion-, _ 

Farrer (J. Anson), Works by. 

Mllltara Manners and Customs. Cio»n 8vn, doth extra, 6r. 

Wart Tlirec Hss.ivx, repniiled from ‘ Milit.iTv M.iimi-rs .iiid ( usfoiiis ' Cr own Rvi>, ir,; doth, it M, 

Fenn (Q. Manvilie), Novels by. 

Crown Rvo, iloth extia, 6 J cadi. post Pvo, illii-itr.ited Iirnrds, each. 

Ths Msw Mlstrsss. | Witness to the Deed. | The Tiger Lily. | The White Virgin. 
A Woman Worth Winning. ’’''.^doth, till top, 6r._ \Sfii>rt/y 

FIn-Bec.—The Cupboard Papers: Observations on the Art of Living 

nnd Dining. Post Rvo, doth limp, at ivi ___ _ 

Fireworks, The Complete Art of Making; or, The Pyrotechnist’s 

Treasury. By Thi>m as Kl ni isli With 7(<7 T1 iistrations, C luwii Rvo, cloth, 

First Book, My. By Walter Besant, [ambs Payn, W. Clark Rus- 

RHic.r.RANM Atii'N. Hall Caine, UroFCE R Srw'-'., Uudyarti Kipling, A (Mnan ix-v* r, 
M H Braiiuon b W Robinson, H RiOHR Haggako, R M. HAt-LwrYNH, I ?Avr.wiM , 
MOKLbV RuBbtG'S, M CIlRlSIIt' Mt'RRAV, MAHV I'oRI I I.t, f K Jl P'lMI, JOMM S||-,vn. p 
Minii'R.Ukui Hash , ‘ y ,' RoBKK 1 Ilt'dIXNAN, andR L.Sivvinson Wuh a Pn I-torj s-ory 
hyjKRitMF K ll-KOMF, and iR-i Illustrations A bew Lditimi btii.dl ileiiiv Rvo, Art linen 31 Oii' 

Fitzgerald (Percy), Works by. 

Little Essays: Pass.iges from the 1 < tiers of CltART rs T.AMB Tost Rvo, cloth, ar 6 ii, 

Fatal Zero CrounBxo, doth extra, tt 611 , p-'st Bvo, illii-tMtcd bi>.ud„ .j. 

Post8\o, illustrated bonds,•'r eieh 

Bella Donna. I The Lady of Brantome. I The Second Mrs. Tlllotsen. 

Polly. I Never Forgotten. I Seventy-live Brooke Street, 

The Life of James Boswell 10* Auchinlt-rki M I'h Tliusts Tun \ r-s, d»m) Svo, do'ii, 247 

Tha Savoy Opera. With m llhi Ir.itions and Portnn-. Crm-n Rvo, thell, li Aif 

Sir Henry Irving: Iwcnty ie.ir; .it the ! \ceuiii With Ft unit ( lutniKio Jl , rli.ili, If filf. 


Flammarion (Camille), Works by. 

Popular Astronomy: A Genera! .lexeription of tne Heavens ^ rin-i.ited bv J. Pl.t AKD GORH, 
F R A,S With 1 hrue Rl.ues and 281 lUustriilions Mediuni Rvo, (.loth, n-i Gi, 

Ura nia: ARvuitan-e Wi th R7 Illustrations ( rown 8( o. doili j xin, = 1 

Fletcher's (Giles, B.D.) Complete Poems: Christ's Victone in 

HeavSn, Christ'* V'lctorie on Earth, Christ's Triumph over Pcith, and Minor Poems. With Notes by 
Rw, A, B. GROSART, D.rt Crown 8 vo. 1 loth btwrdi-. y 6rf. _ 

FofiManqiie (Albany) —Filthy Lucre. Post Svo, illnst. boards, 2 s. 











CHATfd & WlNDUd, lit MfirUn'* Lade. London. 


Forbes (ArcUbald).—The Life of Napoleon ill. With Photo- 

gr.ivure Ff uotispi^e and Tliirty-si\ PAtfe THustrailo m. Demy 8vo, cl oth, g ilt top, T2f. 

Fowler (J. Kersley).-—Records of Old Times: Historical, Social, 

PiilitKal, Spurttii^f, and AKncultiiral. With Kifht full-pafc Illustrations. Demy Svo, cloth, 101.61/.—Alsd, 
7S_n^ftt'H_I’APUR Ct^IKS at i»ti. net._ 

Francillon (R. E.}, Novels by. 

Crown Svo, cloth extra, fs 6rf each; post 8»o, Illustrated boards, »j. each. 

One by Ons. | A Real Queen. 1 A Dog and hie Sbadov. 

Ropea of Sand. Illustrated_ 

PoslSiQ, illustrated liuards, 31 encli 

Queen Cophetua. | Olympia . | Romanc ee of the Law. | King or Knavd ? 
Jaoh Doyle'e Daughter, (.rnwn Kvo, <-lo(h, js (ia‘. 

Frederic (Harold), Novels by. Post 8vo, illust. boards, as. each. 

Seth’s Brother'e Wi fe._|_IHie Law ton C lrl._ 

French Literature. A History of. By Henry Van Laun. Three 

VoK . diMiiy 8 \o, cloth hnaids, js 6i( c.uh 

Fry’s (Herbert) Royal Guide to the London Charities. Edited 

by John Lani J\it^hs 1 ieil AuLiurilly ( rown ftvo, cl(>th, u. 6 if 

(J.irdenin£ Books. Post 8vo, is. each; cloth limp is. 6 d each. 

A Year’s Work In Garden and Oreenhouee. Ry (•! oKCir (.tns'NY. 

Household Hortlcultare. Rv 1 dm and 1 anp Ji ruch.li. lllusttat«cl. 

The Garden that Paid the Rant. ll^T<>i^|KK_Roi i>_ 

_ My Garden Wild. I’-v i ran. i.. Uhs 1 ii •.jxiwi^Svd, doth, pd^edccs, 6 j. ___ 

Gardner (Mrs. Alan).—Rifle and Spear with the Rajpoots: Bein;; 

tilt* Ndir.iti>f nf rt M intf rs rrivi*) iind Sport in Northern Imliju Witli nimiorous llUistratiuiis b> tlio 

Author lutl I' 11 TtlWS^PNl) 1 Viny 41 *), hnll-litiiinil, 

Garrett (Edward).—The Capel Girls: A Novel. Post 8vo, illustrated 

Du.ird', ar 


Gaulot (Paul).—The Red Shirts: A Story of the Revolution. Trans- 

lilted by DF VlLirVR*’' ^\Jlh a I roiilispifct by Si AM W WOOD Crown Bvo, cloth, 3^ 6/ 

Gentleman’s Majrazlne, The. is. Monthly. Contains Stories, 

Aitii le'i Upon I iiuratiire, SuciiLii, UuipMphy, jir] An, and * Table T&lk * b) Svlvanits UkHAN 

Gentleman’s Annual, Tlie. Published Annually in November, is. 

_Tht^itle^f the 1897 ANNUAi w The Seorei, of Wyvera TowerSj. ByT w SPt-K.Hj_ 

German Popular Stories. Collected by the Brothers (iRimm and 

Trand.itrd b> hur.AR Tam )R. IVnli introrluctimt ly JiiUN Kl/^KIN, uiid 31 Steel PIaics after 
CiI’iiRCR t'RUlK-SHANK Si|tiare 8vi>, dolli^i bd . tfilt elites, 7 J C 1. _ __ 


Gibbon (Chas.), Novels by. Cr. 8vo, cl , 3s. 6 {f. ea.: post Svo, bds,, 2s. ea, 

Robin Gray. With Frontisjui'i i | Loving a Dream. 

The Golden Bhatt. Mitli r roiitKpiecp | Of High Degree. 


J’u'.l ii\u. illustrated Itiuris 


The Flower of the Foreit. 

The Dead Heart. 

For Lack of Gold. 

What Win the World Say? 

For the King. | A Hard Knot. 

? iueen of the Meadow, 
n Paaturee Green. 


In Love and War. 

A Heart'a Problem. 

By Head and Stream. 

The Braes of Yarrow. 

Fancy Free. 

In Honour Bound. 

Heart’s Delight. I Bloed-Money. 


Gibney (5omervilje).—Sentenced ! _Crown 8\o, cloth, is ftd 

Gilbert (W. S.), Original Plays by. In Three Senes, 2s. 6i, 'each.~ 

1 iir 1 IPM ’>j<Rri >-oni.mis The Wu kf 1 iVurM -I'ypn.ilinn and Cialatoa- C'liarit^—The Printesa — 
TIu I'al.K'' ol T mill- -'1 rial liy Jiirj 

TIa* •'1 I iiNli SMUh’i llrokeii lUart'i 1 mMEfril-'i'ver'tlienrts—(.retcUen—Dan Drui-c—lorn Cuhb 


— II M S • Pinafore'—'1 lie Sore erer- i Ije I’lriifes of Peiizarco, 

Till* rillRO SrRII *1 f (nncrlv ninl I'racLily- I'ogg'ertv's Vairy—Rosentmnt* and CiUildenitam— 
y iliancr —I'riiire ,s Id.i— f lie Mikadu Kmldiifiirc—The Veoineu of the C.uard—The Oondohert— 
'J lie Mtiamel>'ak'i--l)ii))iid 


Eight Original Comic Operas wntn'ii in* w s Giiukkt. In Two Senec Deny 8\o, cloth, 
.•1 6' I'liii The FiR'!! f'iiitai iinu Tlit S.irLerer~H M S ‘Pmalore — FlicPiratcboi Peiiesu«.e-« 
It.i intlu.—Patiuuc—Pfinies<i The Mikado—Tri,il liy Jury 

The SI 1 oNn SLKtFS Luntamini'' llieihindolicrs-The (.laiid Duke—The Yeomen of the Guard-* 
Hit Excellency—Hloina, Emiited—Kuddii/ore—The Mouiitel>Juk<>—Haste to the Wedding. 

The Gilbert and Sullivan Birthday Booki Quotations fm Every Day m the Year, selected 
from Plays by W. S thMiCRT set to Music by bir A, bVLLlVAN. CouipUed by ALEX. WArSOWr 
Roya' i6iuo, Japanese leather, a,r. 






ffl ^HaTO a WtNmJg, ill St. Une, tondoa, W.C. .. 

Gilbert (William)» Novels by. Post Svo, illustrated l|^s.. as. each. 

I JftnMM Dult«t OMrtarmofBgaVf « 


Bf. Oaftata. 

Thm WlB«i»d pf kha Moantaln. 




Glanvllie (Ernest), Novels by. 

Crown 8vo, cKitJi extra, jr 6 il. each; post five, tlUi'itr.itrd boards, SJ each. 

Vha LoatHalreaa: A Tale of Love, battle, and Adveuture. With Two IHusiratiMW by H.WlSBKT, 
The ToaalaiMT! a Romance of M.c.honalaiid. With 1 wo lllvistratitms by ilDMP NlSUlU. 

A Fair Celonlat. With a iTontispiece by b 1 AN 1 .UY WoOU. 

The OoldeD Rock. With a Tronll'jnece by S rANI.KY WOO». Crown Bvo, tloth extra, 3s. M. 

Xleof Yafna. Crown Svo, piclurt'LOvor, JJ.; tloth, ir erf. ■ 

Talea fFom the Veld. With ‘J welve lllusiratioii!. fay M, Nisbet. Crown 8vi>, cloth, 31.64. 


Qlenny (Georjee).—A Year’s Work in Garden and Greenhouse: 

Prftctital Advice as ttstlie MaiM{^nieiii (*fthe T’'lower, t*ruit , and J-’i.une Gairden Post Bw. l i.. clothi 

aodwiir(Wil i iam).- ~Lrves of th e Necrom a ncers. Post Svo, cl, a s. 
Golden Treasury of Thought, The: An Encyclopsedia of Qoota- 

_TtONS . E dited by THHOfniRi: Tay lor, Cr own 8v o, cloth gilt , 7J M. _ ^ _ 

Gontaut, Memoirs of the Duchesse de (Gouvernante to the Chil. 

dte n of F ran c^, 1^73 • >836, W n b Two Pliot ogr. i'’iires. Two Vo la , demy 8vo, cloth extra, bis . 

Goodman (E. j.).—Th e Fate of Herb e rt Wayne. Cr. 8vo, 3s . C 4 , 
Greeks and Romans, The Life of the, described from Antique 

Moiiumentt. by CrtNSl Gl'ItL anil W KONi R. Lditt-d fay l)r. F. UDEFI ER. With S4S Ulustra- 
tioiiiw Large crown uvo, clotli eittia, js. (i.l. 


Greville (Henry), Novels by. 

Post 8vo, ilUibi rated boards, &j. each. 

HlkanoFt Transtaicd by Lliza r. chase, 

__ A Noble Woman. Trjnda te d b> ALuttRT P . VanimM;__ 

Griffith (Cecil).- Corinthia Marazion; A Novel, Crown 8vo, cloth 

extra, 3f 64 ; post R\o, rtlustratcfl fannids, sj 


Grundy (Sydney).—The Days of his Vanity: A Passage in the 

Jjfe of a Voting Msui Crown 8vo, rlotli c\tr.i, ^r Cf , post 8vo, illusirated boards, as. 


fiabberton (John, Author of * Helen’s Babies ’), Novels by. 

Post 6vo, illustrated boards, as rach ; cloth limp, as. M. eacli, 

Bniotoa’a Bayou. I Country X.ueh. 

Hair, The: Its Treatment in Health, Weakness, and Disease. Trans* 

latPd froiji the German of Dr, J, PiNCUS. Crown 8vo, jj. ; rloth, ur, 6rf. 


Hake (Dr. Thomas Gordon), Poems by. Cr. 8vo, cl. ex.,6s. each, 

M««r Bymbolu. I l4etfandi of the Morrow. | The Berpont Play. 


_ _Maldo a Ecata a y, Small xto, cloth extr a, 8 j. _ 

Halifax (C.).—Dr. Rumsey's Patient. By Mrs. L. T, Meade and 

CLIF FO RD HALIFAX, Mf.D, Crown 8x0, cloth, y, 64 . ___ 

Hall (Mrs. S. C.).—Sketches of Irish Character. With numerons 

IlUistrations on Steel and Wood by Maclisp, Cilekrt, Harvf.y, and Georce CruikshanK. 
Smitll demy Bvo, cl oth extra, js 6it. 

Hall (Owen), Novels by. 

Tha Track of a Storm. Cheaper Edltloo. Crown tvo, cloth, 3s. 6d. 

Jataain. Crown 8 vo, cloth, gj 6d. ___ 


HalHday (Andrew).—Every"day Papers. Pos t 8vo, boards, zs. 
Handwriting, The Philosophy of. With over loo Facsimiles and 

Explanatory Text By Don Felix de SAI-amarca. Post Bvo, cloth limp, as grf. 

Hanky-Panky: £a^ and Difficult Tricks, White Magic. Sleight of 

__ JlancL dg i. Edited tgr W. H. CRBHER. With aoo n iu stratloM. Crown Bvo, cloth extra, 4s. 64 , 

Hardy (Thomas).—Under the Greenwood Tree. Crown 8vo, cloth" 

■Btra, with Eortrah ana 15 lUustratioiu, 91, 6d,} post 8to, illustrated boards, ar.; rloth bmp,«. M 




















» t» XHATTO * WINDUS, in St. Martla’* Uae, London, W.C. _ 

HeittW (Dr. Theodor).—Freeland: A Social Anticipation. Trans- 

lat ed by Arthur Rans om . Crown 8vo, doth extra, 6s. _ 

Hesse-Wartegg (Chevalier Ernst von).— TunlsT^The Latj^ and 

. the People. With »a Illustrations. C ro wn 8vo. cloth extra, js. 6rf._ . 

Hill (Headon).—Zambra the Detective. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3^;. 6 d.; 

post 8va, picture board s, ft .; t l oth, as M. _ 

Hill (John), Works by. 

‘ _TwMOB-Fwo ny. Tost 8vo , boards, ar. | Th» CommaB AliBMtor. C 'r 8 vo, cloth, y. 

Hoey ( Mrs. Cashe l). —T h e Lover*s C r eed. Post 8 vo, b oards, 25. 
Holiday, Where to go for a. By E. P. Sholl, Sir H. Maxwell, 

Bart., M P., JOHN Watson, Jank Bari.ow, Mary I ovhtt Camhron. Jusim H McCarihv, 
Pai’l Langs, I. W (.kaiiam, J. H. Salihr, Phcepe au.kn, S.J, Bbckbi r, L. Rivsks Vink, 
and C !■ Gordon CUMMING Crown Hvo, u ■ cloth, ti, M. ________ 

Hollingshead (Joh n). —Nia gara Spr ay. C rown 8 vo. is _ 

Holmes (Gordon, M.D.)—The Science of Voice Production and 

Volc B Pw ervatlon. Crown 8 vo, u : rio th, ij _ 

Holmes (Oliver Wendell), Works by. 

The Autoonit of the Breaktaet*Table, Illu!>tr.itc(t by J. Gordon Thomson. Po^t 8 vu, ■ loth 
lintp, w. 6 </' Another Edition, post 8 \(>,«loth, stf , _ . 

The Autocrat of the Breaknuat-Table and The Profeeeor at the Breakfaet-Tabta 

In CMie Vol P ost 8 vo, hall-hound, ss. _____ 

Hood’s (Thomasji Choice Works in Prose and Verse. With Lite of 

the Author, Portr,nt, ,ind aoo Illustrations Crown 8 vo, cloth, 

Mood’e W hlme Md Oddltlee. Wnh 85 lllnstMtums Pu.t 8vo. hair-tionnd, 2f_ 

Hood (Tom).—From Nowhere to the North Pole; A Moah’s 

Ark.rolonii.al harrativc. With is Bhislratn ns by W IlKliNIONandl C Baknes Cr 8 vo, cloth, 6 r, 

Hook’s (Theodore) Choice Humorous Works; including his Ludi¬ 
crous Adventures, Bons Mots, I’lins, nnd Hoaxcik With Life of tlie Author, Portraits, Pacsiinlies and 
lilustr.itions Crown 8 vo, clutl^^*H.t^7^fi(f._ ___ 

Hooper (Mr s . Oeo.).—T he Jlouse of Raby. Po.st 8 'vo. boards, 2s. 
Hopkins (Tl ghe ).—* ’Tw ixt Love a nd Duty .* Post 8 vo , boards, 25, 
Home (R. Henglst).--Orion: An Epic Poem. With Photograph 

Portra il Ity SliMMl'RS. l_eiilh P.dilion _C niMii ftxo, doth extra, jr ____ 

Hungeiford (Mrs., Author of ' Molly Pawn'), Novels by. 

post 8111, illustr.itr d boards, jr p,i(h. doth hmp, :r <V/ imUi 

A Malden All Forlorn. A Modern Ciroe. | An Unaatlefaotory Lover, 

Marvel. A Mental Struggle. Lady Patty. 

In Duranee Vila. 

Crtiwn Bvo, cloth extra, y 6 </. each; post 8 vo, HIu* tr,ited boards, ir rich : clolh Imiti, sr firf each 

Lady Yerner’s Fllgnt. | The Red-Hon ee Myatery. | The Three Oraoas, 

Crown Hvo, doth ( stra, ir firf each 

The Proteeeov’s Experiment. With bmiitispicn byj. witui lkr. 

Mora Cretna. I Aprtl'e La^. I Peter'e Wife. 

An Anxious Moment. | A P oi nt of Conec lenee. I 

Lovloe. Crown Bvo, doth. 6 r. 

Hunt’s (Leigh) Essays: A Tale for a Chimney Corner, &c. Edited 

by bUMl'NH Ol.I.ih.R Post 8 vo, lialf-lxjiind, m.__ 

Hunt (Mrs. Alfred), Novels by. 

t rown Bvo, cloth extra, 3J. tui ea, h . post Ps'o, lllii'.tr.'itcd boards, ar c.sdi. 

The Leaden Caaket. I _ Jtolf-^ondemned. | That Other Person. 

Thornleroft'a Model. P ost Svo. bo a rds, gj ._J_Mrs^Jullat^ Cr own Bv o. cloth extra, y M, 

Hutehison (W. M.).—Hints on Colt-breaking. With 25 Illustra¬ 
tions _Crown ^n, cloth extr a, y 6 (i _ 

Hydrophobia ; An Account of M. Pasteur’s System ; The Technique of 

_his SlatWii x By Ri-NA H U SHZ OR, M B. Crown Bv o, clo lh e^rn, 6r;_ 

Hyne (C. J. Cutcliffe).— Honour of Thieves. Cr, 8vo, cloth, 3 . t. 6 d . 
Idler (The): An Illustrated Monthly Magazine. Edited by J. K Jerome. 

Nos nto 4S, ttl. each No 49 and lollowinB Numbers, i.t cich The first EIGHT V01.S., cloth, y. each t 
^ I Vgl. IJC ?ind after, 7/. W. each.—Cases for Binding js erf each, ' 








CHATTO A WINPUS, iii St. Martin’s Une, London, W.C. ^ vij 



In door P aupers. By One of Th em. Crown 8vo,‘cloth, is. 6 d. 

Innk^er’s Handbook (The) and Licensed Victualler’s Manual. 

UyJ. Tkkvor-Davius. Crown 8\o, is., cloth, ij. 


Irish Wit and Humour, Sons:s of. Collected and Edited by A. 

Pi'RCKVAL Craves Pu^t 8vo. cloth limp, s\. (>J. 

Irving (Sir Henry): A Record of over Twenty Years at the Lyceum. 

By PbRCV FirZoIiKAl.n. With Portrait Crown8vo, ij ; cloth, it Cif. 

James (C. T. C.). — A Romance of the Queen’s Hounds. I'ost 

8 t o, cloth limp, 11 6r/. 

Jameson (William).—My Dead Self. Post »vo, bds , 2s. , cl, 2<. t)d. 
Japp (Alex. H., LL.D.).—Dramatic Pictures, &c . Cr 8v o. cloth. 5s., 
Jay (Harriett), Novels by. i’ost 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each. 

The Dark Colleen. j The Quften of Connaught. 

Jefferies (Richard), Works by. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 25. 6 d each. 

Mature near Xiondon. I The Life of the Fleldi. | The Open Air. 

Also the IlANU-iiADli PAPrii tiMTioN, ciowii Sto. l)u< ItMni, cilt top, 6 s. each. 

The Eulogy of Slchard Jofferlea. By sir Walter Bt-SANr. W'lth a Photograph Portmlt. 

Crown t'vo, rli>tli oxfr.i, fi'_ 

Jennings (lienry J.), Works by. 

CurlosUiei of Crltlclem. Pi''.tCvn, doth liinn, m 

Lord Tennyeon I A i'lograplnra) si With Poitr.ut. Post Bvn, ir ; rintli, m 64 . 


Jerome (Jerome K.), Books by. 

atageland. With 64 IlUi'-tratioiis by J I 3 l KNAPn PtRTRtPC'P Fcap 4to, picliiTO C0T>rr, M. 
dohn Ingerfleld, Ac With g I’hist'. by A S ilo'nond Jurti'ii.r.'iu m 1 top Ki'h, pu i-ov rr 6if. 
ThePrude’aProgrees: A (.omi ily by j. K ]i-i umi' ami I i>i n Pint lpoi is, (.r Pvn, is 64 . 

Jerrold (Douglas).—The Barber’s Chair; and The Hedgehog 

Letters. ]'u<yt Kvfjt pm.1^(1 r^n fyiiti p ijit r .iii'l hriU IioutkI, * 

Jerrold (Tom), Works by. I’ost 8vo, 15 . ea. ; cloth limp, is. 6d. each. 

The Carden that Paid the Rent. 

Household Horticulture: j t.iiiv.ip nbuut ri<nrcrs Tlln-it'iti t1 

Jesse (Bdward).—Scenes and Occupations of a Country Life. 

Post'■ill doth luiip,*vi 

Jones (William, F.S.A.), Works by. Cr 8vo, r) extra, 7s. bd. each 

Finger-Ring I«ore: IIiMmi'i .tl I cj^cml.iiy, .iml Am liIdUiI. With u«:<til> 31x1 lUustratians, Setuiid 
I (IIIion, Ki'vi'tril .mil 1 ill ii;;> il 

Credulities, Past and Present. Indinliiii; thr mi'l Sciuien, Minrrs, T.ilisnmnx. Word ami 
l,<tlt'r 1 111 iiiiitiiMi, i'\< rtiMiip iii'l l(l<'1'III,'III AniiiiiiK, liiiii., 1 i."/'., Lui.h, ii:i.. VVilIi I roiltispieco. 

Crowns and Coronations: A ihsiou ni With 1,10 lliu'.ir.ition'. 


Jonson’s (Ben) Works. With Notes Critical and Explanatory, and 

n ]'>i<it{rnj)hii.al Mciiunr by UllllAM Cllld'd). J ditoil by t'lIonU (.liVNINOlTAM. Ihrco V'ot*. 
t rowu (ito, il'ith cxliii, XT ^4 (,ich 

Josephus, The Complete Works of. Translated by Whiston. Con- 

iiilnri/ ‘'III.' Anti'iiiilirsof the Tows’ .iiid ’ Ihe Uiirsor thr jLivi.' With 5a llln&lidtions and Mdps. 
Two Vi.ls . ilcniy fio, li.ill-bnmul, 1.1. 611'. 

■ kempt (Robert).—Pencil and Palette: Chapters on Art and Artists. 

Poll 8vo. riotli limp, t'r 64. 

Kershaw (Mark). — Colonial Pacts and Fictions: Humorous 

SketdirF Pn-t Eto, llliistidtod boards, is, , iloth, ?i 6.?' 


King (R. Ashe), Novels by. 

A Drawn flame. Crown Bvo. rlotli, jr 64 ; post 8vo, boards is, ^ 

Post 8vo, illustratod honrds, iiich. 

• The Weerhlg of tbs Creen.* 1 Pagflon’s siav«. I Boll Munff 







t 4 i, iCRATTO it WtNDUSf i»i ' 4 tt. fliitttiif'ir ljiilC!i titmiatt, " 

III! ■■l■ ^ ^l■^l, , i , n ij n » n wfc*wiirf^ l■■l■■■l Iiin um ii *■ w III! mi ^ikm u rn . . Mi r II,, . . . ^ 

iCnlsht (WiiHam, M.R.C.S., and BdwanL Mt-CI*.). 

a»ttllrt*«nt 4 < IKwaait How to Get Most Bdwefit fK>m Medtejfl Advii^ 

Knhrhts (Tbe) df the Lion: A Romance of the Thirte^th jCeixtoiya 

Bcmedt wteb an Intro ductfon, by tlio Marquess of Lokwb, K.T. Cxown Bro, ctoW «naB>, Ar. ' ’ 

Lnnib'j (Charles) Complete Works in Prose and Verse, mclndiiig 

'Poetfy for Children'and ‘PrlnM Donu.’ Edited, with Notes and Intsoduetion^ if tLUL SHBP< 
HBfiD. With Two Portraits and Facsbnile of the‘Essay <m Roast Pie.' Crown 800, doth, y. «& 
Vh* amMn of aUSb. Post Bvo, printed on laid paper and half-bound, or. 

XiUU« Bmus t fetches and Characters by CHAKLBS JUaub, letected from Us r«tters'lv Mltcy 
I’lTZCaitALD. Post 8vo, cloth Ump. at. 6<fl 

Tlw OMBstUQ Visstrs o( ChulM X(«ia 1 l« 'With Introducrionand Notes BraNOBR MAt^ 
_ THEWS, and St^-plato Portrait. Fcap, 8vo, half-bound, at, 6d. 

Examination of Wlltlam 

September, 1583. To which ‘ 
Earl of Essex, toucUng the 



State of Ireland, 1595. Fcap, Bro, half-Roxburglie, gr. 


r 


Lane (Edward >^lliam).>-The Thousand and Ope Nlj^ta, com* 

Arabtei 

rEDWAitO 


Larwood (Jacob)* Works by. 

AneodoBM Ol nn ClMa 3 r< Post Bvo, laid paper, half-bound , at. 

Post Bvo, clotli limp, ar. 6 d. each. 

FopenB lo Aasc doteB._ ___I __ ThaAtrlonJ Aiwedot aB. 

Lehmann (R. C.), Works by* Post 8vo, is. each; doth, is. td. each. 

Hurry Flndyer at Cambrldda, 

ConverBational Hinf lor Yoang Bhootarai A Guide to Polite Talle. 


Leigh (Henry SO^—Carols of Cockayne. 

paper, bound in buckram, ji;_ 


Printed on faand^made 


Leland (C. Godfrey).—A Manual df Mending and Repairing. 

Wit h Dia grams. C rown Bvo, cloth, y._ 

Lepelletier (Edmond^. — Madame Sans-Gene. Translate from 

the Fren ch by J OHN PS V lLHER S. Crown 8vo. clotli, y. M j post Bvo, picture boards, as. 

Leys ( John).—The L indsa ys; A Romance, Post 8vo, iilust.bds,,ag. 
Lindsay (Harry).—Rh^a Roberts: A Welsh Mining Story. Crown 

_ Jvo, cloth, 3f. erf.____ 

Linton (E. Lynn), Works by. 

Crown Bvo, clotli extra, 31. 6 d, each; 

Patrlela Kauhstll. J lone, 

Tha AtOBamant of Ci 
f be vorie Wall 

I 


uaam Dundas. 
Xrf>at. With 13 Illusts. 

The Ona 


[ 


Post Bro, illustrated boards, as. each. 


cat Bvo, illustrated boards, at. each. 

Uadar wbloh Lo^ ? With la Ilhistmtiona 
‘Hyliovai’ | Sowiiid-tha 
Paatoa Cara'W, MiUiouaire and Miser. 

00 Idany. 


With a Bilkaa Vhraad. 


Vba Babel of the Family._ 

Post Bvo, cloth limp, sr. 6<f. each. 

Wlteh Btoviesb I Onraelveai Essays on Women, 

Fraaahootlng: Extracts from the Worics of Mis. Lynn 1 inton. 


Dalela Eveptont. Crown Bvo, cloth extra, jr. &f. 

Lucy (Henry W*).—Gideon Fleyce: A Novel, 

fxtra, y. 6 <f ., post Bvo, illustrated boards, as. 


Crown Bvo, cloth 


Macalplne (Avery), Novels by. 

*yaMBaIiaapa. Crowu cloth extra, ts 

_ Broltan WlnW« W'uh Six Illustrations ly W. J. HennbSBV. Crown Byo, cloth extra, df. 



illustrated boards, at. 


MacdoneM (Ag nes)*—Quaker Cousins. Post Bvo, boards, as. 
MacGregor (Robert).— Pastimes and Players: Notes on Popular 

Ganies. Fost Bvo, cloth limp, at. 6d , 

* Mackay (Charles, LL.D.). — Interludes an<l( Undertooea: or. 

hll4lc at Twilijjht. Crown Byo, cloth «xtra, Of. 


\ ^HA,tyo III Lmitr ioaloji. %.C. ty 

McCartliy (Jurtiti, M.P.)f V/orks by. , ^ ^ 

J. in>l<jij ul Dm 0 #» SlBMt Utm tto AeoaMKmof QteoiVlctoiliitatheCcnmtBleeelohof 
itto, AiBluunr ^SitlOH. Four Vetei, demy Ovo, cloth extra, tar. each.—Also » Popular 
' Sditicin, 1 b FourVola. crowa Fvo,eloth extn«'6t< each.— Abo the Jubilbb Edition, with an 
Appendix of Events to the end of 1886 , in Ttro Vola.. lawe cmwn 8vo, cloth extra. 7 r. 6<f. each. 

Ml Hiaiilmji of Onr Own tCbnoe, uom 1680 to the phunond Jubilee. Demy S\o, cloth extra, 
4«BCTiBfoim with the UBRAAVFDiIioW# the ^ Four Volwn^ 

A'BhwtHlMteFV ot Out Own TlntUb One V0I.1 crown Uvo, doth extra, dr.—Aho a Ciibap 
, V Popular «DmoN,pe»8ve,jd(>thltmp,!»,^ u' rt/i t ..tt j 

M UlStevy of tlMl^nt 0 »o> <—. Pour Vob.. detny Bv o, d. ex., tar. each. [Vols. I. & II. rtaly. 

Crown 8vo, doth extra, yt. id. each; post 8tro, iUustroted boards, ar. each; doth limp, ar. 6if. each. 


fijui VTnMMnM MelghliottM. 
jnr BMiBy’n Dnughtar. 
jLTnlvauon. 

Itlitlaz Kaehfopd. 

OeuXsAy Olndaln* 

Suw WMBtbpopat ra l UustratlonL 


Donnn Qnlkote* tVlth ra inu<>tratious. 
Vhe Comet of n Sasusoit. 

MalA of Aihmnu. With »Illustratiutn. 
CunielAt A Girl with a Fortuno, 

Vne DIotAtor. 

Red Olameade* 


Ohe Riddle Rinf. Crown Svo, cloth. 3s. 6if. 

whe Tiuee DlednUWS* and otli er Storie s . Cr own 8vo, cloth, 3t.6d, 

* Vhe Rldht Bononnlila.* By jusTm McCarthy, M.P., and Mrs. Campbell frabo. 
8vo, cloth extra, &r. ____ 


Crown 


McCarthy (Justin Huntly), Worics by. 

The FMnoB ReVOlntlon* (Consntuent Assembly, 1789 91). Four VoK. demy 8ro, cloth, lu. each 
An Outline Of the Htatory ot Ivelnad. Crown avo, is ,; cloth, ir. 6d. 

IPelud Since the Union 1 Sk etches of I rish Histoiy, 1798 1886. CroniiSio, cloth, 6r. 

HhBb In EtMatfon t Poems, Small B vo, g old cl^ i, y. 6 tiC" 

Onr Senemtlon Mowal, Crown 81m, picture cover,"rr.; doth limp, u. 6A 
Room t An Atlantic Episode. Crown Bvo, picture t over, is. 

PoUy t A Sketch. Crown Bvo, pictui'e cover, t r., clulli limp, t r fid. 

Aillyllianit a Romance, Crown Bvo, picture cover, is ; cloth liinn, tv 6if. 

Snie Thousnud and One Dnye. with Two I'iiotiiBMvurc!>. 'i wu Voli,., crown 8vo, hdf'bd., rar. 
A London Ledend« Crown svo, cloth, 31 6d. 

T he Royal Chrietophap. Crown ev o, c^ tii. 3r id. 


MacDonald (Qeorze, LL.D.), Books by. 

Worke of Feney andlilindlnntton. Ten Vols., tOnm, cloth, gilt edge., in doth case, ats. ; or 
the Volumes may be hod leparataW, in Crolier cloth, ai sr. M. each. 

Vd. 1 . WITHIN AND Without.—THE UtDi>].N life. 

n II. The disciple.—The Cospll Women,—Book of Sonnfts —Okcan Soncs. 

H HI. Violin songs.—Soncs of the Days and Nigh rs. - A Book of DkeaMs.—Roaosiob 
POEMS.—Poems for Children. 

IV. Parables.—BALLADS.-SC 01 ch .Songs. 

U V. & VI. PHANTASTFJi: A Faerie Romance. 1 Vol. VTl. TlIE PORTENT, 

„ Vlll. "fOB Light Princks.s.—the giani's Heart.—shadows. 

„ IX. Cross purposes -the Gulden kbv.—the cahasoyn.—little d aylich r 
,, X. the Cruet, pain ter.—The Wow o’ Rivven.—The Castle.—The Bkokeh swords. 
—The Gray wolf.—uncl e Cornblius, _ ^ 

Veetlenl Works of George If aeDoiUtldU Collected aad Arranged by the Author. Two VoLs., 
crown Bvo, buckrfun, lar. 

A Skreefold Cord. Eduod by Chorgh Macdonald. Poe t Svo, doth, $r, 

Rhnntnete#! A Paerlo Romance. With ss Illustrations by J. BELL. Croivn Bvo, cloth extra, 3s. id. 
Hoattiher nnd Snowi A Novel Crown Bvo, cloth extra, y, id .; post Uvo, illustrated boardi,, ar. 
Xlttihi A Romance. Second EDITION. Cro^Bv^ cloth Mtra, 6r,___ 

Maclise Portrait Gallery ^he) of lilustrious Literary Charac- 

terE: 8S POrtralte by Daniel Maclise ; with Memoirs—Biographical, Critical, Bibliographical, 
and Anecdotal—iUustrativ’e of the Literature of tlie format half of the Present Centura by Wiluam 
Bath s, B.A. Crown Svo, cloth extra, y. 6«f. __ 

Muquold (Mrs.), Works by. Square Svo, cloth extra, 6s. each. 

Tn the Ardennee. with 30 lUnstrations by Thomas R. Hacquoid. 

Pteturee and Legends from Monnandy and RrUtony. 34 U 1 u.sts. by T. R. Macquoio. 
Througn Normandy. With so lliustrationsby T. R. Macquoid, and a Map. 

Thronim Brittany. With 35 lliustrations by_T. R. Macquoid, and a Map. 

AboutTerkakire. With67lil ustrationsbyT,R. Macquo id. 

Post BvOt lUiutrated boards, as. each. 

Wie BvII Rye, and other Stories. i Lent Reae. and other Stonea 

Magician’s Own Ek>ok, Tbe: Performances with Eggs, Hats, &c. 

Editei by W. H. CRRMR R . With s«» Illustrations, Crown Bvo, cloth extra, ^r. 6rf. _ 

Magic Lantern, Tbe* and its Management : Including full Practical 

Iw ect ions. By T. C, HBPWOrth, With ra Iliustratioas. Crown Byo. ts. ; ctoai, u. id . __ 

Magiia Cbarta: An Exact Facsimile of the Original in the British 

^seum, 3 feet by a feet, with Aims and Seals amblammed in Cold end Colours, y. 

MnllOfy (Sir Thomas). —Mort d*Arthur: The Stories of iCing 

Arthur and tf dio Xnightaor the Roand Tabla (ASdnetion.) Edited by B. MoifroouBiint RaN' 
KIM& Post Bvo, doth ttmp, at. 
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M^lock (W. H.), Works by. 

Thn MaiW Ranublle, Post Ivo, piUure cover, a5 ; doth Hmp, ar M. O 

Th* N«v Raul « VlrSlula : Pusitu'isjTi uii an Iblitmi. Pofai bvo, cliitli, as. 6if. c. 

A Rmnanea of tha Hinetaan tli Century. Crown 3 vo, Jutli o,r. , poat svo, Ulust. b04ia<i, >a 
Roema, Small 410, parchment, Pr. 

Is Ufa Wortli lilvlug? Crown Svo, doth extra, 6r. a 

Marg:ueritte (Paul and Victor).—The Disaster. Translated by 

I'RHUERIC LKES. Crown Svo, doth, vj. r./. 


Marks (H. S., R.A,), Pen and Pencil Sketches by. With Four 

Photogra vu re*. j n<l i.u lllii 'il rations. 'I wo V ul.. rtciiiy 8 vu, < lo tft, yr_ __ 

Marlowe’s Works. Including his Traohlitious. Edited, with Notes 

_aiiJ Tiitr orUu ti ous, by Colour 11 I'NNlNC.H ^M. down S vu. doth ettr. i, ■jr o,/ ___ 

Massinger’s Plays. From the Text of William Giffokd, Edited 

by Col. C U NNlN CHA lt_Clown Bvo, doth evt ra, if hi/, ___ _____ 

Maste rman (J.).—Half'^a- Do zen Onu^hters._P tist S vo , boards . 25. 

Matthews (Brander).—A Secret of the Sea, &c. Post Svo, iHus- 

tr ated bnartls, gr ; dot h bin(i, 2i tJ. ___ 


Meade (L. T.), Novels by. 

A Soldlar of Rortuna. Crown kvo, doth, tr (nf , I'o^t g\o, IUustr,itcil buanl., at. 

Cibwii hvo, I loth, oiidi. 

In an Iron Grip. l The Voice of tho Charmer. Wi.ii s lllustMticnif. 

Ur. Rumaey'a Patient, hy T.. T Mi-,cun .nni cl ii-j-ukii i1alii-ax, m U 

Merrick (Leonard), Novels by. 

Tba Han who waa Good. Po-.t &to, jncinr^ boards, 

Ciown 8.0, doth, 3^ txi each. 

Thl a St age o f Fo ola.__|_ Cynthlat A Dau ghter o f t ho Phil istines. __ 

Mexican Mustang: (On a), through Texas to the Rio Grande. By 

_ A U hhr rtinl I Ar^'Y K With aCg lllu-.tr.itiiiii-,. Crown Svo, doth extra, 7 T 

Middlemass (Jean), Novels by. Post 8vo, illust. boards, as. each. 

Touch and Co._ __ I lillr. DorllllM. __ 

Miller (Mrs. F. Fenwick).—Physiology for the Young*; or, Tho 

_ Hou se of L ife, Willi nunit.rfiii!> lIluMr.ilions_Post 8vo, di>tl> limp, ar M __ ____ 

Milton (J. L.), Works by. Post 8vo, IS. each ; cloth, is. 6 d, each. 

The Hygiene of the Skin, w Illi l>in ctiuus (or Diet, boairs, Baths, Wines, &c. 

Tha Bath In DlseaBea of tho Shin. 

The Lawe of Life, and their Relation to DleeaM* of the Skin. 

Minto (Win .).—Was She Good o r Rad ?_Cr Svo, is.; doth, is. 6 d. 

Mltford (Bertram), Novels by. Crown Svo, cloth extra, 3s 6 d. each, 

Tho Gun-Runner: A Kom.ince of Zulul.nid. With ,i FrimtisuiiMi i>v stanu y 1 _ Wiooo. 

The Lttok of Gerard Ridgeley. ^Vllh ,i hruiitispifi.(> by si ^Nl i-y l Wuuu. 

The King's Assegai, Itli Six ml' pag.: IlUi-.tialions bv S I'AiVI I V 1 . Wi H >tJ. 

R enehaw Fanning’s ^est, With a l-ro ntr.imv e tn' srvNLf-v 1 . \Vik ji>_ 

Molesworth (Mrs.), Novels by. 

Hathercourt Rectory. Post hvo, iliuttr.urri board*!, ar. 

That Girl In Black, t'lown 8\u, dnih, ir, i.t 


Moncrieff (W. D. Scott-).—The Abdication: An Historical Drama. 

With .Seven liUhing-! by ptllN Pl-n II, W y ARlisoY, J. MaCWHihtj-R, CoMN llOMI-K. 

R MACPI 111 .ind 'lOM C.KAll \M linpeiial 4t.>, biii.lvraiii, an_ 

Moore (Thomas), Works by. 

The Epicurean; ,'iikI Alc'phron. Po*,i Kro, h-ilf bound, si 

Prose and Verse; uitludmg Suppri-sjed P.iss.i.resfrom tin mi.moirs of Lord Bykoh. Edited 
_ In 1 \ H, SH1-. P11 KRD Wnil Portrait. ( lown t’vii, lIoiIi evtt i, 71 0 f. 


Muddock (J. E.) Stories by. 

Crown Pvo, cloth extra, xr M each 

Hald Harlan and Robin Hood. \1 iiii ]_> illustration*, by SianliiV WooU. 

f aelle the Jester. Wnh Prontispiefi'by sfANi.uv wood -< 

oung lioohlnvar. ---- 

Poet 8to, illustrated buardi,, lm each 

Tba Dead Han'e Beoret. | Prom the Roaom of tha Dedp, 

atcMBt Velr 4 IIA 4 Tost Sro, lUustratcd boards, lu.) ctoflb at. ^ 
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P«yii (Jam^B), Novels by. i? ‘ 

CnWB tro, dotli extra, jr. S^t. ncfa | put Qvo, IJlustr^ted (nai%,«r. eaclu ' 

IiMt Sto BiMriittfhirfl. Holiday 9 ahko. 

Waltor>g Word, i A Co^^Mntly. Vho Ganon’a Vaod.' WitbiWtntft. 

Mn maok than Wo’iw PiUmed. Vh* Sadk ol tho l^wm Ihuita 

Hy Proxy. | For Caoh Only. dow-Worm IWos. 

tolrltb Tho Hyatory of Mlrbrldfo. 

OiMArOna Soot. Tho ¥rort'and tho WUh ^ 

A Ooafldontlal Adsni, with n iHusts. Vlio Burnt Mlllloti. 

A flraoa from a Thorn, wjui ra inutM, Buhny Btoriaa. | A Tiylnf'fatlantt 


Rnmoroini Sterioo. I Fram Ball*. 
Tbti Footor Brothora. 

Ttaa Faintly SoaBe^afla. 

Huprlad Benoath Him. 

Banilaok'a Tutor. 

A Parfaet Traaaura. 

Lika Fathar, Lika Son. 

A Womau'a Vangaanoa. 

Oarlyon’a Taar. i Caeira Tryat. 
Murphy'a Haater. j At Har Maaoyi 


Post 8vt> illustrated onard*,, er. each. 

( S?* ®* ciyira. 

Found. owandollna’o HawtoL 

HlPk AJ^y, ] A Marino Boaldanaa. 
Soma Prlvata Viawo. 

Mot Wooad. .But Won. 

SP* Pouuda Howard. 

Tha Boat of Huabanda. 

Halvaa. i What Ho Coat Ron. 

Fallon FonuROB.] Klti A Mamory, 

A FrUiea of tha Blo^ 


In Parti and Privation. With tj Illustrations. Crown 8»o, cloth, 3f M. 
Mot oa from tha * Mows.* Ctown Bvo, portrait cowir, is. ; cloth, ss, bd. 


P ayne (Will).—Jerry tbe Dreamer. Cr own 8v^ cl oth. 3 5, ti, ^ __ 
Pennell (H. Cholmondeley), Works by. Post 8vo, cloth. :£f. 6i. ea. 

Puek on Paguna. With niattmtlons. 

Pagaaua Sa^addlad. With Ten full pat^e Tlhr.tratlonsby G. flit MAURtUR. 

Th a Mnaaa of Ha yfalp t Vem de Socinte. Selected by Jl. C. Pennf.cl. 

Phelps (E. Stuart), Works by. Post 8vo, 15 . ea. ; cloth, i5,6d. ea. 
Boyond tho Oataa, | An Old MaUPs ^wadlaa. | Burglars In Paradtaa. 
Jock tha Flaharman. illustrated by C> W. reed. Crown 8vo, doth, rx. €d. 


Phil May*s Sketch-Book. Containiag 54 Humorous Cartoons. A, 

New Editi on. C rotra fuH o, doth, as. 6d. _;__ 

PhipAon (Dr. T. Lj.—Famous Violinists and Fine Violins: 

Historical N ores, An ecdotes , an d Reminiscences Crown 8te», doth, ^r. 

PlMiche (J. R.}, Works by. 

Tha Pursuivant of Arma. With Six Plates and 909 Illustrations. Crown evo, cloth, yj;. fid. 
Songs and Poama, i8i9-i879. With Introduction by Mrs. Mackarnpss. Crown ftvo, cloth, 6x. 

Plutarch’s Lives of Illustrious Men. With Notes and a Life of 

Plutarch by JOHN and WM. LangHORNB, and Portraits. Two Vuls., demy Bvo, haildmund sox. 6d, 

Poe’S (Edj^ar Allan) Choice Works in Prose and Poetry. With Intro¬ 
duction by CUAR7.KS Baudelaire. Portrait and Facsimiles. Crown Svo, cloth, yx. M 
Tha Myatary of Mario Rogat, Ac. Post 8vo, illustrated boards as. 

Pollock (W. H.).—The Charm, and other Drawing-room plays. By 

_Sit WALTBRBB SAlfl T and Walter H.POU-OCK. With so UlustiatioBS. Crown 9 t o . cloth gttt, ftx. 

Pollock (Wilfred).—War and a Wheel; The Graeco-Turkish War as 

Seen from a B’ c ycle. With a Map. Crown Bvo, picture rover, ix. 

Pope’s Poetical Works. Post 8 vo, cloth limp, 25. __ 

Porter (John),—Kingsclere. Edited by Byron Wbbber. With ig 

fuUjMge gnd many smaller lllmtrationa Second Editioa Demy 8vo, cloth decorated, iSx. 

Praed (Mrs. Campbell), Novels by. Post 8yo. illust. bds., 2s. each. 

Tha RomaiMo of a Btatlon._ ITha Banl of C ountaia Adrian. 

Ctown Bvo, clotit, ar. each: post Svo, boards, tu, eaoh. 

OiBlaw and Lawmaker. | Chrlaitna Cha rd. With Fiondsplece by W, PACRT, 

Mm. Tragaoklsat with 8 ninstratlons by ROBERT SAUBBR. - Crown Svo, cloth^extra St.'id, ' 
Mnlrnat An Angio-A.nstralIan Romance. Crown 8ve, cloth, 6 s. 

Price (E. C.), Novels by. 

Cro^ Bra, doth extra, .jr. 6 d. each; post Bra, tUaslraled boards, as. each. 

Talantlna. 1 Th a Foraignara, | Mh. Laaoaatav*a Rtvsb 

Oak>ld. PostBra, Igustatedboards, as, _ , 

Princess Otjpt.'-Riadna: A Novel. Crown'Svo, doth extra, Sr. 
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(Phil), Works by. Crown 8vo. cloth extra, &i. each. 

Blrdi. I The Poete’ Beane. 

I and Matarei Xeptiles, Flehee, and Ineeote. 

Rochefouchuld’s Maxims and Moral Reflections, '^ith Notes 

and dn Introductory £ssay l>y SAIW rK-ISHl'VF. PostSvo, cloth limp, as 

Roll of Battle Abbey, The: A List of the Principal Warriors who 

raine from Norumndy with WiTlinm tlio C onqueior, 1066. Pnntcd in Cold and Tulours, < is . 

Rosenjrarten (A.).—A Handbook of Architectural Styles. Trans. 

latad l*y W COLI.I n-SANUAHS. With 1^30 Illustrations. Crown 8\'(>, sloth extra, 7^, 61/. 

Rowley (Hon. Hugh), Works by. Post 8vo, cloth, as. 6 d. each. 

Pnnlanai Riddles and Johee. With numerous Illustrations. 

MorePunlana. Prolii'Hlv Illusiiatod. 

Runciman (James), Stories by. Post 8vo, bds., as. ea.; cl,, as. 64 . ea. 

Bklppere A ShellliaokB. I Grace BalmalCn’e Sweetheart. I Bohoole A Scholars. 

Russell (Dora), Novels by. 

A Countrjr Sweetheart. Crown 810, cloth, v- . post 8vo, picture boards, u. 

The Drift of Fate. Cruuii I*' u, iloch, ( 3 ,f 

Russell (W. Clark), Novels, &c., by. 

<'rowu8vo, cloth exlra, \s 6if. cai h , post 8vo, illustrated boards, sr each, cloth limp, 3f.$rf each. 

Round the Galley-Fire. The Romance of Jenny Harlows. 

In the Middle watch. An Ocean Trafedy. 

On the Fo'k'ala Head. My Shipmate Louise. 

A Voyage to the Cape. Alone on a Wide Wide Bea. 

A Book for the Hammock. The Good Shipj Mohook.' 

The Mystery of the * Ocean Star.* The Phantom Death. 

Crown 8vi>, tlolh, 3.1.eich. 

The Tale of the Ten. With 12 lllimtra- I Is He the Nan? I The Convict Bhlp. 

tioiic by (>. MtiN liiAKi). I Heart of Oak, | The Last Entry. 

Saint Aubyn (Alan), Novels by. 

Crrnvn 8ro, rloth p\lia. sr Ah', Pirh , post 8yo. Illustrated boards, as earh. 

X Fellow of Trinity, itli a Note by f) li\’i:r WrcNoi i,t. IlOLirris mid a brouHspiecc. 

The Junior Dean. | The Master of St. Benedlct'e. I To Ule Own Maatop. 

Orchard Damerel. | In the Face of the World. I 

p(' Ip 8vo, cloth boards, ix eiirh. 

The Old Mald'a Sweetheart. I Modest Uttle Bara. 

The Tremlelt Diamonds, rrown «> o, cloth extra, st 

Saint John (Bayle).—A Levantine Family. A New Edition. 

( town flvo, I loth, 31 fui 

Sala (Cieorge A.).- Oaslight and Daylight. I’ost 8vo, boards, as. 
Scotland Yard, Past and Pieseni : Experiences ot 'I'hirty-bcven Years. 

Py bx-f hicf Inspector t AVANAt.lI. Post Pvo. Illustrated boards, m , tlolh, ar tul 

Secret OuL The: One Thousand Tricks with Cards; with Entertain- 

iiig I* sppriiiieiitc in Druwint; room or ' While’ Alatric, ByM. II. CKl.Mrit. Vilh3iK>llliistratioAS, Crowe 
8»p, I loth cxlra, 41. 6(i'. 

Seguin (L. G.), Works by. 

The Country of the Paeclon Play ^Oberammeraau) and the iri£:h 1 ,ands of Havana. With 

M>i|) ami 17 Illustr,itinnc t roun hvn, ■ lull) «‘xir,i j) (>,/. 

Walks In Algiers. W I'll 1 )iiu Maps and lo llhislraLions, I ronn 8vo, rloth extra, 6r. 

Senior (Wm.).—By Stream and Sea. Post 8vo, cloth, 2s. 64 . 
Sergeant (Adeline).—Dr. Endicott’s Experiment. Cr. 8vo, 3s. 64 . 
Shakespeare for Children: Lamb’s Tales from Shakespeare. 

With Illustrations, coloured and plain, by J Mf'VR .SMilH f rowii 4to, cloth gilt, 3.r. 6rf. 

Shakespeare the Boy. With Sketches of the Home and School Life, 

the Gancb and Sports, the Manners, Customs, and Fotk-lnre of the Time. By WlttlAU J. ROlFg 
Y/kh 1 ' Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth jilt, 34. dif. 


Robinson 

The Poet 
The Poet 
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Sharp (Wif Ham).—Children of To-iworrov. Crown 8vo. clot h, ^ 
Shelley’s (Percy^?6shc) Complete Works In Verse and Prose. 

Hdittsd, Prera^d. and Annotated by R. Hbknr UKHPilPKn. Pive Vol'i., croMii 8vo, ciotli, jr. id. each. 

JPtfttlsol Work*, 111 Th... 

Vob 1 . lutroi^rtion by ilic Editor; Ponhumous FMjrmentsof Margaret Nichol'son; Shelley's Corre- 
spnndcnre with Storkdale; The W.iiidrniig Jew ; Oueen Mali, with the Notei>, Alasiur, 
and other I’uems, Ko'-almd and Ilclen. I’roniethcns Unbound; Adonais, &c. 

«t n< Liioii and ( ^tlina The < enci, Julian and Maddalo; Swelltout the Tyrant; The Vr'ilch of 
Atla:,, l<(iiiisyi.hidiiiii: Hellas. 

„ III Posthumous I’usms; The Masque of Anarchy; and other Pieces. 

Vvaiie Works, m Tnn Vuis. 

Vot, 1 . The Two Koin.uues of 7 a$lroezl and St Irvyne the Dublin and Marlow Pamphlets; A Refu* 
ration of IVisni, 1 etters to I eii;li Hunt, .ind some Minor Writings and Fragments. 

„ II. 1 h<* Hsvays , l.etli-rs Ironi Abroad. Translations and I-riigiiieiits, edited by Mrs. SIlEI.LI!y. 
With a Uioguiiliy ol Shelley, and an Index ol the Prose Woiks 
_ _ _ Also a few sopies ol .a l.SRl.J-PAI‘_l_R UUl I t(l N, 5 v ols ,, rlntli, £i tjj. 6d. 

Sherard (R. H.).—Ro$rues: A Novel. Crown*8vo, cloth, i5. 6 d. 


Sheridan (Ueneral P. H.), Personal Memoirs of. With Portraits, 

Ma]j'., and I'.icsiniile'; 'J wo Voly , demy Rvo, tlotli, a+r _ __ 

Sheridan’s (Richard Brinsley) Complete Works, with Life and 

Alter ildtt s Incliuting Ins DraiiinticIV ntiiigs. Ins Wiirhs in Prose and Poetry, 1 ran.latioiis. Speeches 
and lokoi: With lo Illustrations Cronli »vo, iloth, ^.r 6r/. 

The Rival*, The Bohool tor Boandal, anclBiher Pius Po^t ern, half-bnund, ^r 
Btierldan's Comadlem: The Rivals mid The Bohooi fov Scandal. Uditt-d, w.th an Intrn- 
duciioii ,ind Ncili-s to ea< h Play, .iinl .1 Ihograyhicat bketch, by 1 >K.\NUI'.K Ma’iiUKV^. With 
Ph, tralK'iis Dciiiv Sio. h .df p a n hiii ciit. 1; r __ 

Sidney’s (Sir Philip) Complete Poetical Works, including all 

tliofo ill' Ar. ,icln ' With I'ortnit, Meniorial Intrudutiioii, Notes, &c., by the Rev. A. U. CrOiARI, 
IJ I> I hrtM Vot,, t i.iwn Pmi, cloth liisinl , y (n l e ar h _ 

Signboards : Tlieir Uislory, inchuling Anecdotes of Famous Taverns and 

it>"iii.irkai Ic t h ti.irriMs. l!y Fu <>»! LArwtaoD ,md John LAMl)a^ Horn-v. With Coloured I roimc 
pifcc and rj4 hill' li.niuir. 1 r'i«n u n, Jolli f Mr-t^7J Oif_ _ _ __ 

iSras (George R.), Works by. 


I’ll.I 3 i.o, ilhislraied bo.ird-,, 

The Ring o' Bells. 

Mary Jane's Meniolra, 

Mary Jane Married. 

Tinkletop's Crime. 

2eph: A« .in us Story, Ac. 

TaJlai of TO'day. 


St rarh cloth Iinip, *r. earh. 

Dramae of Lifo. nh &o Illustrations. 
Memoira of a Landlady. 

My Two Wives. 

Beenes from the Show. 

The Ten Commandmeute: Stonea 


r'ror.'n Pro. pu luro i met. ir p.i' U rlntli, rr 'i.f c.trh. 

The Dagonet Reciter and Reader: bemg Ucadui^s and Kectutio' in Pro<ie and Ve'<« 
bi lt"( u d iinil Ills uwn \V..iUs|is {.L'iiu.uK Sim >. 

The Case of Oeorgo CandJemac. I Dagonet Dittlee. (1 >m The Ke/et tt ) 


Roguee and Vagabonds. A T dnmn utown , tl»th, fid. 

How the Poor Live; md Horrible London. 

Dagonet Abroad. Cioiviikw), iiotli, ;r n.f p.ist^io, 

sister Dora: A Biography By MAKGAUEr Lonsdale. With Four 

lUustralmns Dciiiv'’ui, liKlliti'n*\i r, 4./ , Llnlh, fwf _ 

Skelcliley (Arthur).--A Matchjn the Dark._ 

Slang Dictionary (The): Etymological, HiMuncal, and Anecdotal. 

Crottil S'O, .I'.iti Pitn, (1 fi.r _ ______ 

Smart (Hawley), Novels by. 

t'rowil Rii), I.li'lh 3S (ii r,icll, pc'!! 8vo, picture Ivi.ifds. or I'lcli 

Beatrice and Benedlclt. I Without Love or Liosnea. 

rrnw'ii Urn, rlnlli, 4c (ii' each 

Long Odde. | The Master of Bathkell'y. I_The Outelder. | A Racing Rubber. 

The Plunger. P, a p,". 1 titure b.iird.., .-r _ _ _ __ 

Smith (J. Moyr), Works by. 

The Prince of Argolis. M itli 1 m Ihu',trntimi<;. Pnci Svn, duth evtr.-i, ^r, fi.f 

The Wooing of the Water Witch. IV^th mmi^rous Illii^r.itl'Mv,. Post 8vo, doth, fir. _ 

Society in London. Crown Sve^ jj.; cloih.jis. 6 rf. __ _ _ 

Society in Paris: The Upper Ten Thousand. A Series of Letters 

from Count I’Arr 1 A''ll 1 to r ’1 oiing f^rerich Ihplninat_Cr own 8vo, c loth, fij __ 

Somerset (Lord Henry).-^Songs of Adieu. Small 4to,Jap^dM'^. 
Spilding (t. A., LL.B.).—Elizabethan Demonoiogy: An psmy 

jjij the kelifif Hi tbt Lx;st?ptp pl Dev^?, C,t\vii 3 vo, ejoth 






^pel«bt (T. WOi Nov^ by. 

^ott 8ro. iUttattated boards ar. 

®* Hwwm DsH*. 1 Jh* bn^^tw 

^'^Owvlms Wairst &c. __ , Bumw** BpniaiM** 

<poAirli|lMd: & Bandyerott Myatonr* QulnaiiiM tn Falli _ 

HooBl 


\ to xaro. 

JL Barron Tltla 


. HoobaBd from tha < 


Foht 8vo, clotit luiip, u. 6d^ each. 

I Wlfo or Mo WltoT 


C ro-A-u 8vo, clotb extra, jt. 6ii^ each, 

B. Boerot of ttao Boa. | Vho Gray Honk. | The Maotor of Tronaaoo* < 
A Hlnlon of tho Hoon t A Romance of tlio Kine^ lliehemy. 



I ^ 





Spenser for Children. By M. H. Tqwry. With Coloared lliustrsfiont 

by Wali &R J. MokiIaN, dirovrn 4 to, cloth extra, y, 6ii. 


Stafford (John), Novels by. 

Dorlo and I. Crown 8vo, cloth, sr. (uT. 
Carlton Prtoro. Crown 8vo, cloth, gih top. 


Starry Heavens (The): A Poetical Birthday Book. Royal xOmo, 

cloth extra, 3«. p 

Stedman (€. C.), Works by. Crown Svor cloth extra, 9«^,i»ach. 

Vletozlan Pooto. I The Poota of JLmartaa. 


Stephens (Rlccardo, M.B.).~-The Cruciform Mark: The Strange 

btory of KICUAKU TtiECiONNA. Hachelor of Modicine (Unlv. Edinli,) Crown 8ro, cloth, 31. td. 


Sterndale (R. Amiitage).>-The Afghan Knife: A Novel. Crown 

8vd, cloth ettra, sr. (wf.: post 8vo, illustrated boardt, a^. 


Stevenson (R. Louis), Works by. Post 8vo, cloth limp, as, 6 d, ea. 

TravolO with a Donkey. With a Frontispiece by Wactbr CraNB. 

An Inland Voyado. With a Fruatispiece iiy Wali er Crane. 


Crown 8vo, buckr.ini, gilt top, 6s, eaclu 

Familiar Btndlao of Mon and Booko. 

Vho Silverado Sqoattaro. With Frontispiece by J. D. S trong. 
k'no Marry Man. 1 Unaorwoodoi Foema 

Homorteo and Portralto. 

VlrflDlbna Pnorlaquo, and other Papers. | Ballade. I Prlneo Ottoii 

Aeroeo the Plains, with other Memories and Hssdis. 

Weir of Hermleton, 


A Lowden Sabbath Morn. With ay full-pace Illustrations by X. S, 6dVT>. Fwsp, 4 'Oi 
cloth, 6r. 

Sonde of Travel. Crown 8ve, buckram, 51. 

Mew Arabian Midhte. Crown Svo, buckram, Rllt top, 6s .; post 81a, illustrated boardc, as. 

The Buiolde Clubi and The Mad ah’s Diamond. (Froro hew Akawan Miuur<i.i With 
Ei(fht lUusttations by W. J. llENNK^V. Crown 8vo, cloth, y. 6rf. 

The Edlnbnrdh Bditlon of the Works of Robert Lonls Btsveneon. Twenty-wven 
Vols, demy 8vo. I'his Edition (which is linitted to 1,000 copies) is sold in Sets only, the price oi 
which may be learned from the Booksellers. The First Vuhinic was published Nov., 1894. 

Stories from Foreign Novelists. With Notices by Helen and 

AliCK ZlMXlERN. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, ,v, 6 </,; post Rvo, illustrated boards, as. 


Strange Manuscript (A) Pound in a Copper Cylinder. Crowo 

Svo, cloth extra, with 19 lUustratlous by GU.BBRT GAUL, $r.; post 8vo, Ulustraled boards, as. 


Strange Sc»crets. Told by Percy Fitzgerald, Conan Doyle, Flor- 

PNCU MarrYAT, &c. Post Svo, iUiistr.ited boards, ar. 

Strutt (Joseph). — I'he Sports and Pastimes of the Pebnle of 

Z_ "_Zt including the Rural and Domestic Recreations, May Games, Mummeries, SluMr$,^.t liroa, 

the Earliest Feriod to the Fresent Tune. Edited by William HONE. With i4olUusiratioai. Ctewa 
Svo , cl oth ex t ra, y, (|rf. 

Swtft*s (Dean) Choice Works, in Prose and Verse. With Memoir, 

Portrait, and Facsimiles of the Maps in' GulUver’s Travels.* Crown Svo, doth, y, SiA ', ^ 

^ Oalllv«v*a Tntvdls. ahd A Tala of a Tub, Post 8vo, half-bound, as. ^ 

Iqflgtkfth i A Study. By 1. CttyRTON COLflNf Crowii 8v9, 








A WtND(l& Ut Si. Um, 


Swliilrtinie (Alsernoii COf Works, by. 

AmImMiuui from ia»m Peat|lRl Volte of i A BtoAr of SlmkooMium. Cn 
iSwtatenmo* Vap. Hpu, of tko ftorlamdco. Cn 

JMilMlfo til Guidon. Crown Bvo, 6«. BfuAoa In Bon^ Ctnwfl 3 va jj, 

dy. Crown Bvo, 7 r- dfaiv Btunrt: A Tra^dy. Crow 


don. Crown Bvo, 6«. 
dy. Crown Bvo, 7t. 

Mfmn noB BUinai. Finsr series Crown 
[Bro, Offcap Bvo, 

Poate aad Ballad*, second Si-kils. Crown 

Bvo, 9f. 

PoamaABallada. Thirdsf-riks. Cr.8vo.7r. 
Banga k*iw« Bunrlae. Crown Bvo, mi. &</. 
Botnwalli A TroEody. Crown Bvo, tJt. ruT, 

~ Jl «t Taro Mations. Crown Bvo, 6r 
laonja dwiiman. (.s'w Voi. ll. of u. Chap- 
,MAl?S WoTkn.) Crown Rvo, jr. 6rf. 

VaBaVS ajnd Btndiaa. Crown Bvo, tsr. 
XiteMbaaat A Tr.iKrdy. Crown Byo, Ct, 

A Mota OB Cluudotta Bronta. Cr. Bvo, fit. 


Crown Bto, Ms. 
Crown Bvo, fit. 


Mnyy Stuart : A Tragedy. Crown Bro, St, 
Prlatram of LMneasa. Crown Bvo, 9; 

A Century of RoundelBt Sman 4to, sr. 

A Mldsommar Holiday. Crown Svn. 71. 
Harlno Pallaro r A Trapedy. Crown Bvo, Or. 
A Study of Vtetor Hugo. Crown Bvo, fit. 
BBIsoallantoa. Crown Bvo 
XiOOrIna 1 A r.igody. Cros-u Bvo, 6.r. 

A Study of Ban Jeilaon. Crown Svo. p. 
Tba Bistara: A Tragody. Crown Bvo, fit. 
Aatrophal. d:c. C rown Bvo, jt, 

Btttdlaa In Proae and Poetry. Cr.Bvo, pt. 
Sha Pala of j^an. Crown Bvo, p. 


Syntax's (Dr.) Three Tours: In Search of the Picturesque, in Search 

of Consolation, ana in Sc.irLh of a Wde. Wttli RovVCAND.<iON’S Colourru Illustrations, .ind Ufa of tba 
Author by J. C. HOITHN. Crown Bvo, clolh cstrn, ft. fid. 


Talne's History of English Literature. Translated by Henry Van 

LaUN. Four Vuls , small demy Bvo, clotii boards, 30.1.—FOPUCAR EDITION, Two Vols., hrga crown 
Bvo, ciotit eatra, isr. _____ 

Taylor (Bayard). ~ Diversions of the Echo Club: Burlesques of 

Modem writGrs. Pont Bvo, doth bmp, sj. 


Taylor (Tom). — Historical Dramas, Containinf? ‘Clancarty,’ 

'Jeanne Dare,'‘’T«ivt Axf and Crown,"The Fool's Revenge, • Arkwripht's Wife,' 'Aimc Bolcyn, 

rloth c (tra, yj. fid. 

e Pl,aysii ay aWo bo hail sepai ttely, at rr. each. 

Tennyson (Lord): A Biographical Sketch. By H. J. Jennings. Post 

Bv o, poTt i.ut cover , ir , cloth, fid __________ . 

Thackerayana: Nnies and Anecdotes. With Coloured Frontispiece and 

_Hu ndreds of bke tches h y W ILLIAM MAK EPCACR THA CKI KaY. Crown Bvo, cl oth e »tra,3r fid. 

Thames, A New Pictorial History of the. By A. S. Kraussb. 

with 34 0 llln ’ dratlo ns. Pos t Bvo , clot h, u fid, _ _____ 

Thiers (Adolphe). ~ History of the Consulate and Empire of 

France under Napoleon Transited b>'D. FoKiiDa CAMPliPt-i and JOHN STEUBING. With 36 Steel 
Pintes. IS Vols , demy Bvo, cloth extra, isv each, 

Thomas (Bertha), Novels by. Cr. 8vo, cl.,3s. 6<i.ea.; post Svo, as. ea, 

Th« yioUn>Play«r. __ I PpoudJKatoia. 

CMUStdu. Post Bvo, iUiistrated bo rds, si. 

Thomson's Seasons, and The Castle of Indolence. With Intro* 

ductlon t»y Ali an Cunningham, and 48 tUustrainms. Post Bvd, half-bound, -ts. _ __ 


Tbombury (Walter), Books 

PlM Itlf* and CoppUBpondiinou of J. M. V. Turaer. With Fight Illuttratlons in Colours and 
Two Woodcuts. New and Revise d Edition. Crow n B vo. clo th, 31. td. 

Fo&t Bvo Uliistratcd boards, sr. each, 

OM StoPtu* Ra*told. _ I P ale » fog thu Ma rlnu*. 

Tlmbs (John), Works by. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 75 . td. each, 

Tim Hmtory of Clabg and Club Ufa In Xiondoni Anecdotes of its Famous CotTee-bouses, 
Hostelrtes, and Taverns. With 49 lUnstratlons. 

nnAloli EnoantPloa and EooantvleltlM: Stories of Dcludons, Impostures, Sporting Scenes, 
- Eccentric Artists, Tlfeattical Folk, See. With 4B Illnstrationi,. _ 


Transvaal (The). By John de Villiers. With Map. Crown Svo, if. 


Trolfope (Anthony), Novels by. 

^ Crown Bvo, cloth extra, at. fid, each: 

Ite Vap wa Xdva Moss. 

PmiM Itelimniin. 


post Bvo, illustrated boards, at. each. 

I n». Beovboniagh'a. FomllF. 
I Tho I«and"E«ottgaow. 


JBapt m.tka.nark. _ 
ram-aoldoB Xdon of Oronpawi. 


Post Bvo, illustrated tioards, at. each. 


The Amartoon Bonaimp. _ 

John Caldfgatg. I Karion Pay 


(Frances E.), Novels by. 

Crown Bvo, cloth extra, 3;. fid, each t post Bvo, IBustnted boetds, sr. each. 

iSkf IMdSt Vsoa tte B«»> I HatelH Pr^pNMSs 1 Aoiig Fa»«Mh 
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Trollope (T. A.).—Diamond Cut Diamond, gost 8vo, illust. bds., 2$. 
Trowbridge (J. T.).-“Farnell*s Folly. Post 8vo, lUust.^oards, 2s. 


Train's (Mark) Books. 

Cromi 8 vo, doth extrn, 3 ^ td. enrh. 

Tha Choleo Works of Kark Twain. ReviscUaml Corrccu J tlirunfiliout by thr Author. Vf 
1 lie, I'lirti.iit, .md nuuicrtju-. lUustr.itions 

RoughlniC It; .iiid The Innocents at Home. Wiiii sr,o TlUiHtr.iiions by R A. KK.vbUA. 

The American Claimant. With81 lllustr.itionsbv Hai. Huk^i and oiliers. 

Tom Sawyer Abroad. Wahiib lllustratinns bv Dan' i;r. vkj>. 

Tom Sawyer, Detective, Ac With PhotciKMiurc I'lirtmt 
Piidd'nhoad Wilson. V\ ith rurtrjitaiid bi' llllustniiioir. by Rni'is l.t’i rt' 

Mark Twain’s Library ^ Humour. With ig; Jliu .tr.ittons b> h. w. Ki-.'i>illb. 

f'rnwn 8vo, rl.ith rxlin, M eac.li, post 8vo, picture boards, ss fnc.li, 

A Tramp Abroad. With 314 Iltii->ir.itions 

Tho Innocents Abroad; or, 1 he Nevi I’lk'niTi s Pri<t;ress With 334 Tllustjaiions (The Two fihil- 
iiii^rhdiii'iii i-.eiitirli d Mark Twain’s Pleasure Trip.) 

The Gilded Age. lU M\KIC TW\IN and i: 1 > W\.,-n 1.K With 212 lllustratuiis. 

The Adventures of Tom Sawyer. With m IlliistmLions. 

The Prince and the Pauper. v\'ith 100 tiiiistr,uiuiii>. 

Life on the Misslssliml. AVith 30.1 llhistMtioii. 

The Adventuree of fiuakleberry Plnn. Avuh 1 T 4 lihisir.siiniisby R w. Kpsipr k. 

A Yankee at the Court of King Arthur. l\uh ..'o lliiistr.itiuu', by i;a.n UbAjtu. 

The Stolen White Elephant. 

The Al.OOO.Otiio Bank.Nole. 


Nark Twaln’e Sketches. I’ost ^vi>, illustmicd iM>.iTd~. rr 

Personal Reoolleotlons of Joan of Arc. w iiii Tivi.lve liiustr.-itloiis by F. V. DU Mond. 
C riiwli 8vo, cloth 6r. 

More Tramps Abroad. Croan 8 vo, doth, (rilt top. £r. 


Tytler (C. C. Fraser-).—Mistress Judith: A Novel. Crown 8vo, 

ilulli extra, 31. bil , post 8vo, ilhislr.iti .1 bo.iids 2,1 


Tytler (Sarah), Novels by. 

Croen 8vo, cloth extr.i, M each , post flvo. iIUi3tr.atCil bn.irds, af each 

Lady Ball. I Burled Diamonds. | The Blaokhall OhostS. 


Posttivo, illustrated b'suds, ar each 

What Sha Came Through. The Huguenot Family. 

Oltoyenne Jacquellna. Noblesse Oblige. 

The Bride’s Pass. Beauty and tha Beast. 

Saint Mungo's City. Diaappaared. 


The Macdonald Lass. With Fiontepiece. Crown Evu. cloth, 31 
The Wltcb-Vflfe. Cruw'i e,ci, cloth, p («/ 


Upward (Allen), Novels by. 

A Crown of Straw. Crown 8vo, i loth, er. 

rro»n Pvn, duth, v. tif. each , jnist Evn, picture Ni.ttild, zi each. 

The Queen Against Owen. I The Prince of Balkistan. 

'God Save the Queen I' a T.ile of '3;. t rown Evu, docuraled I over, rr; dolh, sr, 

Vashti and Esther. By 'Belle' olThe Woild. Cr. 8vo, cloth, 3s. G(/. 
Vizetelly (Ernest A.),—The Scorpion: A Romance of Spain. With 

«i ] udilisiiiVLe C rown Uvti, (loili fxtri, u 


Walford (Edward, M.A.), Works by. 

Walford'e County Faj.illlee of the United Kingdom (1B9B). t'riiit.ihiiniT the TVirent. 
I'liith, Marri.ii;t<, bdiiiation, ,1cc , of iz.muu lleacb ul 1 juuho.s, ilicir 1 Umi&, Uflui'<i, Addieucs, Clults, 
Ac. Kiiy.il !)vii, cloth nit, 501 . 

Walford'e BliUling Peerage (18BS). Containing' a Lh>t of the llcitise of I.orils, Scotch and 
lri>ih Pcen, At I'liici, cloth, ir. 

Walford’e Shilling Bavonetago (1SB8). Coiit.iinincr a T ist of ilio llaroiicts of ths United 
Kmudoin, Uiojjr.iphifal Notice,, Addrossos, A’c. 33 . 110 , cloth, ji 

Walford'e Shilling Knightage (18B8). f'ontdiiiin}r .1 l.ist of the Knights of thy United 
Kui|rdoin, Hiographic.!! Notices, Addresses, Ac 321110, cloth, iji. 

Walford’e Shilling House of Commone (1QB8). Cuncamiug a I.i»t of all the Motul^ers of the 
a New Parliament, their Acldrecssi's, Club., &c. 3zino, cloth, ts. 

Walford’s Complete Peerage, Baronetage, Knightage, and House of Comraeu 
UlMBV Koyal 32100, cloth, gilt edges, it £/» tAe prtu. 






CHATTO & WINDUS, iii 5t. Martlo’s Lane. 


h 


ndon. W.C. 


as 


Waller (S. E.).—Sebastiani’s Secret. With Nine full-page illusi 

trattons t)y the Author. Crq((|h 8vo, clot h, ___ 

Walton an 9 Cotton’s Complete Angler; or. The Contemplative 

Mart's Kecroation. liv SZaak Waj ton . trnd In^trurtioiis IJuw lo Aiij'ta. for a Trout or (iraylinji in a 
dear Stream, % t.HAKi l<S t.oriON 'Witli Memoirs ami Notes bv bir HARRIS NIC 01 A&, and 6i 
Illustratio iia Cfotiu Rvo, il»tli anti'iue, 71 6.^._______________________ 

Walt Whitman, Poema by. Edited, with Introduction, by William 

M. ROSSF. T ri . Willi ror tnit. Crow n St o, liand -ro ade paper ai nl hiw It raiti, 6 s. 

Ward (Herbert), Books by. 

nv« Veara with the Confto Cannlbali. With inustr.itIons. Royal ftvo, doth, 141. 

My Lite with Stanley's Re ar C uard. With hlm% l*o st 8vo . is .; cloth, u. _ 

Warman (Cy).—The Express Messenger, and other Tales of the 

Rail Crown Svil, •'lolh ir 

Warner (Charles Dudley).—A Roundabout Journey. Crown 8vo, 

doth extra, tu_ _____ 

Warrant to Execute Charles I. A Facsimile, with the 59 Signatures 

and Seals Prin'ed on pni'ercsin by 14 tn. bj. 

Vappant to Exoeute Mapy Queen of Seote. A Fardmile,including Queen F.lizabeth's Siyna* 

_ tiire .niul the I .re.it' vmI i-c • _ _ ____ 

Washington’s (George) Rules of Civility Traced to their Sources 

and Ri sliirid by Mi'Nr'l’PH O (’fiNWAV Fi.ip flve, J.ipiinese vellum, w Arf._ 

Wassermann (Lillias) and Aaron Watson.—The Marquis of 

Carabae. I’ust iiiusir.iteil bn.irds, 's. _ ______ 

Weather, flow to Foretell the, with the Pocket Spectroscope. 

Bv i W Pi>NV itU Illu'ttr iliuns ( rnwn 8vo , n ; l 1 oII>, ir 6 </. 

Wcstall (W''UIiani), Novels by. 

TpUBt-Money. I’<)‘>t Illublr.iti'.I iMonTi, at- ; clilh, aj, 

Bom of Belial. Crenn 8vo. doth exlr.i, v («l 

with the Bed Eagle: A Koniiiiii'e of the Tyrol Crown Rvn, doth, 

A Woman Tempted Him. Crown flvn, dotli, yitr top, 61 \Sherttv 


Westbury (Atha).—The Shadow of Hilton Fernbrook: A Ro- 

in.iiiro of M.ioriland <. rnwn R\f, 1 loth, n ^ _ _ _ _ __ 

White (Gilbert).—The Natural History of Seiborne. Post 8vo, 

printed on 'jnl p.ipor iiid h/If-lioniul, 21. _ 

WlllTains (W. Mattieu, F.^A.sT) ” Werk^by. 

Bolenee in Short Chanters. <'rnwn Rvn, doth rxtra 71 M 
- A Simple Treatise on Meat. Illo^ir,t(ii'iiis (,iowti tivo. ar. 6A 
The'Cnemlstry of Cookery. Crow n Pv o. > imu e^tr.i. t-r 
The Chemistry of Iron and Steel making. ( rown Pvn, doth extra, 9^. 

A yindteatJon of Phrenology. Wiih Rorir.iir ,1011 it lllusts 1)<>my Rvo. rioth extra, nt. M. 

Williamson (Mrs. F. H.).—A Child Widow. Post Svo, bds. , 31. 
Wills (C. J.), Novels by. 

An Kasy.going Fellow. Crown Svo, doih, je. M. 

His DSM Past. C town Svo, cloth, fi( 


Wilson (Dr. Andrew, F.R.S.E.), Works by. 

Chapters on Evolution. With 11hi>.tt ition' Crown avo. doth .xtra, 7f 6rf. • 

Leaves from a Natupaltst's Note-Book. ro<>t kiii, dt.tii iiiiip, 6 f 
X,elsiire-Tlme Studios. With lihisti.itions Crown aif>, doth ■ \tri, n, 

Studies In Lire and Sense. tVuli i>iiiii)*roii>. )lliistr,itioii'- i rown livii, doth px^ra Sr 
Common accidents: How to Treat Them. U'ltii ilhisti,<>mn,, i lonn svo.ir., doth, rr M 
Glimpses uf Nature, With-I^ lIliiMi.itions Crown h.,. I loth rMr,i. tr o,/ 


Winter (John Strange), Stories b3'. I’ost 8 vo, illustrated boards, 

2f '.idi lIi f! h‘"j,, 3. cy paoh. 

Cavalry Life, I Regimental Legends. 

Cavalry Life and Reghnental Legends. Lisi^ar',’ l nin'iN, r,r-t m nrw *}nc nr'l ha-'l 

somelv boiin,! Cio'-ii (.Inlh, fii/ 

S Soldier's Children. W'liJi 34 lllii,,trations by F 0 TtroM5i>N’ and R Sii'.yRi HAxnv Cro-vn 
Svo, cloth pxtrj, 3f. 6rf. 

Wissmann (Hermann von)—My Second Journey through 

Hgnat o plal A f rica. With 93 lllnitr atmi'is Onny svo. cJotii, » 6 r 

Wood (H. F,), Detective Stories by. Post Svo, boards, 25..each .*7 

The Fassenger from Scotland Yard. | The Englishman of the Ruo caiw. 









*Z. Z.* (Louis Zan^ill).—A Nineteenth Century Miracle. Cr. 

8vo. dotli, y 6<, ____ 

Zola (Emile), Novels by. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3;. 6 d. each. 

Hl« Bseelleney (Bittfena Bontfon', With nn Introduction by ERNKSt A. YUBTELty. 

The Dmm-Bhop (L’AiaommotPh With Introduction by E. A. VizBtSLLY, 

Til* r»t and ilia Vbla. Trttiislated by EuNbbT A. VUEIELLY. 

■onay. Trnnshitedby ERNKsr A. 

Tha Downtall. Translated by E. A. Vize i lllv. 

Vha DMam. Translated by HU2 A Chase. With Fleht Illustrations by JRANN'TOT, 

SoetoFPftaoft!. Translated by E. A. ViZhii'i.r v. \\ itli Portrait of the Author. 

XAOFdaa. Translated by Ernest A Vi/kih.iy. 

Boma. Translate,! by ERNES i A. V i/p i Ki.i Y. 

ParlB. Translated by liRNfcbT A. Vizi ICI.IV. 


SOME BOOKS CLASSIFIED IN SERIES. 

For fttlUr cataloguing, see alphabetical arrangement, pp, 1-26, 
The Maj^air Library, post 8vo, cloth Ump, as. <W. per Volume. 


A Jonmey Bonod Uy Roon. ByX. dk M aistkl. 

Translated by Sir HENRY ATIWELL 
Quips and Quiddities Ijy W. O. ahams. 

The Abmw Oetamn of *nie Times,' 

UelsaeBoIyAnatomised Abtid<mentofBi'RTO.v. 
?oetical lagsDUities. By W. T. HuEbUN. 

The Ow^srd Papers. By r'iN-DEC. 

W. 8. QUbert's Plays. Three Senes. 

Bongs of Irish W» and Unmour. 

Animals and their Ussters. By&irA IImt 
S oolal Pressnn By Sir A. Helps. 

Onrlosltlei of Orltleuim. By U. J. j fnninc.s. 

The Autocrat of the Brea^aat-Zable, By OLiv ek 
Wenpell Holues. 

Pencil and Palette. By R. Kempt. 
little Essays, from Lame's LEtTER.s. 

Forenslo Anecdotes. By I acob Larwooii 


Theetrlcal AnecdotM. By J acoes I.arwooo. 
Wlteb Stories Bj E Lvnvei.vion. 

Ourselves. By E. Lynn uni'd.n. - 
Pastimes and Playen. ByR. Macorecok. ■ 
New Paul and Virginia By w. ll. Mallock. 
The Hew Republic. By W. II. Mallock. 

Pack on Pegasus, By H. C. Pennell. 

Pegasus Re saddled. By H. C. Pbnneix. 

Muses of Mayfair. Edited by H. C. Pennell. 
Thoraan ■ Uis l.ife and Aims. By H. A. Pace. 
Punlana. By Hon, Hugh Rowlhv. 

More Puniana. By Hon Hugh Kowlby. 

The PbUoeophf oiHandwilting. 

By Stream and Bea. By William siAtioR. 
Leaves from a Haturallst's Hote-Book. By Dr. 
ANDREW WILSON. 


The Ooiden Library. Post 8 vo, cloth limp, 25. per Volume. 


Btvenlonaof the Bobo Club. Bayard Taylor. 
Bongs for SbIIots. By W. C. Bbnneti . 

Ltvssof the Recromanoers. By W. Godwin. 
The Poetical Werhe of Alexander Pope. 

Bcenea of Oonnny Life. By EDWaku Jesse. 
Tale for a Chimney Comer. By Leigh HP.s'r. 


The Anteerat of the Breakfast Table, By 
OLIVER WlNUELL lIULMPb. 

La Mort d'Arthur ■ Solections from MALLORY. 
Prorlncial Letter! of Bloiie Paecal. 

M axim s and Refiectiens of Rochefoneahld. 


Handy Novels. Fcap,8vo, cloth boards, is. 6i, each. 

The Old Mald'a B^atiieart. By A, Sr Aubyn. a Lost Soul. By W. L. Alden. 
HodeetUttieBara. By Alan st. aubyn Sr. PalUeer's Patient. By Grant Allen 

Beven Bteepers of Ephesue. M. H COlrridgb. Monte Carlo Btorlei. By Joan Barrett. 

Taken frm the Enemy. By H, Nbwbqlt. Black Spirits and t^te. By R. A. Cram. 


My Library. Printed oa laid paper post Svo, half*Roxburgbe, 21. Cd. each. 

Citation and Examination of WUUamShahspeare. i Christie Johnstone. By Charles Reade. 

By W S. LANDOR Peg Woffington. By CHARLES Rbade. 

The Journal of Maurice de Guerin. ' The Dramatic Ese^sef Ohwlee Lamb. 


The Pocket Library. Post 8vo, printed on laid paper and h£..b<L, ax. eec r h . 

The Sesaye of Ella., By Charles Lamb. White'! Ratnral HMotr of Belboma. 

RobiuMi Cnteoe. IQustmted by G. Ckuikskavk. ettiUvereTravels,' Ac. By Dean Swift.- ' 

vntima andOMltiee. BvThomasHood PluyabyR icmar.o BrinsleySmbrIdam^ i 

The Barber'e Chair By Douglas Jurrold. Anecdotes of the Clergy. By Jacob LAKWoenh' 

festreneny. ‘-By BrillaT'SavaRiN. Thomsea’s Seamus, lilustraied. 

The EMcarean, &c. By Thomas Moore. Antooratof tas Brmdtiiuit Taifle and ThePreltaeae 

Lel{|hsiiht'eXMayl. Vdiiedl^ E. Ollier. at the Braak(MtTb|^. Hy O. W. HoLAUEllh w 




. ^ tItifIN) 4itt it tttAdwi, W.C. , 

THEiPICCADlLLY NOVELL 

'bfUftHV Sm'i^iis ot M<^xi^,maiiy lUnatrated, crown 8vo, etoth extm, 3s. 6d. each. 


Br MQb ALEXANOCR. 


l^u'jObolc* Ms WotawDl Wit 
ALfl^GNa 


fite Omt Taboo. 
finaureMTa Danghtot. 
SaoboH of PowyaluiA. 
Blood Iloyal. 

Ivan Qreot'i Matter' 
pieoe. 

The Bcallywag. 

At Market V^ue. 
Bader Btaled Orden, 


AXlMBilonkt. ^ 

■ '' ®y Pf M. 

ftowaif 

. By ORANT ALLEN 

suimia — - . - 

C2fS».**^ 

MrMatnle'a Balko. 
laauitodM. 
liw Banoalag BaaA. 

Mopoittt'kBle. 

THa Mortal OolL 
Aa Toaie of abatt. 

By MARY ANDERSON. 

OtboUo’e Oeoaeatlon. 

By ^W!N L. ARNOLD. 
nratbarheeaSciaa. J Oonttable of 8t NlchoUt. 
By ROBERT BARR. 

S a Btoaaur Cbalr. 1 A Woman IntctTrenea 

om WBooo Benme. ] Kevenge t 

By PRANK BARRETT, 
no Womaa of the Iron Braceleti 
fhoSardlatSoaBdal. I A Miiaine Wltneaa. 

By ‘BELLE.’ 

Vaafctt aad Ertlier. 

By Sir W. BBSANT and J. RICE. 

MoW-MmyMOrtlboy. By Calla’t Axbonr. 

MyIdtAOirl. Cnaplaln of the Fleet. 

Intli aad Orom. 

TM Boa of Vnlcaa. 
no BoMea Butterfly. 

noMoakoofTheleaia. _ _ 

By Sir WALTER BESANT. 

AU aad Coadl. fhe Ball ol Bt. Faul'a 


By MORT. PRANCES C0LLINS. 


tioaaof Maa. 
na Oaptaiat' Boom. 

All la a Qarden Fair. 

Bwotlw Forater. 

Vaole Jaek.^ 
no World Want Vary 
Walinea. 

OblUraa of Qlbaon. 

EMtFaalaa. 
gar Faith aad Freodom. 

TaOkU SerMiaa. 
no SoTolt of Btaa. 

By AMBROSE BIERCE, 
bt Uia lOAit of Ufa. 

By PAUL BOUROET. 
AUvtuIiia. . 

By ROBERT 
Aadow of the Bword. 

AOdld of Mature, 

004 aad the Mah. 

||iBt|Tde» of Madellnt 
SowMe Cnr Brer. 

Attaa Water. 

FodclaTa Manor. 

Rok BUCHANAN & HY. 

Vb# 

“ ■ MITCHELL CHAPPLE. 

' Chord. , 

By HALL CAINE. 

I na Baaauter. 


BUCHANAN. 

The Hew Abelard 
Matt. I Rachel Dana. 
Maater of th 1 Mine. 
The Bair of liana 
Woman and the Man. 
Bed aad White Keathor. 
Lady Xllyatrlck. 

. MURRAY. 



fho Bhadaiw o?a Orimo 
Afoatfllgiar^ 

Afl^ark.' 
dntonlaa 

__ ._ ^0 and Book. 

aMaonatena. 

aaadWiisi. 

^^fedktin 

fAWMPihV. 


y ANNE COATES. 


COLLINS, 
na Two Brrtlttlei. 
na Law and the Lady. 
Thfr'Kauntod Botol. 
na FaUanXeaTOS. 
Jeaahal’B Sankhtar. 
TkoBlaokXtfha. 

Baart and BolenoA 

na Sail OanlttB. 

andWe, 


Frem MldtJght to Mid* 
Bight. 

T«i Flay me Falio. 


_ ay I 

The Cate of Mr Lueraft. 
In Traiaigar'a Fay. 

The Ten Yeart' Tenant. 


The Mote Brte 
Armorei of Lyonetto, 

8 Xatherlne'B bv Tower 
Vorbena Oamallla Bte' 
phanotie. 

Too Ivory Sate. 

The Rebel Qneen. 
Beyond the Dreamt of 
Avarice. 

The Maater Orafttman, 
The (hty of RelUge. 


Trafumigratlon. 

Blaehamih A Bchhlar. 
noVlUago Comedy. 

By MACLARBN COBBAN. 
noBodBnltan. inoBt^onofliabeL 
By E. H. COOPER. 

Cooffory Hanultan. 

By V. CECIL COTES. 

Two Olrla on a Barge. 

By C. EGBERT CRADDOCK. 

Hit Vaniohed Bt|r. 

By H. N. CRELLIN. 

Romancai of the Old BoragUe. 

By MATT CRIM. 

The Advontnraa of a Fair Rebel. 

By S. R. CROCKETT and otherg. 

Talet of Onr Coait. 

By B. M. 

Diana Barrington. 


Proper Pride. 

A Family Uheneta. 
FrettyMla 
. Blra I 


CROKER. 

The Beal Lady EUda, 
Harried or Bugle t 
TwoMaatera. < 

In tbaSlttgdom of Kerry 
Intarferenoa 
A nM Faraon 


^ Ilia Mevllla. 

A Bird of Pataago, 

‘To Let.' IHr. Jervlt. 

Village Talea A Jangle 
TrftiTRdlRi. 

Bv WILLIAM CYPLES. 

Roarti of Gold. 

By ALPHONSE DAUDET. 

The Evangoliat; or, Port halvstlon. 

By H. COLEMAN DAVIDSON. 

Mr. Sadler'a Danghtert. 

By ERASMUS DAWSON. 

The Fonutaltt of Yonth. 

By JAMES DE MILLS. 

A Caatlo In Bptdn. 

By. J. LfcITH DERWENT. 

Our Lady of Teari. I Circo'B Lovera. 

Bv DICK DONOVAN. 

Trached to Doom. | no Myatery of Jamaiai 

Man from UancAekter | Torraoo. 

Tha Chroolclea of Michael DanevitOh. 

By RICHARD DOWLING. 

Old Oorceran'a Honey. 

By A. CONAN DOYLE, 

ne PIrm of Slrdlcatone. 

By S.' JEANNETTE DUNCAN. 

A Daughter of To-day. I Vemon'a Anat. 

By O. MANVILLE PENN, 

no MowMlttren. I ne Tiger Lily. 

Wltneai to the DeeA I ne Imte Virgin. 

By PERCY FITZGERALD. 

Fatal Zero. 

By R. B. PRANCILLON. 

One by One. I Ropu of SanA 

A Dog aad hla Shadow, t Jack Doyla'a Daughter, 
ARealQneeo. J _ _ 

Prefaced by Sir BARTLB FRERE. 

Fandoraag Han. 

By PAUL OAULOT. 

Tha Rad BUrta 

By CHARLES GIBBON. 

Robin Orv. | Of Hi^ Degree. 

Loving a Dtwam. I neboldan Shaft, 

By E. GLANVILLE^ 
na Loat Halreta 
A Fair OolonUk. 
na Foaalohar. I 

B. J. GOODMAN, 

na Fata of Herbert Wayoa, 

By Ray. S. BARING GOULO * 

ftadRddaa. |Bv«. 

By CECIL GRIPP^tHe 

Ooriatlila Maraalon. 


ne Qoldan Koch. 
Thba from th« Void. 
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By SYDNEY ORUNDY. 

TIm Dayt •( hit Vanttv 

By OWEN HALL. 

nuTrMkof aStonu | Jotaom ^ 

Bv THOMAS HARDY. 

Vniler the Oreeaweod Tree 

By BRET HARTE. 

A Waif of the nMu A Prot<>«t!e of Jwk 

A Ward of the Golden Hoinlln'e. 


ClArenee. 

Barker a Luck 
Devil a Ford, [celaior.' 
The Cmaade of the' Ex- 
Three Putnera. 


Gate. [SprinRa. 

A Sappho of Green 
Col Starbottle'B Client 
Bnay. | Bally Oovra. 

Ball Binder of dDRora 

Talea of Trail and Town 

By JULIAN HAWTHORNE. 

Gu-th. ' I Beatrix Bandolph. 

Ellice Quentin I David Polndexter'iDlB' 

BcbaalJan SUome. appearance. 

Boat I The Spectra of the 

Fortune'a Fool. Camera. 

By Sir A. HELPS. 

Ivan de Blron. 

By 1. HENDERSON. 

Agatha Page 

By G. A. HENTY. 

Bniub the Juggler, I The Queen a Cup. 

Dorothf'a Double. I 

By JOHN HILL. 

The Oommon Anceator 

By Mrs. HUNQERFORD 


Noi a Crelna 
An Anxloua hfoment. 
April a Lady. 

Peter e Wife. 


I ady Vemer^ Flight 
The Bed-Honae Myatery 
The Three Orarea 
Frofeaeor a Experiment 
A Point of Conacience. 

By Mrs. ALFRED HUNT. 

The Leaden Caaket. I Self Condeiuned. 
That Othar Peraon i Mra Juliet 

By C. J. CUTCLIFFE HYNE. 

Honour of Thlevea 

By R. ASHE KiNQ. 

A Drawn Game. 

By EDMOND LEPELLETIER. 

Madame Sana Gina 

By HARRY LINDSAY. 

Bhoda Hoherta 

By HENRY W. LUCY. 

Gideon Fleyce. 

By E. LYNN LINTON. 


Fatrtcla Kemhall 
Vndar which Lord 7 
‘ My Love I' | lone. 

Faaton Carew 
Bowing tho Wind. 

By JUSTIN 
A Fair Saxon 
Idnley Bochfiird 
Dear Lady Dladaln. 
Oamlola 

Waterdale Nelghboure 
My Enemy'a Daughter 
Mlin Mleanthrope. 

By JUSTIN H 

A London Legend. 

By aBORQE 

Heather and Bnow 


The Atonement of Leam 
Dundee 

The World Well Lost. 
The One Too Many. 
Dulcia Everton 
MCCARTHY. 

Donna Quixote. 

Maid of Athena 
The Comet of a Seaaon. 
The Dictator 
Bed Dlamonda 
The Blddla Bing. 

The Three Dlagracee. 

. MCCARTHY. 

I The Boyal Chrlatopher 

MACDONALD. 

Phantaeteo 


By PAUL & VICTOR A'.ARGUERITTE 

The Diaaater 

By L. T. MEADE. 

A Boldter of Fortune. I The Vc ce of the 
In an Iron Grip I Charmer. 

By L. T. MEADE and CLIFFORD 
HALIFAX, M.D. 

Dr Hnnuey't Patient 

By LEONARD MERRICK. 

This Btnga of Foola | Cynthia 

By BERTRAM MJTFORD. 


l&el 


) Onh-aunner. 

The Lock of Qonrd 
Bldgeleye 


By 4 e. MUDDOCK. 

Maid Marian afllBtobln Hood. 

Baatle the Jaeter. | TonnikLochtnydf. 

By D. CHRISTIE MURRAY. 


Ornle Fortune, 

Toe Way of tho World. 
BottMartta'd Little Gtel 
Tune'e Bevaagea. 

A Waated Orlma. 

In Dlraat Peril. 

Mount Ddapalr. 

A Capful o' Mails. 

Talei and Poama 


A Life's Atonement. 

Joseph'! Coat. 

Coals of Fire 
Old Blazer ■ Hero. 

Val Strange | Hearts. 

A Model Father. 

By the Gate of the Bea. 

A Bit of Bnman Mature. 

Flrat Person Singular 

By MURRAY and HERMAN. 
The Biahope' Bible 1 Paul Jones a Allan. 
One Ti-avaller Beturaa. | 

By HUME NI5BET. 

■Ball Dp I 

By W. E. 

Saint Ann's. 

By 

A Weird Gift. 

By Mrs. OLIPHANT. 

The Borcateas. 

By OUIDA. 


NORRIS. 

I Billy Bellew. 

G. OHNET. 


Held in Bondaga. 

Htratlimora. 

Chandus. 

TTndor Two Flags. 

Xdalla. I Gage 

Cecil Caatlemame a 
Tiic'otriu I Puck. 

Folle Partne. 

A Dog of Plandera. 

Pastarel. | Blgna. 

Princeu Mapraxme. 

Ariadne 

By MARGARET A. 

Gentle and Simple. 

By JAMES PAYN. 


Two L»lMe Woodon 
In a Winter City. iShOM 
Filendahlp. 

Moths. I Bnttno. 
PlpiitreUo 
A village Commune. 
Blmbi. I Wendt 
Fxracoea. | Othmai. 

In Haremma 
Byrlin | OuUdezoy. 
Santa Barbara. 

Two Offenders 

PAUL. 


Lost Sir Maiainghord 
Less Black than We're 
Fainted 

A Conlldential Agent 
A Grape from a Tlioru 
In Peril and Privation 
The Myatory of Mtr 
Bv Proxv. [bridge 
The Canon's Ward. 

Walters Woid 

By WILL 

Jerry the Dreamer 

By Mrs. CAMPBELL PRAED. 
Outlaw and Lawmaker. I Mrs. Ti'egaaklia. 
Chrlatma Chard. I 

By E. C. PRICE. 

Talentlna I Foreignrre | Mrs Lancaeter a BlvaL 

By RICHARD PRYCE. 

Mlaa Haxwell'a Affections 

By CHARLES READE. 

ttg Woffington, and Loye _Me Little, Lots 


High Bplrita 
Dndor One Boof 
Glow worm Talaa 
The Talk of tho Toms. 
Holiday Teaks. 

For Cash Only 
The Burnt Million 
The Word and the WUL 
Sunny Btnilea. 

A Tiylng Pallont. 

PAYNE. 


Christie Johnstone. 
Hard Oath. 

Cloister A the Hearth. 
Never Too Late to Mend 
The Courae of True 
Love Never Did Bun 
Smooth: and Single* 
heart andDoubleface 
Autobiography of _ 
Thief, Jack of all 
Tiades; A Hero and 


Me Long. 

The Double Marriage, 
Foul Play. 

Put Toureelf In Bis 
Place. 

A Temhle Temptatiun. 
A Bimpletott, 

A Woman Hater. 

The Jilt, A.' olherStorlea; 
ct Good Storiea of Man 
and other Antmala. 

A Perllona Secret. 
Beadlana: and Blkto 
Characters. 


The Xing's Aasegst. 
Benahaw FauBlttg'S 
Quest. 


a Martyr, and The 
Wandenng Heir. 

Griffith Gaunt. 

By Mrs. J. H. RIDDELL. 

Weird.storiea. 

By AMELIB RIVES. 

Barbara Derug. 

By F. W. ROBINSON. 

The Bandf of Justice, | Woman in the Dark. 
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^ W. CLARK RUSSELL. 
Ins (teltity rirs. | Ify Hlpmnte Lo 
Ui«4Ulilkoh. Atone ouWideWK 


__, Louies. 

Atone ottWideWlde Sen. 
T(m Fhnntoia DosUi. 
b He the llanf 
Oood Bhln 'Mohock.' 
The Convict Bhip^ 
HenrtofOsk. * 

The ta.)e of the Tea. 
The Last Entry. 

RUSSELL. 

I The Drift of Fats. 

ST. JOHN. 


Hsnnd 

laths_ _ 

On ^ Fo’k'els Head. 

A Toysds to,tliaCaps. 

Bosk fnrthe BaMtnock 
Wysterysf ‘Ocean Star' 

Tbs Bemancs of Jsaay 
Hartowe. 

Aa Oosaa Tragedy. 

By DORA 

A Country Jtweetheart 

By BAYLE 

A Itovantlas Family. 

By ADELINE SEROEANT. 

Dr Eadfcott's Expcrtnont 

By HAWLEY SMART, 

‘Without Love or Llcsnce. ‘ The Oataider 
The Master of RathksUy. Beatrice A Beaediok. 
loag Oddi A Baclng Rubber. 

By T. W, SPKIQHT. 

A Secret of the Sea. I Tue Muter of Treuance. 
The Qrey Monk | A Minion of the Moon. 

By ALAN ST. AUBYN. 

A Fellow or Trinity. | In Face of the World. 

Tho Junior Dean | Orchard Damere 
Muter of 81 Beued let's. The Tr emtott Diamonds 
To hb Own Master 

By JOHN STAFFORD. 

Doris and 1 

By RICCARDO STEPHENS. 

The Cruciform Mark 

By R. A. STERNDALE. 

The Afghan BUiifn 

By R. LOUIS STEVENSON. 

The Suicide Club 

By BERTHA THOMAS. 

Frond Malsle I Tho Vlollu Flavor. 

By ANTHONY TROLLOPE. 

Tho Way Ire Uve How I Bcarboroush s Family. 
Fran Frohmann. The Land Leaimeri 

By FRANCES E. TROLLOPE. 

Bike Bhlpt upon the | Anne Fnrnen. 


By IVAN TUROENIEPP. &c. 

StorlM Arom Foreign Hoveliits. 

By MARK TWAIN. 

Muk Twalnn Choice' Tom Bawyor, Dotsotlvs. 


Works. 

Mark Twain’s Library 
of Humonr. 

The Innoeonts Abroad 
Ronghlng It; and Tho 
Innocents at Home. 
A Tramp Abroad. 
TheAmorleau Claimant 
AdvedturesTomBawysr 
Tom Sawyer Abroad 


Fndd'ahead Wilson. 
The Ollded Age 
Prince and the Fanref. 
Life on the Miislwlppl 
The Advontum of 
Knckleherry Finn 
A Yankee nt the Court 
of Xing Arthur. 
BtolenWbite Elephant 
£1,000,000 Banknote 


By C. C. FRASER-TVTLER. 

Mistress Judith. 

By SARAH TYTLER. 

Lady Bell. ' The Macdonald Lass. 

Burled Oitmonds. The Witch-Wife. 

The Blackhatl Qhosti. 

By ALLEN UPWARD. 

The Queen agaluitOwen i The Prince of Baiklstan 

By E. A. VIZETBLLY. 

The Scorpion A kmnance nf Sp<iiii. 

By CY WAKMAN. 

The Express Messenger. 

By WILLIAM WESTALL. 

Bone of Belial 

By ATHA WESTBURY. 

The Shadow of BUton Fembrook 

By C. J. WILLS. 

An Easy golni! Fellow 

By JOHN SPRANOE WINTER. 

Cavalry Life end Regimental Legend! 

A Soldier ■ Children 

By MARGARET WYNMAN, 

My Flirtationi 

By E. 

The DowDfall, 


Baa 


I Mabels Prom ess 


The Dream. 

Dr. Pucol 
Money. | Lourdes 

By 


A nineteenth Centnry Miracle 


ZOLA. 

The Fat and the Thin. 
His Excellency. 

The Dram Shop. 

Rome I Paris. 

Z. z.’ 


CHEAP EDITIONS OF POPULAR NOVELS. 

Post Svo, illustrate.] boards, v*. e.>ch. 


By ARTEMUS WARD. 

Artemni Ward Complete 

By EDMOND ABOUT. 

Tha FaUah. 

By HAMILTON AIDE. 

Oarr of Can Iron. I Confldeuces 

By Mrs. ALEXANDER. 
Maid. Wife or Widow 7 | Valeiie s Fate. 
Blind Fate. 

By GRANT ALLEN 


ciiaplain of the Fleet. 
The Seaniv Bide. 

The Cue of Mr Lucratt 
In Trafatoar e Bav 
The Ten Yean Tenant 


RICE. 

Celia s Arbour 


By SHELSLEY BEAUCHAMP. 

Orantley Oiange 

By Sir W. BESANT and .1 

Ready.Monay Mortiboy 
My Utile OlTl. 
with Haip and Crowu 
This Son of Vulcan 
The Golden Butterfly. 

The Monks of Thelem. 

By Sir WALTER BESANT 
All Bora and Condi Call Her Mint 
tions of Men. The Boll of bt Paul's. 


PhUistla. 

Btraaga Btorlss. 

Babvlah. 

For Malmie's Baka. 

In all Bhadai 
Tha Beckanlng Hand. 

Tha Derll'i Dla. 

Sha Tants of Shorn 

By E. LESTER ARNOLD. 

Flura the Fhosnlcian. 

BY FRANK BARRETT. 


I The Great Taboo. 
Dnmaresq s Daughter 
Duchess of Powysland. 
Blood Royal. rplece- 
Ivan Oreet's Muter. 
The Scallywag 
, This Mortal Coil. 

At Market Value. 


The Captaiu' Room. 
All in a Garden Fair. 
Dorothy Forster. 

Dncle Jack 

Tbe World Want Vary 
Well Then. 

Children of Glbeon. 

Herr Faului 

For Faith and Freedom 


Fattarad for Life. 
Idttla Lady Unton 
Batwaan Ufa A Death. 
Tha Bln of Olga Zuson- 
Hob. 

FoUyMorrlioa. 

Lbnt. Bamahaai 
IbBMt Dnvia. 


AFrodtoal'a txognu. 
Found OnUty 
A Recoiling Vengaaaoa. 
For Love and Honour. 
John Ford; and Bis 
Ralpmato. 

The Woman of tha Xron 

Emetote, 


The Holy Hose. 

Aruorei of Lvimeese. 

S Kathorlnosby Towvr 
Verbena Camellia SU> 
phanotli 
The Ivory Gate. 

The Rebel Queen. 
Reyoud tha Dreams of 
Avarice 
BIERCE. 

In the Midst of Life 

By FREDERICK BOYLE. 

Camp Hotel. I Chronicles of Ho man's 

Ravage Lila. I Land 

BY BRET HARTE. 

CaUfomtan Btortes. | Fite. j Maruja. 
Gabriel Conroy. I A Phyllis of tha Slerru. 

The Luck of Roaring i A Waif of tha Plates. 

Camp., A Ward of tha (toJiM 

An EavaH of Bed Dog.) Gate., 


By AMBROSE 

Midst of Life 





T«i6>6HXU4i|<l 

By tiAROI^ BRY|KtE8» 

Midt Bill it SMI* 

By BBBBRT BVCHANAN. 
na«0vSr'^i«rart. ' »»mutrt»im<amii- 

OMdiA tt* lUtft. Tka 9 «w AbataM. 

IiBW lla a» iw. Ibllfc 

yogtdsvallaBAr. ^Balraf linaa. 

XtowwtMPofthaMlaa. WonaaaatdtlialCaa. 

I Wttar. Boohal Dana. 

By BUCHANAN «A4 MURRAY. 
Cha ( Md a t a ii . 

By IfALLPAINE. 

Tba Shadow of »Ortm. | Iha Ikeamatar. 
ASoaofEagK. | 

By Comnuuider CAMERON. 

Ihopdaaof tdia ‘Blaokrrlsea.' 

By HAYDEN CARRUTH. 

Sbo AdveatOMiof fonaa. 

By AUSTIN CLARE, 

for tba Irfin of a Imb. 

By Mrs ARCHER CLIVE. 

raoIFarraU. 

Why yanl rattaU SUlad Ua Wlfa. 

By MACLAREN COBBAN. 

Ska Can of Boala. | fha Ead Baltan. 

By C. ALLSTON COLLINS, 

tka Bar SiaiMar. 

By MORT. A PRANCES COLLINS. 

Swaat Aaaa Faga. ' Bwaataad Twaaty. 

Tnaaainatlon. Fha TlUaga Comedy. 

fimlBdnli^t to ISId- Ton nay no Falaa.. 

aiAt. Blaokasuth and Scholar 

A ni^t with Fortoaa. Fraacaa. 

By WILKIE COLLINS. 

Amadale. T AllarBark.' My htiacaltaalaa. 

Ho Hama. Fha Womaa ta Whita. 

The Moonatoae. 

SuU. Maa aad Wife. 

Bad Saak. Foor JCiaa Finch, 

lha Daad Baorat. Fha FaUan Iioavea 

Qaaaa of Haarta. Jaaahal'i Banghter. 

SaBBorllra.t Fha Black Eoha. 

Fha Haw M^.1.11- Heart and SManea. 

The FrMea Saay. . 'IBwHol' 

Fha Law aad tha Lady' Fha Bvtt Oanlna. 

Tka Fwo Baattnloa Little Hovels. 

The Hanntad BoM. LegaoT of Oata. 

A Eogu'a Life. Blind Lava. 

By M. J. COLQUHOUN. 

Bvfiy Xhah a Boldlar. 

By DUTTON COOK, 
loo. I Favl Foatar'a Oansktar. 

By C. EOBERT CRADDOCK. 

Tka Frq^t of tta treat BonAy HonatalM. 

By MATT CRIM. 

Fha Ad.vs&tiiraa of a Fair ROhal. 

By B. M. CROKER. 

iHovUla. 


FratlyMias] 


A Fam^ Xdkanaaa. 
JttaaaBanlnctaB. TUlagonlosaadJniista 

‘FO Lak' Fr^adka 

ABtrdofFaaiago. Fwolbttan, 

FioparFilda. Mr. Jar^ 

By W. CYPLPS. 

Baarti of toU. 

By ALPHONSE DAUDBTf 

Tka BoaafMUrt; or, Fort Salvation, 

By ERASMUS DAWSON, 
the yaonala of Toiith. 

By JAMES OB MILLS. 

A Oaatta & ipaln. 

By J. LEITH OBRWENT. 
ABTlMrtfFaKh. 4 Oiroo'aA^TacB. 

1^01 ARLES OlCI^S. 


^ _ By OICK 

tka |ia&.BBntar. 



“^SS&lkaU-. 



I Wgar LUf. 

I fu irate TlTBfB. 

PITBQBRALD. 

I |aei^l|n,tUkittM 
SavoBty-Evo Brooke 


ADatooSrat'mnaii^. 

The B^at^ Of Jamaica FanfUki/- 

By Mrs. ANNlE^fiDWAROEiSf 

A Folat of Sonoar. | Ar^a Loyoi). *' 

By M. BBTHAMaEDWARDS. 

Falicu: I Eii^. 

By EDWARD EdQLBSTON. 

***^' By O. MANVII#L4 PENN. 

Fha HewMlatraw. 

Witnaaa to Iho Boa A 

By PERCY 

Bella Boana. 

Haver Forgottaa. 

FoEy. 

FatAzara. | Fka of Bnmtoaaa 

By P. FITZGERALD tnd ttittrs. 

Strange Bacrata. . 

By ALBANY DB PONBLANQUB. 

Filthy Lnore, 

By R. B. PRANCILLON. 

Olympia. Xing or Xnavaf 

One by One. Komaaooa of tka Lftw. 

A Bau Queen. BMW Of Band. 

Queen Oapbatna. A Begand hla nadow. 

By HAROLD FREDERIC 
Betk’a Brothar’a wife. I Fha Lawton tirl. 
Prefaced by Sir BARTLB PIfflRB. 
Fandnrang Han. 

By EDWARD GARRETT. 

Fha Capei Slrk. 

By GILBERT GAUL. 

A Strange Manuacrlpt. 

By CHARLES GIBBON. 

EoUn tray, Xn Honour 

Fancy Froe. 

For LaA vt told. 

WbatwtU World Sayt 
Xu Love and War. 

For the Xing. 

Xb Faatorea wroon. 

Queen of the Meadow. 

A Hoart'a FroUaat. 

The Bead Heart. 


Flower of the FOrotX 
Fho Braei of Taixew. 

FhoflOMon nrnn. 

Of Higk Begrao, 

By Mead aMStranM. 
Loving a Bream. 

A Hard Xnot. 

Haarta BalJgkt. 
Biood-lioaay. 


By WILLIAM GILBERT. ' 

BrAusttaktuatta. | Fha WiUard df 

Jamaa Buko. I Koaatain. 

By ERNEST GLANVILLE. 

The Loaf Halram. I Fha FoaatdMr < 

A Fair Ooloniat. i 

By Rev. 5. BARING GOULP. 

XadSpIdar. I Bva. 

By HENRY GRBVILLE. 

A HoMaWeaum, t Mhanor. 

By CECit GRIPFITH. 

Ooriathia luruioB. 

By SYDNEY GRt^DY. 

Tba Bays af kla Vanity. 

By JOHN HABBBR'TON. 

Bmataa'a Bayou. | Ooitnt^ Leak. 

a y ANDREW HALLIDAY^/ 

y FkFoni., < < 

w By THOMAS HAROTn 
Vndar the waawnoA SFN. .. . 


the 



tff^ in 


jlVQ-SRi^nco Mevm.^—eoHtfiiffftf. 

^JUUAN HaWtHCHlNe 

SIS^JLSL tuxtix Budolph. 

iWw Um-tx ft Bftaor • 

fiftiM Boiadtxtet*! Stft 



•pptuiiMie. 
CiM Bpaotre 
OftiDcrft. 


«( tile 


FfttrleU KembftU. 
tkeWoridWeUJkmt. 

Bader itiiieb X«rdt 
Bftitea Oeurew. 

‘MyUrel* 
taM. 

By HENRY 
SUaeaFl^e, 

By JUSTIN McCarthy. 

Bear lady JlMeift. ' Oaailolft. 

VftteMft}# Kelgliboan. 
j^biaty^X>ft«e&tcr, 

UatorBeeU^. 

MliiHiMatineyft 

By HUGH 

Mr. Mnuuer'ft dealed Iiwket. 

B^fiORQB MACDONALD. 
Saatfeer ead Bsew. 

By AilNES MACD0N6LL. 
Bflftker Oaaefne 

By KATHARINE S. MACQUOID. 
Am *rfl l&e- I toetHeea. 

By W. n. MALLOCK. 

A B«n«ae« «f tito maa -1 Ah {lev AapaHUB. 
paaatii CMitfti^^ > ^ 


Bomkft Qttlzota. 
M^orAflienf 
The Oomat of a Baftaon, 
She Slciator. 

Bed Diamottdi. 

MACCOLL. 


_ ,|f ARTHUR HELPS» 

IfU oi 

By d. A. HENTY. 

Bff^b tbs‘Aidflar. 

By HBADON HILL. 

Baadbra the oaiaatlTa. 

By JOHN HILL. 

ffmaaoB Yaloay. 

^ By Mm. CASHEL HOEV. 
na Umt'a Oread. 

By Mn. QEORQE HOOPER, 

the Eoaaa of Baby. 

By TIOHE HOPKINS. 

Twlxt ItOva and Dnty. 

By Mm. HUNOERPORD. 

A Hatdeu all Borlon. ‘ Lady Veraer'i BllCht 
Xa SnraBca TUe. ThaBadHouellyitny 

Maryel. na Three Oracea 

A Mental Stmsula. tTnaattifnetory Laver, 

A Madam Oirca. Lady Fatty. 

By Mm. ALFRED HUNT. 

ThonlcrMt'a Modal. | Self Oondamnad. 

That Other Farion. | The Leaden Ooeket. 

By JEAN INOELOW. 

Tfttad to he Free. 

By WM. JAMESON. 

My Dead Bair. 

By HARRIETT JAY. 

The Barii CgUees. | Qnern of Connaught. 

By MARK KERSHAW. 

Colonial Facta and FicUona 

By R. ASHE KINO. 

A SKm Oama. I Fasalon a Slava. 

* The VearlBg of the Ball Barry. 

Oraaa,' I 

By EDMOND LEPELLETIER. 

Kadana Sam Oana. 

By JOHN LEYS. 

The Uadeayt 

By B. LYNN UNTON. 

ThaAtoaemantofLean 
DiukIm. 

with a Silken Thread. 
Babel of the Family. 
Bowing th# Wind. 

The One Too Many. 

W. LUCY. 


J. MASTBRMAN. 

BalfA4aBe|i Danghtara. 

Ey BRANDER MATTHEWS 
A Ba«at of tiM Baa. 

, ^ L. T. MEADE. 

A Boldtar of Fwtnio. 

By LEONARD MERRICK. 

The Man trho waa- Oead. 

By JEAN MIODLBMASS. 

Toneh uii So. I Hr. BorllUan. 

By Mn. MOLESWORTH. 
Hathareontt Bahtoiy, 

By J. B. MUDDOCK. 
BtorloaWelid and Von< I From the Boaomof tho 
dorfal. I Beep. > 

The Bead Kaa'a Saerat, I \ 

By D. CHRISTIE MURRAY. 

By the Oata of the Sea. 


A Modu Father. 
Joaaph'a Coat. 

Ooalaof Hn. 

Val Btraan. | Hearte 
Old Blaaara Biaro. 

The Way of the World. 
Oynlo Fortune. 

A Llta'a Atonement. 


A Bit of Sanaa Matara. 
Firat Faraon BiagaUr. 
BobMartta'iuitiaairl 
Tlma'a Bavamn. 

A Waatad Cilraa. 
TaBlrait Peril. 

Moanb Baapahr. 

By MURRAY and HERMAN. 

One Trayellar Betania. 1 The Blahopi’ Bible. 
FaalJoaai'iAliai. ] , 

By HENRY MURRAY. 

A Game of B|nB. I A SoBf of Bizpoaea. 

By HUME NISBET. 

* Ball Vpl' I Or.BemardBt Viaeaa. 

By W. E. NORRIS. 

Balnt Ann a 

By ALICE O’HANLON. 

The Bnforeeeen. I Chance 7 or Fate 7 

By dEORQES OHNET. 

Dr. Bameati. IA Weird Gift 

A Laatliove. I 

' By Mm. OLIPHANT. 
Whitaladiaa. | ThoGraataat Hafaeai la 

The Frtmroaa Path. | Ea^tead. 

By Mm. ROBERT O’REILLY. 
Flunba a Fartanaa. 

By 

Held ia Boadage. 

Btrattunora. < 

Chaadoa 
Idalla. 


Vadar Two Flaga 
OaoU Outiamaina'aGage 
Triootrin. 

Paoh, 

FoUe Farina. 

A Bog of Flanderf. 
Faicaral. k 
B lgna, 

Fnactaa XawaxiM. 

Zn a Winter Olty. 
Ariadna. 

Frlaaddtip. 


OUIDA. 

Two Uh Wooden Bhoaa. 
Matin. 

BlmW. 

Flatotrallo. 

A Tttlaga Oommana 
Wanda. 

Othniar 
Fraacoaa. 

InMaromma. 
Oallderoy. 

Safina. 

Syrlin. 

Baata Barbara. 

Tan OBeadart. 

OaUa'a Wiadda. Wit, 
andFathoa 


By MARGARET AGNES PAUL. 

Oantw and SInpla. 

By EDGAR A. POE. 

the Myatary of Matlo Bo^. 

By Mrs. CAMPBELL PRAEO. 

Tho Somanoa of a Station. 

Tho Baal of Qoaateae Adrian. 

Outlaw and lawmaker. 

Ohrlattaa Chard. 

By E. C. PRICE. 

\UeBUua I |to.jbuteaiter'aBl«tal. 

The Fbralgnan. I Ganid. 

^ By RICHARD PRYCE. 

Midi Ma»teU% ABaotiona.. 



CHATTO WiftOUg* ti St. 

'Tw&>Shiii1;.ino Kov«l$— 

By JAMBS PAYN. 




By T. W, SPEIOHT. 


Bentlaek's Tutor. 

Uurpltjr B MsBtar. 

A County Fomlly. 

At Hor Utrcy. 

Ooell'B TryBt. 

Tho Clyffat-dB of Cyff«. 
Tbe Foster Brother* 
Found Dead. 

The Beet of HuabandB. 
Walter's ttord 
Halves. 

Fallen Fortunes. 
Humorou storlet. 
4300 Reward 
A Marine Retidence. 
Mirk Abbey 
By Fjcxr 

S udmOne Roof. 

IgHfiptrlta. 

Carlyen'B Tear. 

From Exile 
For Cash Only. 

Xlt 

The Canon'B Ward. 


The Talk of the Town. 
KoUdav Taeka. 

A Ferfect Treasure, 
What He Coat Her. 

A Confidential AAent. 
Qlow-worm Talon 
Thr Burnt Million. 
Sunny StOTio.s. 

Lost Sir Masslngbrrd 
A Woman a Vengeanae. 
The Family Scapegrace. 
Cwendollne e narveBt. 
Uke Father, Like Son. 
Married Beneath Him. 
Hot Wooed, but Won 
Leeii Black than We re 
Fainted 

Borne Private Views 
A Qri^e from a Thorn 
The Mvsleiy ot Mlr- 
brl^e 

The Word and the Will. 
A ?i Inc* of the hluod. 
A Trying Patient. 


ThcMyateries of HeoM i Back to Life. 

r dMa la T.Aa«Biune* 4 aB' 


By CHARLES RHADC. 


It Is Hever Too Late to 
Mend. 

Christie Johnstone. 

The Double Marrtare 

Fnt Tonrself in His 
Place 

Love Me LitUo, Love 
Loni^. 

The Cloister and the 
Hearth. 

The Oonnw of True 
Love. 

The Jilt. 

The Antobiograpby of 
a Thief. 

By MrA. J. 

Weird Stories 

Fairy Water. 

Her Mother'e Darling. 

The Prince of WoleG'a 
Harden Party. 


A Teri'tlile Temptation 
Foal Play 

The Wandering Heir, 
Hard Oneh 

Singleheart and Double 
fare 

Good Stories of Man and 
other Animals. 

Pec Wotfiington. 

OriBth Gaunt 
A Perilous Secret. 

A Simpleton. 

Reoduna 
A Woman Hater. 

11. RinnnLL. 

The Uniah.vbite(( House 
The Mystery in Palace 
Gardens. 

The Nun’s Curse. 

Idle Tales. 


By AMBLiB RIVBS. 

Barbara Oering 

By F. W. ROBINSON. 

Women are Strange, | The Hands of Justice. 

By JAMES RUNCIMAN. 
SklpperB and Shellbacks. | Schools and Bcbolan. 
Oraee Balmolgn s Sweetheart 

By W. CLARK RUSSELL. 

Round the Galley Fire. , The Rumauce oi Jenny 

On l^e Fo k ele Head Harlowe 

In tha Middle Watch. An Ocean Tragedy. 

A Voyage to the Cape. Hy Shipmate Louise. 

A Book for the Ham- < Alone onWideWide 6na, 
mnek. I The Good Ship 'Mo- 

The Mystery of the i hock ' 

' Ocean Star.' \ Tlie Phantom Death. 

By DORA RUSSELL. 

A Country Sweetheart 

By GEORGE AUGUSTUS SALA. 

Casiight and Daylight 

By GBORCiE R. SIMS. 

The Ring o Belle i My Tw^ Wivea. 

Mary Jane s Memoirs. I Z-ph 
Mary Jane Married. ; Memoirs ora Lencilady 
Tales ot Today ' Scene!) from the Show 

Dramas of Lite, i The 19 Cummandmouta. 

Ttokletop s Crime. I Dagonet Abroad. 

By ARTHUR SKETCHLEY. 

A Match in the Dork. 

By HAWLEY SMART. 

WttlUBt Love or licence. 

Tho Pmngcr. 

Beatrice and Benedick._' 


Dyke 
The Golden Hoop. 
Hoodwinked 
By Devlon* Ways. 

By ALAN 

A Fellow of Trinity. 
The Junior Dean 
Master of St Beaedlct’s 


The LoudwaterTragedy. 
Burgo R RMnance. 
Quittance In Full 
A Husband from Uie Sea 

ST. auePyn. 

To HU Own Master. 
Orchard Damerei 
In GSe Face of theWogld 

By R. A. STERNDALE. 

The Afghan Blnife. 

By R. LOUIS STEVENSON. 

New Arabian Nights. 

By BERTHA THOMAS. 

Cresstda | The Violin Player. 

Proud Malsie. I 

By WALTER THORNBURY. 

Tales lor the Marines | Old Stories Retold. 

By T. ADOLPHUS TROLLOPE. 

Diamond Gut Diamond 

By F. ELEANOR TROLLOPE. 

Llk>) Ships upon the I Anne Furne'is. 

Sea I Mabel's Progress. 

By ANTHONY TROLLOPr 


Fran Frchmann. 

Mai Ion Fay 
Kept Id the Dork. 

John Oaldieate 
The Way We Ll^e Now 


The Land Leaguers 
The American Senator. 
Ml Scarboiongti s 
Family 

GoldaiiUonof Iranpero 


By J. T. TROWBRIDGE. 

FamelVs Fully 

By IVAN TURGENIEFF, &C. 

Stories from Foreign Novelists. 

By MARK TWAIN. 

A Pleasure Trip on thi Life on the MUstmlppl. 


Coalliient 
Ilie Gilded Age 
Bill kleberiy Finn. 

MaikTwaln 3 Sketches 
Tom Sawyer 
A Tiainv Abroad 
Stolen White Elephant. 

By C. C. FRASER-TYTLER. 

MUtreas Judith 

SARAH TYTI.ER. 


The Prince and the 
Pauper 

A Vankee at tho Court 
of King Arthur. 

The £1,000,099 Bank- 
Note. 


By 

The Bride a Pavt 
Haned Dia nonds, 

St. Mungo s City. 

Lady Bell 
NuluBMe Oblige. 
Disappeared 

By ALLEN 

The Queen a^alust Cure i 


The Hiigneuot F.tmry, 
The Bliickholl GbosU 
What StieCameThrourb 
Beauty and the Beast, 
Citoycune Jagnellno, 


UPWARD. 

I Prince of Balklstan. 
Goil Save tlis Queen I' 

By AARON WATSON and LILLI AS 

WASSERMANN. 

The Marquis of Carubas 

By WILLIAM WESTALL. 

Trust Money 

By Mrs. F. H. WILLIAMSON. 

A Child Wluow. 

By J. S. WINTER. 

Cavalry LI1‘ I Regimental Legends. 

By H. F. WOOD. 

The Passenger from S otlan'* Yard. 

The Sagllsliman u* th Rue Cam 

By CELIA PARKER WOOLLEY, 

Rachel Armiitrong, ur, 1 <i <. and i i.<’oi.'gy. 

By EDMUND YATES. 

The Forlorn Hope. | Castaway. 

' . 
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